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Atoms of Pure Noise 


Anemone Tube 

:Existence 

GERMANY AUF ABWEGEN AATP09 
CD (2001) 

A reasonable ‘Noisette’ disc - and this is the way 
I intend to refer to Noise Records when their 
makers’ ambitions are small and the end results 
merely decorative. Existence is about 45% 
successful as a noise disc and offers merely 
second-magnitude degrees of roarage and agony- 
infliction for the oreilles. Each jet-engine styled 
pneumatico has a certain root note lurking in the 
core, which may surface now and again through a 
miasma of hard-edged racket. The intention of 
Mr Anemone Tube (Stefan Hanser) is to ‘cause 
emotional reaction’, which presumably is why he 
resorts to the occasional button-pushing trick; 
one track, ‘Choke Down’, features found human 
voices - voices shrieking, either in distress or joy, 
and obliging the listener to take up a position on 
the emotional chessboard and figure out what’s 
happening. This action is a faintly manipulative 
ploy which is familiar enough from many other 
records. For a more successful use of found 
voices this issue, see Z’ev’s new release for 
example. 

ED PINSENT 04/12/2001 

PO Box 1 00 1 52, D-5044 1 Cologne, Germany 

info@aufabwegen.com 

www.aufabwegen .com 

Digital Live Radio Session 

Digital Live Radio Session 

FRANCE FIBRR 003 CD (2001 ) 

This is a meaty slab of radio-based weirdness and 
noise. Four French dudes get together with a 
bunch of heavy duty equipment and generate a 
long (46 min) continuous session of concentrated 
sonic mayhem. Every possible piece of equipment 
that may generate random noise is here - radio 
sets, tapes, mini-discs, feedback, samplers, 
turntables, laptop computers and contact 
microphones - all in the hands of irresponsible 
young men, and fed through a mixing desk 
(presumably quite a large and capable one) to 
produce a monstrous excursion. ‘Grotesque’ 
doesn’t even begin to describe the ugliness of 
this ungodly racket. Formless and inchoate, it 
gibbers endlessly with the sheer futility of a 
lobotomised monkey. 

I suppose you could intellectualise this exquisite 
blather as a deconstruction of language; amongst 
all the chaos, there are many fragments of human 
voices singing and speaking, all rendered down 
into gloriously incoherent gibberish. They fight to 
be heard amongst the digital garbage, the freakish 
bleeps and bloops, the loud amplifier hummings 
and the ear-splitting feedbacks. And that’s just 
the listenable stuff. You could also read it as 
some sort of commentary on modern urban life; 
my daily commute to work (like that of a million 
other Londoners) now consists of a cacophony 


of overheard conversations, mobile phone 
ringtones, mobile phone jabberings, loud 
Walkmans, loud Discmans, incomprehensible 
train announcements, and like that. The only 
sound I like is the engine of the train itself. I 
usually try and blank it all out and concentrate on 
my book. I hate it. So why do I find it so 



compelling when a similar experience - magnified 
one hundredfold - is reproduced onto record? 

The transmission of information is produced in 
time, by excess,’ burbles Sophie Gosselin, in the 
press release here, as she scoops another 
generous dollop of coupe Chantilly into her 
bouche. ‘Over-information. Acceleration and 
deformation of the forms of communication. 
What is the limit to the excess, to the 
acceleration and to the deformation of 
information?’ Well, that answers my question 
above. (But why do the French love words 
ending in -ation?) Whichever way you read it, this 
is a radio broadcast from Hell. ..an overloaded 
mess of chaos and mixed signals, yet one that 
manages to convey some degree of intelligence. 
The four intense French fellows who birthed this 
beast are Christophe Havard, Emmanuel Leduc, 
John Morin and Julien Ottavi; theirs is a splendid 
underground release that knocks spots off much 
of the digital trash cluttering up the corridors of 
so-called avant music activity. It is noisy and 
robust, a stirring and uplifting blast of nonsense 
and blithering chaos that, I am convinced, you will 
find very rewarding to listen to. Contact the label 
direct to see about attaining a copy. Don’t bother 
looking for it on the ‘racks’. The sleeve art is vile, 
all printed in a sickly shade of green, but it is 
printed on Permatrace paper, which is a cheap 
and effective alternative currently being used to 
great effect by many underground artistes these 
days. Tune in to this infernal radio show.. .and you 
will derive a lot more pleasure from it than from 


another installment of The Moral Maze. 

ED PINSENT 02/02/2002 

12 rue Jean-Jacques Rousseau, 44000 Nantes, 
France 

apo33@free.fr 

Jazzkammer 

Rolex 

NORWAY SMALLTOWN 
SUPERSOUND STS045CD CD (2001 ) 

Very noisy, very witty, very inventive, very good. 
Lasse Marhaug and John Hegre, the Norwegian 
Kings of Rhythm and Ooze, whacked out their 
excellent Timex CD in 1 999, unleashing an 
exciting spray of fireworks, screams, beats and 
choppy mincemeat edits into the homes of those 
brave enough to purchase a copy. (See TSP 7 for 
a review). Now they’ve brought in a bunch of big- 
name noiseniks and notable natterjacks to 
remake the whole mess into a subsequent add- 
on record that’s even noisier, bigger, longer and 
arguably better than the source. At 78 minutes 
it’s nearly twice the length of its brother, but 
more to the point it explores about 300 different 
possibilities - like 14 directors remaking a movie 
out of the same footage, and ending up with 
endless variable outcomes for the narrative. 
Zbigniew Karkowski kicks off, and assaults you 
bodily with a fine tubular, granular pummeling of 
mono-roaring; if you can’t accept this abrasive 
treatment, you probably won’t stay the course. 
Maja S K Ratkje emphasises the absurdity of the 
original release in the giggly ‘I Hate Cars’ - an 
infuriating laugh track accompanies her silly cut- 
up samples, leaving an anarchic brown mess on 
the lino which is guaranteed to repel most 
sensible people. Merzbow, judging by his title 
‘CHK Error Remix’, is probably working with a 
tiny processing fault that resulted from trying to 
play his assigned track through the wrong 
equipment; he quickly overdubs the error until it 
gathers 
strength 
and 

becomes a 
fierce 
caustic 
wind, then 
starts to 
‘dub’ it up 
in fine style 
with added 
sources; a 
fine brew 
results, 
remarkably 
restrained 
and dynamic by his standards. 

Reynols slow everything down and relocate 
Jazzkammer into their personal ‘mystic mountain’ 
soundscape territory on ‘Bolomo Vinkingo 
Lanidelos’, through use of their familiar excessive 
echo-chamber technique. Thurston Moore goes 
insane with the faders, crossing a raging 
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thunderstorm of noise with random cullings from 
his gargantuan record collection - a slice of rare 
groove here, a manic burst of free jazz there. Pita 
Rehberg treats the whole exercise with careless 
disdain, openly taking the piss with his usual ill- 
fitting mess of incongruous samples knocked 
together in nothing flat; yet it’s still three minutes 
of perfect laptop music. Ronnie Sundin meanders 
aimlessly like an eccentric academic in his study, 
checking references in many a musty tome. As 
often happens on modern electronic comps, the 
‘last word’ is left to the maestro Francisco Lopez; 
his I 1 2 th ‘Untitled’ work strips out the guts of 
the original sources, allowing him once again to 
fashion his characteristic near-silent and slow 
music out of full-bodied noise. 

Also here: Alexander Rishaug, TV Pow, Jorgen 
Traeen, Tore Honore Boe (fellow member, with 
Marhaug, of the Origami Republika scene) and 
Jazzkammer themselves remixing a couple of 
their own tracks. Remix culture usually leaves me 
pretty cold, but I’ll hafta make an exception when 
faced with such a rich diversity of work by great 
modern musicians whose work I generally admire 
and enjoy. Groink! 

ED PINSENT 16/02/2002 

PO Box 2069, Grunerlokka N-0505 Oslo, 
Norway 

info@smalltownsupersound.com 

www.smalltownsupersound.com 

Joseph Suchy 

Smi2le 

GERMANY GROB 1 03 CD (2000) 

The music on this CD is more or less continuous 
and its division into 9 tracks of unequal lengths is 
mainly for listeners’ convenience. The first such 
‘track’ runs to some 20 minutes and throws you 
into a whirling maelstrom of heaving guitar noise 
and punishing feedback and effects assaults on 
the ear and brain. Passages of low, grumbling 
drone, brimming with unknowable tortures, 
suddenly let rip with white-hot laser-keen blasts 
of death-delivering guitar shrieks. The sounds are 
so sharp you could cut concrete with them. The 
effect is completely overwhelming. 


The other 8 tracks are no less remarkable. 

Tracks 2 and 3 range from delicate gossamer 
melody to writhing hallucinatory realms of sound; 
silver sonic streams burn acid paths through the 
nerve cells. Tracks 4 through to 7 drill into the 
brain as if a crazed neurosurgeon has brought his 
backyard workshop tools (scalpels being 
considered too useless) to the operation and 
declared an all-out assault. UFOs land and take 
off in tracks 8 and 9 while comets streak across 
the sky. 

Altogether, this is a most incredible album which 
transports you in the manner of the tornado that 
whooshes Dorothy and Toto off to the Land of 
Oz; only, you don’t go to the Land of Oz, you go 
instead into Suchy’s turbulent universe of sonar 
chaos from which no good witch Glenda can save 
you. 

JENNIFER HOR 

Alte Kolner Strasse 10, D-40699, Germany 
www.churchofgrob.com 

Kim Pieters / Bruce and 
Max Russell / Peter 
Stapleton 

Cold Sweat / Max Sings 
USA ECSTATIC YOD E#4e / FYPS1 4 
(JAAR 2) 7" SINGLE (2001) 

This 33rpm single is spewed out from some 
remote part of a New Zealand underground 
scene which I’ve only read about, and admit to 
owning next to nothing of its collectible artefacts. 
This slice of wildly undisciplined noise seems 
acceptable enough. It’s the sort of shapeless and 
aimless noiso-splurge that I imagine constitutes a 
good chunk of the Ass Run catalogue and 
associated projects, but I haven’t really heard 
enough of them to say. The A side is drums and 
bass guitar with lots of distorted moan-drone and 
heavy feedback; useful, almost edible, fungus 
leached from the armpits of hairy wildmen. 
Almost the exact opposite of the ‘funky’ James 
Brown music the title seems to promise, but still 
possessed of a similar fiery spirit. The B side is 
silly chaos; young Max, the son of one of the 
featured players, screeches away over cassette- 
quality noise of rattling and squealing. I know that 
Byron Coley holds the NZ punk scene in high 
esteem, reckoning it as important as the US punk 
scene... I have to admit that this release does have 
a rough energy, bleeding sparks outside the 
speakers, causing moments of pain and damage. 
Featuring Kim Pieters, Bruce Russell and Peter 
Stapelton, recorded ‘some time the last few 
years’, and limited to 300 copies. Blurry 
nondescript sleeve might depict the foot of a 
mike stand or drum kit on stage, surrounded by 
some unpleasant effluence. 

ED PINSENT 24/02/2002 

22 1 Pine St, #4b I Florence, MA 0 1 062, USA 

websales@yod.com 

www.yod.com 

Marchetti / Voice Crack / 
Noetinger 

Double Wash 

GERMANY GROB 31 8 CD (2001 ) 


2002 


High-grade weird electronic noise from these 
European giants. The gist of the recording 
session could be summed up like this: whoop and 
grunt.. .squeal like a snake.. .you, sir, are an 
electronic baboon! This is a delightful bake of 
poisonous and evil noise-bread, bonded together 
with the kind of diabolical strength that could 
only result from a meeting between the Swiss 
loons Voice Crack, and the rather more polite 
(but still bizarre) Marchetti and Noetinger, the 
French duo who have been spreading havoc and 
consternation across Paris for the last 200 years, 
give or take. There are no real mistakes, says 
Marcel Duchamp with a smarmy grin, as he pours 
a gallon of hot tea between the thighs of Salvador 
Dali’s promiscuous wife. A little-known episode 
from Surrealist history, which I mention as my 
copy of this CD is simply fraught with mistakes. It 
arrives with no artwork apart from a GROB 
promotional card that reads BEING JO SUCHY, 
and this pressing (unavailable to the public) 
features the first track twice over. I don’t object 
to this however, as I get to enjoy twice over the 
primal gruntings and whoopings that open this 
fine record. It’s all so redolent of my army service 
in Burma. 

I think I’ve loved just about any record which 
Voice Crack appear on, or indeed any record 
they have ever touched or even looked at in a 
record shop. Maybe it’s because they always 
deliver something so completely surprising, as 
they do here, yet their strange din makes perfect 
sense. Yes, there is this underlying sense of 
absurdity, but the internal logic of their ‘work’ 
contains enough rational arguments to convert 
even the most hard-bitten Protestant Puritan, as 
he rises from his hard-wood pew to shake a fist 
at the brightly-coloured graven images that we 
foolishly worship. Voice Crack are quite some 
way from being silly. They are extremely serious 
about their absurdity. 

The grotesque noises on this record are all but 
indescribable.. .it’s an episodic journey through a 
ridiculous landscape, with ever-changing 
backdrops, as crazy as the Buster Keaton movie 
that features that effect. We enter a realm of 
pure abstraction, tiny explosions erupting across 
the surface of an imaginary planet, which keep us 
bobbing up and down like a character in a Chuck 
Jones cartoon. The next moment, our bodies are 
floating in the ocean of thick blue petroleum jelly 
that is oozing from the eyebrows of a gigantic sea 
serpent. Then, a shepherd calls in his toy dog on 
wheels while a space alien tunes into an ancient 
broadcast on a short-wave radio. Ten years ago, 
a record like this could have caused a scandal. 
Nowadays, unfortunately, the competition from 
the absurdities of real life is pretty stiff. 

Enjoy 100% analogue sounds, which are generally 
richer and more full-blooded than their digital 
equivalents. The bass rumbles are like 
earthquakes, and the high tones are like an attack 
from flying buzz-saw blowflies. What advice do 
Voice Crack offer novice noisesters? If you have 
all these wonderful electronic noise devices, the 
important thing is to engage in serious play and 
have real hard-core fun as you disrupt common 
sense with insane, whirling splurges of din. In this 
case, I suspect the fun comes largely from Voice 
Crack, who soon infect the French players with 
their spirit of malarkey. A quite different 
proposition from their recent studio jam with 
Otomo Yoshihide (Bits and Bobs) which is also 
great. 
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ED PINSENT 22/1 1/2001 

Alte Kolner Strasse 1 0, 

D-40699, Germany 
www.churchofgrob.com 

Masami Akita 
and Zbigniew 
Karkowski 

Mazk 

USATIGERBEAT6 
MUSIC MEOW1 4 
CD (2001) 

Perhaps it was inevitable 
that Akita and Karkowski 
would release a recording together, seeing both 
are residents of Japan. Mazk for the most part is a 
relatively pleasant (for Akita, that is) piece with 
repeating loops of noise and Karkowski's intense, 
high-pitched tones against a scourging sandstorm 
background. The music is relentlessly focussed, 
the energy and power are channelled and shaped 
with care and precision; we are left in no doubt at 
all that here are two musicians commanding the 
mighty forces in their laptops and other 
instruments with but the tips of fingers on the 
mouse. At times the music can be almost 
whispery delicate, only to explode and surge again 
with renewed force; a substantial change occurs 
in the music at about the 1 6th minute of this 
37-minute opus where the music condenses into 
a steady, inhuman drone before the attack 
resumes with more blocks of abrasive sonic 
textures. 

Unusually perhaps for Akita, the front and back 
photos of the CD cover feature a demure young 
miss in a kimono - has Mr Akita suddenly 
discovered a smidgen of respect for women in 
photos and glossy magazines? We'll have to wait 
for his next collaboration and the pictures for 
that to find out; judging by the rate at which he 
collaborates with other people and releases the 
results, we probably won't have to wait very long 
... it used to be that month wasn't a month 
without a new Merzbow release. That rule still 
apples, only now a month just really isn't a month 
without a new Merzbow collaboration as well as a 
new solo Merzbow release. What next from 
Akita Incorporated ...? 

JENNIFER HOR 
www.tigerbeat6.com 

Merzbow / Jazzkammer 

Live at Molde International 
Jazz Festival 
NORWAY SMALLTOWN 
SUPERSOUND STS055CD CD (2001 ) 

Ahh - a sensational newie from Merzbow making 
a debut ‘jam’ with the European duo Jazzkammer. 
Everybody knows and loves the Metal Man from 
Japan, and these two geniuses from Norway 
deserve your attention too. John Hegre and Lasse 
Marhaug made the excellent Timex CD and have 
recently offered a scalding remix version of same 
(see above). Sadly, this recording of live excerpts 
from a jazz festival disappoints me - it should have 
been a real bruiser, but instead it comes up limp 
and flaccid, unable to penetrate my moist and 


ready vagina.. .it starts 
off with some heavy 
mechanical dance 
beats (always a sure- 
fire way to make me 
lose interest) which 
unfold for many a dull 
minute before the 
meaty noises finally 
kick in. The musicians 
eat a few bags of 
digital crisps on top 
of the beats, before 
commencing with the 
ritual goose-killing. 
They perform the 
slaughter with 
strange backward- 
blades, thus causing 
backwards-cries to issue from the hapless fowl, 
who turn out to be mechanical music-boxes in 
disguise. Then, the real heavy beats march in like 
heavy-set thugs tramping into the bar, and deliver 
a few leather-coated mallet blows to the 
stomach. Wallop! What a beating you’ll take! 
Sigho. If only that were true. This CD is about as 
powerful as a wet teabag - it’s a velvet fist in a 



velvet glove. 

My florid nonsense prose is just one way to 
describe the higgledy-piggledy nature of the 
random samples and mortar-attacks of noise 
dished up by this trio. It’s chaotic, but barely up 
to snuff. There are distorted electric piano 
glissandoes, lots of sampled drum solos from 
old records like Gene Krupa returning from the 
grave, with his drumming hands swollen to 
twice the normal size. There are some 
moments of inspiration, but mostly our friends 
are coasting over the beats as their ideas run 
out. This is all evidence of a fairly conclusive 
lack of rapport between the musicians. When 
the drumbeats finally cease, the chaos starts to 
mount - an insane computer programme runs 
into overdrive, abandoned by the mad scientist 
on another planet. This gets tedious quickly 
until bolstered by various loud-tentacled 
octopuses joining in. I suppose this is all evidence 
of Masami Akita’s abiding obsession with the ‘sick 
parts of rock’; it’s a mess worthy of late-period 
Emerson Lake and Palmer, and you can’t get 
much sicker than that. 

The third track does a better job of getting the 
bacon delivered - although not in a spectacularly 
new fashion. It’s the sort of tornado-styled noise 
which Merzbow has made all his own, howling 


furies, hissing, and vicious reverb, underpinned by 
a moaning elephant loop. Swirling around 
somewhere in the centre are what I call the 
‘volcanic shards’ of sampled noise fragments 
which characterise the work of Lasse Marhaug. A 
scenario like this promises plenty damage and 
severe trauma to the old noggin, but as you can 
plainly see I came through it with barely a dent 
on my hard-hat. Perhaps not the best place to 
commence your investigation of the Jazzkammer 
school of noise-otics; while Merzbow fans will 
probably buy it automatically, and file it away. 

Ain’t it sad? 

ED PINSENT 14/01/2002 

PO Box 2069, Grunerlokka N-0505 Oslo, 
Norway 

info@smalltownsupersound.com 

www.smalltownsupersound.com 

Svstriate 

Stem 

USA GLARE CONSTRUCTION NO 
NUMBER CD-R (2001) 

Here’s a very ballsy piece of good home-made 
electronic noise, which I mention in the hopes 
that you’ll get in touch with the creator Andrew 
Campbell in his home in San Francisco - since this 
may be the only way you’ll ever get to hear his 
music, I suspect. This particular item was sent in 
last year and exists in a CD-R edition of 48 
copies only, with printed and hand-drawn 
artwork. I never got the artworks, as the CD 
arrived here in a plain white card mailer, although 
Andrew did enclose a letter on ruled paper with 
a drawing of a stag listening to music with 
headphones. Although the stag’s eyes are glazed 
and he appears largely unmoved, the music in the 
drawing is clearly effective, since it merits the 
delineation of three concentric force-lines 
emanating from the Walkman, a device which 
conveys ‘ferocious sounds’ to my cartoonist’s 
eye. 

For the first half of this steaming dough-ball of 
pain, you get some fine pounding echo feedback 
grind which is bound to appeal to any hard- 
working fan of C.C.C.C., or perhaps Astro (ie 



Hiroshi Hasegawa, the Japanese king of 
synthesised feedback). Although this kind of 
mechanical, grinding, non-specific racket is 
incredibly easy to create, I still find myself 
returning to Svstriate’s brand of it, craving its 
basic repetition with a mean hunger; it’s 
something I am starting to find quite wholesome 
and indeed ‘useful’ - as comforting as a ride home 
on a high-speed train. It’s not all pounding 


Merzbow 

Jazzkammer 

Jve at Molde 
ntemational 
Jazz Festival 
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rhythm - he’s also quite 
good at doing the 
‘soaring jetplane’ effect 
which many listeners find 
so enjoyable, and other 
more varied noise-riffs 
besides. Good luck 
getting a copy, should 
you wish to try for one. 

ED PINSENT 
05/01/2002 

svstriate@hotmail.com 

userwww.sfsu.edu/~acam 

pbel/svstriate.html 

Svstriate 

Infurs 



The New 
Blockaders 

History of 
Nothing 
SIREN RECORDS 
07 CD (2000) 

A great comp of full-on 
vintage noise mechanics. 
Eleven tracks span a 
‘history’ of this 
mysterious combo 
dating from 1 982- 1 994, 
offering near-industrial 
styled high-volume 
noisewerks, all 
‘instrumental’ and 


JAPAN ALIENATION SU26 CD (2001 ) 

Another release by Californian Andrew Campbell, 
this one prepared for a fairly obscure Japanese 
underground label. It’s more developed than the 
CD above; the dynamics are better, there are lots 
of ideas which keep changing all the time, and 
there are even narrative elements brought in 
from found tapes, sampled voices and random 
overheard conversations. These interjections are 
more than the sort of pretentious fodder that 
GYBE throw into their LPs; halfway through, for 
example, is a baffling discussion involving spaghetti 
and some missing raisins. Campbell might almost 
be describing his own recipe for concocting his 
music, which here resemble endless strands of 
sonic spaghetti coated with a tangy hot sauce. 

And yes - whatever raisins it once had have now 
definitely gone missing. 

Infurs is rarely over-loud or harsh, and alternates 


fuelled with an awesome power. Most of the 
tracks are previously unreleased, and even the 
‘old’ tracks have been substantially reworked. A 
variety of roarings, tumults, and invigorating ear- 
bashings are on offer; sometimes a windy 
buffeting boxes your ears, sometimes a sub-bass 
is felt pummelling your stomach, sometimes a 
high-pitched machine whine will rattle your 
fillings like an evil dentist. Clanging percussive 
thuds to the cranium are also present, but 
thankfully the mechanical beat of a drum machine 
never pollutes this organic sound. It’s all grand 
and refreshing in the same way as a shower in 
Niagara Falls; a noise you can feel, work with and 
live with; while it may startle you at first, it is not 
repellent, nor laced with damaging toxins. All this 
puts it quite some way from the extremes of 
certain harsh Japanese noise; nor does it wallow 
in the sick depravity of unpleasant imagery which 
we associate with some explorers in this zone - 
of which more later. 


Twisted little melodies emerge from the 
wheetings and wailings, lucky silver charms in a 
huge steaming Christmas pudding with a 
circumference as large as the London Eye. Grab 
your shovel, Mr Dunwoody; we eat tonight. 

From what little information I’ve been able to 
gather, The New Blockaders have a fine history 
of collaborations with fellow noise-men such as 
Organum and Emil Beaulieu, and a back catalogue 
of releases on vinyl which now command high 
collectors’ prices; the Seinsart LP is ‘worth’ about 
£50. Simphone in X Major, the first release on 
the Hypnagogia label, was pressed in a run of 500 



ever- interesting layers and textures through using 
about a zillion edits. The smooth roaring jetplane 
effect of 1 0,000 synths is contrasted with formless 
chattering and stuttering bursts; the speedy 
relentless blasts of dynamite compete with slow, 
doomy, Goth-prog-esque passages, highly 
redolent of the best and the worst of Tangerine 
Dream. Every noise is solid, leaving a distinctive 
taste behind. The closing moments have a 
nostalgic quality which I enjoyed muchly; 

Campbell tells me that ‘the last few minutes of the 
disc is actually a very truncated version of a track I 
made in ‘98. ..basically that initial loop that builds 
twice is looped through various eq very loudly for 
about 5 minutes after a long intro.’ Talk 
about modest. Maybe this happens to other 
electronica artists; they get absorbed in the 
techniques of production, and can’t always N 
acknowledge or address the sheer beauty of 
their creations. 

I notice the sleeve art shows an ugly 
monkey-like head being bombarded with 
sonic death-rays similar to those which are 
attacking the harmless stag, as above. The 
complexity and constant mutation work well 
here - you will never get bored with this rich 
record - although on occasion I find the 
simpler ideas more appealing, and wish they 
could go on for slightly longer. But whichever 
way you slice it, this catalogue of spliced- 
together episodes will always deliver a 
strange and savage beauty. 

ED PINSENT 27/01/2002 

thirdorg@ops.dti.ne.jp 
www.ops.dti.ne.jp/~thirdorg/ 


Power electronics is one thing, but The New 
Blockaders somehow transcend their source 
material and methods, and serve up tasty 
comestibles that are more organic than digital. 
How? Perhaps by avoiding excessive use of the 
FX pedals, which lesser men seem to lean on like 
a learner driver pressing on the accelerator 
pedals. TNB still believe in dynamics, and never 
over-process the sounds. Iron and earth are their 
elements, both utilised as conductors of benign 
electrical forces. Each track is packed with 
fascinating incident, like chunks of chocolate 
floating inside a batch of freshly-mixed concrete. 


copies in 1991 and is described in an old Scum 
List as ‘pretty brutal; I’d go as far as calling it 
Industrial!’ Indeed. Some of the titles on this CD 
promise the sort of uncompromising noise-hell 
and sheer nihilistic death-affirming spirit we might 
associate with Whitehouse, for example: ‘First 
Offensive’, ‘Blockade is Resistance’, and ‘X- 
Nihilist Assault’, while a title like ‘Epater Les 
Bourgeois’ defines their wanna-be anarchic 
Dadaist credentials. ‘Epater Les Bourgeois’ is a 
cliche by now; if we hear the phrase at all these 
days, it’s usually in the mouths of the bourgeois 
themselves, directed at us and our music. 
Complaining like fussy schoolmarms about art 
they find formless or nihilistic, and treating the 
object of their contempt like a little child 
throwing a tantrum. 

Then, there’s the sleeve art by Richard 
Rupenus: Max Ernst-styled black and white 
collages, very high-contrast printing (a no- 
nonsense mode of expression beloved by 
crusties, anarchists, and the assorted loons on 
the fringes of fanzine culture); imagery depicting 
1 9 th -century devils wreaking noisy mischief with 
anvils and bells, huge hands, distorted faces, 
Bosch-styled dwarves and demons, celebrating 
ugliness. But even when all of this is dropped 
away, the music is still grand; filled with conflict 
and anger, maybe, but also commanding awe at 
the forces of wild, unfettered imagination and 
the uncontrollable energies of the natural world. 

ED PINSENT 27/01/2002 
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Mutating into a 
Microchip 



Fennesz 

Endless Summer 

AUSTRIA MEGO 0 35 CD (2001 ) 

Mego megastar Fennesz's latest is sure to get a 
mention in most mainstream music media 
(already I have seen a review of the CD in the 
Sydney Morning Herald's Friday Metro 
supplement and that ain't exactly NME territory) 
but after having heard this CD several times coz I 
wanted to like it, I find it doesn't measure up to 
the standard of earlier Fennesz releases like hotel 
Paral.lel and the Beach Boys/Rolling Stones 
covers released as a single. 

The main problem with Endless Summer is that 
for a CD which I believe is meant to be more 
song-based than its predecessors, the melodies 
featured are not at all memorable or distinctive 
and tend to be repeated ad infinitum as if they 
don't quite know where to go. ‘A Year In A 
Minute’ exemplifies this problem well; only the 
bit halfway through the piece where the boring 
drone stops and allows some tension to dissipate 
makes amends (this part is actually the best part 
of the CD, methinks) before the drone and the 
repeating loop start up again. The title track is a 
series of repetitive scrappy bits and the last 2 
tracks on the album sound like 2 locked grooves. 
Hmm - this review is beginning to resemble a 
locked groove itself; this has to be a side effect of 
all those repeated listenings. 

At least I had a laugh with ‘Caecilia’ as there's a 
hint of that cheesy 70s tune whose title and 
warbler I've forgotten but whose chorus went: 
‘I've been to Paradise but I've never been to me’ 
in there which may be intentional or 
unintentional, I'm not sure. On the other hand, 
my mind could be playing tricks on me; Fennesz 
may have the last laugh on me after all. 

I hope Endless Summer proves to be a hiccup in 


an otherwise illustrious career and not the 
start of the rise-to-stardom/drop-in-originality 
syndrome that afflicts so many musicians. For a 
recording meant to incorporate more 
traditional song-based elements and ‘natural’ 
guitar sounds (which do not blend all that easily 
with the laptop music), this CD doesn't go far 
enough for me and despite the ‘warm’ sounds 
present, the overall feeling is rather sterile. 
Funnily, if you compare this whole CD with just 
the first track on Fennesz's Touch CD (you 
know, the one with the picture of the train on 
the front of the sleeve), you'll find that piece of 
music alone achieves what Endless Summer 
doesn't: beauty, passion, dynamism, precision, 
conciseness, a sense of movement and 
resolution, unity and a desire in the listener for 
more of all of these qualities ... why am I 
blathering on about this track? Let's all go back 
and listen to it instead ... 

JENNIFER HOR 

info@mego.at 

www.mego.at 

GCTTCATT 

ampErase 

AUSTRIA MEGO MEGO021 CD 

( 2000 ) 

A cracker of a recording which hopefully goes 
some way to restoring Mego’s reputation as a 
leader in experimental electronic / computer 
music. Noises, samples and snippets of various 
recordings are all worked and pressed by 
GCTTCATT men Martin Ng and Hiaz Gmachl 
(he of Farmers Manual) into nine lively tracks 
bristling with energy and all highly unpredictable, 
ready to burst off into parallel universes in every 
second of each track. The whole CD is all the 
more remarkable when you discover all these 
tracks were recorded live over a period of 5-6 
months in Melbourne and Vienna in 2000; 
everything sounds as if a great deal of thought 
and care went into shaping the source materials 
into highly individual and hyperactive pieces in a 
closeted studio environment. And speaking of 
hyperactive - hyperactive they all are! If you’re 
not used to the idea of music created on record 
turntables, a CD player and a PC, I suggest you 
hear this CD as one continuous recording - it 
lends itself readily to continuous listening - and 
forget about track divisions; when you’ve heard 
the CD several times, you’ll be able to discern 
that ‘rfstactej’ is a weeny bit slower and less 
frenetic than the others, ‘siren song for 
kikuchiyo’ really does sound like a siren song and 
‘u r the sony of my life’ sums up much of the style 
of this recording yet has a surprising variety of 
textures and changes in mood you’d never think 
were possible in music of this nature. 


By the way, Martin Ng leads an interesting double 
life: by day he splices genes for medical research, 
by night he splices tapes for various musical 
projects including GCTTCATT! The 
Austrian-Australian connection is interesting and 
sure to confuse many people who think 
kangaroos live in Austria and that Julie Andrews 
sings on tops of high mountains in Australia 
(sorry folks but we only have local chanteuse Julie 
Anthony who used to sing with people dressed 
up as funny green dragons in TV commercials); 
well, I can think of a few more such connections - 
the architect Harry Seidler was born in Austria 
but his career took off in Australia and is still 
based here (though he has designed a major 
housing project in Austria); Austria has 
wonderful music and culture and Australia has 
culture only in yoghurt; Austria had Adolf Hitler 
and has aspiring politician Haider while Australia 
has John Howard; I could go on and on but I 
think I’ve confused you all enough ... 

JENNIFER HOR 

info@mego.at 


BKgg* 

ilalif 


I 








www.mego.at 

Monolake 

Gravity 

GERMANY MONOLAKE/ 
IMBALANCE COMPUTER MUSIC 
ML006 CD (2000) 

Sometimes there comes a recording so perfect 
and balanced in every way I can think of it, it's 
impossible to say anything about it without 
sounding like a PR hack. I guess I've met my 
match here with Monolake's Gravity: how can 
two guys manage to create danceable and funky 
electronic and computer-generated music that 
also challenges the ear and the brain? How do 
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they manage to extend each and every track over 
five minutes (the longest clocking almost 12 
minutes) without ever approaching the threshold 
of repetition and boredom? How do they manage 
to strike a balance between sounding ‘cold’ 
without tipping over into Thomas Koner's Inuit / 
Arctic soundscape territory (though they get 
pretty close at times) and sounding ‘warm’ 
without invading Vladislav Delay's sultry turf? 
During the recording of Gravity, there was 
apparently some conflict between the two 
members of Monolake with the result that some 
of the tracks are actually the work of I person; 
some of that personal tension may be present in 
the music, though I have to confess I did not hear 
any of that tension and was surprised to learn 
that relations in the Monolake camp were 
strained. 

In a fair and just world, Monolake should be as 
big as Kraftwerk were in their time but alas, 
while only a few of us notice Monolake, 
everybody else is slavering over half-hearted 
offerings from Radiohead. 

The photos, seemingly of magnified grooves of 
some unidentified metallic object, suit the style of 
the music which is often pointillistic and made for 
dancing microbes yet is also spacious, with its 
clear and precise production. Was I paid to say all 
this? No, the answer is, I was paid zilch - but 
then, I told you this isn't a fair and just world. 

JENNIFER HOR 

www.monolake.de 

Rehberg & Bauer 

Spat-Fridge (gar mix) 

Fennesz / Rehberg 

live@these records 230598 
UNITED KINGDOM RAFT 116 12" 
VINYL SINGLE (2001) 

An excellent double-dose of Mego Malarkey, in a 
zany format - pressed in clear vinyl of a 1 2-inch 
dimension, with a 45 single on one side and a 
mini-LP track at 33rpm on t’other...the single side 
is an oldie ( 1 997) by Rehberg and Bauer, and 
about as close as anything Mego has come to 
rendering a pop song; there’s almost a tune, 
disco beats, and it even starts and finishes (unlike 
so many average Mego tracks which just lie there 
in a heap). Approached from one angle, it 
resembles a stripped-down, slowed-down 
version of an electropop hit from the early 
1 980s, like Classix Nouveaux - just crying out for 
an alienated Ian Curtis lyric to be dropped on the 
top. Weirdly, this ‘spat-fridge (gar mix)’ effort 
was derived mostly from the humming noise of a 
Philips fridge; another entry, perhaps, in the 
These Records unofficial series of household 
appliance favourites. With General Magic, Pita 
Rehberg has put out two other fridge-derived 
records in 1 995 and 1 996. It’s the added beats 
(such as they are) and crisp synth sound, plus its 
overall attempt at a finished ‘form’, that makes it 
resemble a pop record - albeit one guaranteed to 
destroy the minds of a million TOTP viewers. 

The long side is Rehberg and Fennesz, locking 
antlers in a ‘live’ recording from 1 998 and since 
remixed by Pita back home in Vienna. This 
unholy mess would certainly be heard at its best 
in the dim pallor of the These Records shop, 
where it was originally generated. It’s chaotic, 


intense, introspective, and exhibits the powerful 
and twisted dynamics so characteristic of the best 
Megos, without being too contrived about it. An 
aural wrestling match between the two major 
star talents of the label - Pita with his obnoxious 
noises, and his stance of pretending not to care 
one iota about anything; Fennesz with his more 
pleasing sounds (no resolved guitar chords this 
time, thankfully), his dub effects, and his attempts 
to structure everything. Along the way, this 
titanic struggle produces banshee howls, bass 
rumbles filled with lumbering menace and 
imminent disaster, and frequent bursts of digital 
grapeshot fire that fall into clittery-spidery static 
splinters, like cluster bombs exploding in the 
night sky. In short, a fine meld of intuitive and 
structured approaches to making music, blurring 
the edges between instant composition, live 
performance, and improvisation. 


JLIAT 

A Well Tempered Clavier 



The more you listen to this laptop music, the 
more human it becomes - yet at the same time, 
the very clinical perfection of it becomes more 
evident too. I’m not quite clear what is going on 
to produce this curious impression I have. The 
processed sound is controlled, contrived, and 
almost anal in its precision; even the ‘mistakes’ 
start to sound right after a while. Perhaps we are 
hearing human gestures (very small human 
gestures) translated - not into the immediacy of 
acoustic sound, but into the delayed action 
effects of soundfiles in a computer. At the same 
time, the language of the computer itself is being 
subverted and manipulated; the arbitrary mess of 
computer code-gibberish is refashioned into odd- 
shaped musical lumps. One lump or two? 

ED PINSENT 24/02/2002 

I 12 Brook Drive, London SEI I 4TQ, UK 
www.theserecords.com 

Jliat 

A Well Tempered Clavier 
UNITED KINGDOM FOOl CD 
( 2001 ) 

An intriguing proposition on the face of it, but 
the point of this record eludes me. This is ‘an 
interpretation, or better, a deconstruction of the 
first half of the Bach series. ..created by applying 
the sequences from Bach via midi to synthesised 
percussion.’ The music of J S Bach (from what 
source, we don’t know - maybe a record, or Jliat 
playing it on a keyboard?) is reprocessed through 


midi sequencers to trigger the sounds of 
electronic drumbeats. Believe me, the results are 
every bit as dull as you might expect; if you heard 
this ‘blind’, chances are you’d mistake it for a 
practice record used by musicians, or a drum- 
machine demo used for presentations in music 
showrooms. There’s an interesting concept here, 

I suppose, waiting to be unpacked and 
articulated; Bach’s music has been admired for its 
‘mathematical’ qualities, and centuries of 
highbrow listeners have been amazed at how the 
composer arrived at such sublime and religious 
music through his very precise and systematic 
approach to composition. When Walter Carlos 
made his Switched-On Bach LP (not heard by this 
listener), it’s likely that the mathematical qualities 
of Bach translated quite successfully into the 
Moog synthesiser. Jliat perhaps goes one step 
further and proposes that if all binary codes are 
essentially identical, then the mathematics of Bach 
can equate very neatly with the binary systems of 
modern computer processors. 

However, I don’t hear anything of Bach in the 
results, nor any music at all; just lots of drum 
machine effects. Do the rhythms match Bach’s 
rhythms? I doubt it. It gets tiresome very quickly. 

I want to support Jliat, who has strong concepts 
and has produced some sublime records of 
droning keyboard music, but I’d rather listen to 
one of his ‘silent’ CDs than endure this clunker a 
second time. Still, the man thinks he’s onto 
something (see below) - he may be making a very 
bleak observation about the banalities of modern 
culture. Anyone who’s ever downloaded a MIDI 
file from the Internet, or (more commonly) 
suffered the inanities of a ‘tune’ played as a 
‘ringtone’ by some fucking mobile phone, may 
indeed have some sympathy with his malaise. 

ED PINSENT 16/12/2001 
www.jliat.demon.co.uk 

JLIAT mini- 
interview 

EP: I admit to being puzzled by your new 
release. Despite the claim that it is fashioned 
from Bach's music, all I can hear is drum 
machine patterns. 

J: Well, that's the nail and you've hit it right on 
the head. I have for about 18 months been 
experimenting with Midi data files - noticing 
how the instrumentation affects the pieces - or 
not - further processing these - pulling them 
apart - looping them, etc. Bach makes some 
very interesting loops. If you play Bach on any 
(other than a harpsichord / piano) pitched 
sound - it’s [still] obviously Bach - use synth 
sounds, and it’s obviously Switched On Bach. 
Quite accidentally, whilst I had the Bach Well 
Tempered Clavier loaded into a sequencer, I 
thought I'd see what it would sound like if each 
note of the piece fired a percussive sound - 
and not a harpsichord / piano note. To replace 
a pitched sound with a percussive timbre. This 
is the result - sounding nothing like Bach - but 
yes - like a modern set of drum patterns. I think 
this might [point to] some commonality lying 
under much of our music. If you like, it’s a 
critique of this tradition. 
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EP: Can you give me any clues? 

J: I think it represents for me an attempt to 
expose past / present musics, as being as 
much about cosmetics as aesthetics!? and 
perhaps music, which maybe is wrong of me. 



Rehberg & Bauer 

passt 

UNITED KINGDOM TOUCH TO:45 
CD (2001) 

Guess what? The Mego gang are still making 
outstanding records. A lot of the good stuff 
seems to go direct to friend and associate Mike 
Harding now, who continues to act as a laptop- 
champion even if the rest of the world is 
beginning to feel a bit jaded about this modern 
phenomenon. Acutely aware that the ‘laptop 
seems as commonplace as the electric guitar’, 
Harding’s label responds with a fresh release that 
boots your hard-drive into the back of your 
brain. Passt it? Nix. Hearing this monster is like 
being eaten alive by steel locomotives, with steak 
knives in their jaws. What a way to kick the 
bucket, eh folks? Mutilated by master 
torturers. ..even as you suffer their cuts and 
twists, you gotta admit there is a high degree of 
operational skill in their fiendish work. 

Captured from live venues during annum 2000 in 
Australia, the musical exploits are presented first 
raw, and then extensively retreated back in the 
‘studio’ (ie the box on Pita Rehberg’s lap as he 
flies first-class in a jet from one urban hell-hole to 
another). The musical style of Rehberg with 
fellow-Mego founder Ramon Bauer has now 
become totally coherent and something 
recognisably their own; and it loses none of the 
fierce roaring quality that distinguishes the ‘early’ 
work of ancient history (ie a few years ago). The 
rough edges of the samples are raw and bleeding, 
and rubbed mercilessly against other raw and 
bleeding fragments, until the whole mess catches 
fire. The re-hashed tracks in particular are brutal 
slabs; less erratic perhaps, more driven by heavy 
machinery, and piling on the attack to merciless 
degrees. Distortion, loud volume, and forms of 
solid ugliness are used as precision weapons with 
which to batter your brain-box. What kind of a 
masochist am I, to enjoy this sorta treatment? 

All of this is not an unpleasant experience, 
though. It’s entertaining and it’s funny too - bop 


along with what Andrew Jacques calls a ‘comedy 
laptop-record’. Fall about as Pita and Ramon 
deploy a very sarcastic drum machine sound, 
defying you to dance. Cringe as they unleash a 
deliberately cheesy old 1970s synth sound. 
Politeness has never been part of the Mego 
mission statement. You gotta wonder how the 
Australians took it all. One of them, Erik Mitsak, 
drunkenly announces an introduction in a 
very.. .erm... Australian way. The quality of the 
various venues that the two poor Europeans 
endured is neatly described in two lines of text, 
and brings home - in a very economical way of 
course - the geographical facts of this music’s 
existence and how the music was affected by it. 

This is something we need to remember as 
laptop music increasingly stands guilty, facing 
charges of ‘indifference’ and ‘nothingness’ from 
opponents; ie it can be performed anywhere and 
it will still be the same; there is no sweat 
generated in performance; there is nothing to 
look at on stage, and nothing on the sleeve art of 
the anonymous-looking CDs. This is one 
‘nothing’ idea being played out to infinity, right? 

Here’s a roaring blast to prove otherwise; it 
sparks to life, not in the columns of music 
journalists, but at the business end, at the point 
of listening to the CD. There are no ‘mythical’ 
trappings for fans to fetishise, like glossy visuals, 
costumes, programmes or a T-shirt. Nothing. 
You’re on your own. Maybe this is the purest 
form of ‘music’ that it’s possible to achieve in the 
day of the digital. 

ED PINSENT 08/12/2001 

1 3 Osward Road, London SWI 7 7SS, UK 

TOUCH@touch.demon.co.uk 

www.touch.demon.co.uk 

Tog 

An Unacceptable Color 
USA SOLPONTICELLO SP-003 CD 
( 2000 ) 

Two American laptoppers here, but based in 
Tokyo. I’ve rarely heard such shapeless music - 
almost completely lacking in any kind of form, it’s 
as messy and sloppy as a badly-made Jello. 
Perhaps this is one of the many dangers when 
unfocussed minds meet computer-aided music - 
given the facility of the equipment, it’s far too 
easy to let the weeds grow wild. This CD is all 
fairly raucous electric noise and samples - not 
terribly 

remarkable, but at 
least it has some 
spirit (unlike so 
much European 
thin and watery 
stuff). Tog is 
Robert 

Duckworth from 
Athens GA, and 
Roddy Schrock 
from Mississippi. If 
you ask me, 

Schrock is such a 
good name they 
should have taken 
it for the band, but 
what musician 
could ever deliver 
a noise that lives 
up to a name like 


that? Certainly not these fourth -raters. Tog’s lack 
of imagination in the naming department is clear, 
when you see track titles like ‘futuro part I', 
‘emergency landing’ and ‘culture jam’, all of which 
sound like a naive 1970s sci-fi version of the 
uncontrolled computer-hell future that we’re 
currently enduring. 

ED PINSENT 10/02/2002 

1 95 Three Oaks Drive, Athens, GA 30607, USA 

info@solponticello.com 

www.solponticello.com 

Various Artists 

Or: Some Computer Music 
Issue 2 

UNITED KINGDOM OR NO 
NUMBER CD (2001) 

This is the second issue of Russell Haswell’s 
‘magazine’ styled surveys of contemporary digital 
music. Much less violent or extreme than the 
first, this quieter release contains some 
interesting and unusual examples of computer- 
based music and soundworks. The works are 
illuminated with text guides and (more tellingly) 
screenshots and related images, in a booklet 
that’ll give you eyestrain trying to read it, and 
brain-strain trying to figure it out. At least two 
examples here are simply straightforward 
electro-acoustic treatments; Alberto de Campo’s 
‘Imaon’ treats the sounds of nightingales and bell 
samples, to produce calming effects. The 
processing (done with the Super Collider 
programme) is all but invisible. Tom Wallace’s 
perplexing piece isn’t calming, but still comes 
across as a slight updating on ‘classic’ musique 
concrete. He serves up nuggets of sound-bytes in 
a silent soup. A low air conditioner hum is 
interrupted by some squiggley, metallic wobbles 
and general clatter. With its guitar and 
percussion fragments - even a little beatbox now 
and again - it’s more overtly musical than the rest 
of the set. Like most of the artists here though, 
Wallace (or his programs) work to a mysterious 
logic - or lack of it. 

Phonecia is more abstract and heavy on the 
sound-events. On his ‘Non-specific Acoustic 
Stimulation’, the gobbledegook factor is high. 
Series of strange digital twitters are placed and 
organised according to a exponentially increasing 
system. Note his clever flowchart that traces the 
flow of music from idea to delivery (via e-mail to 
Russell Haswell) without 
ever reaching outside 
the Apple Mac once, 
except to sample a cello 
sound (one assumes). 
Well, his work is a cut 
above most lazy 
laptoppery, and 
technically world-class, 
but it’s still bloodless and 
distant. 

Atau Tanaka and Eric 
Wenger’s collaboration 
is even more processed 
based. Extreme images - 
produced by the 
notorious Japanese 
bondage photographer, 
Nobuyoshi Araki - are 
processed into a 
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seemed more about global outreach, suggesting 
linkage of artists across the world wide web and 
the potential joys of revelling in the excesses of 
digital garbage that are now a fact of life. Issue 
two presents another, more pallid, face of the 
coin. Here we have a more inward-looking affair, 
each sound artist making quieter, internal 
explorations. Many of the pieces either lack, or 
deliberately eschew, conventional form; they 
shamble onto the stage and then just end 
suddenly, sometimes without even leaving much 
impression. This could be a celebration of the 
utter non-logic of a computer (Farmer’s Manual 
seem to have entered right inside the mind of the 


blind idiot god’s processor), or one of the perils 
of allowing a computer to compose music for 
you. It simply ends the task once the program is 
completed and sits there waiting for the next 
command. 

ED PINSENT I 1/12/200 1 

13 Osward Road, London SWI 7 7SS, UK 

TOUCH@touch.demon.co.uk 

www.touch.demon.co.uk 


‘sonogram’, via the scanner, to produce harmonic 
spectra that translate back into sound. Four 
pages of screenshots demonstrate this unusual 
technique. If expecting a correspondingly violent 
music, ask for your money back. ‘Bondage’ is 
fairly unremarkable gloop, like 2 or 3 uncertain 
windy synths soaring around in the air. It’s strong 
on dynamics though, and produces some 
extremely odd rhythms which you could never 
achieve by programming in a million years. Jim 
O’Rourke acts more playfully with the processes, 
treating the PC as just another toy; his ‘Like 
Urine Loves Cold Slate’ is a short, elaborate, 
systems-based collage. Using samples from his 
beloved record collection (and 
perhaps some instrumental 
breaks), he makes random cut- 
ups and allows the samples to 
trigger other, odder sounds. 

Completely inconsequential, but 
fun... 


Curtis Roads turns in an extract 
from his ambitious ‘Half Life’ 
suite, an electro-acoustic 
composition that has been 
performed live using sound 
projection, where perhaps it 
sounds interesting. Not here. 

It’s the most overtly ‘scientific’ 
of the works here, based on an 
exploration of the building- 
blocks of the acoustic 
phenomenon. Except here, the 
building blocks are microscopic 
sound particles. No denying the 
seriousness of Roads’ research, 
but this piece quickly becomes 
tiresome. Not so for Farmers 
Manual however. Opening and 
closing this set are two extracts 
from a longer work, of which 
the second is a fine intense 
gritty droney episode, achieving 
effects on a par with Liegti’s 
microtonal works for 
orchestras. This soon gives way 
to more familiar Farmers Manual 
prankster territory, with weird 
bleeping sequenced notes 
slightly off-beat, and thick layers 
of nonsensical samples. The 
intentions of these Austrian 
jokesters continue to baffle me 
(like CD_Slopper); their images 
of soundfiles show how well- 
organised they are, but they also 
have an unhealthy interest in 
source code. 


We live in a world now where 
artists sign their names as e-mail 
addresses; combining identity, 
name, function and virtual 
existence in a single transaction- 
based package, touting for work. 
I have no idea if this is a 
significant development. With its 
overall interest in fragmentation 
and atomisation of the 
composing process, Or: Some 
Computer Music stands on the 
verge of saying something useful 
about deconstruction, the 
subversion of linear form, and 
asking pointed questions about 
who, or what, really ‘makes’ the 
music any more. The first issue 


10 




The Sound Projector Tenth Issue 2002 

No Probable Purpose 

INCREASE THY SENSE OF THE ABSURD WITH THESE TUREENS OF LUNACY 


Bladder Flask 

One Day I was so sad that 
the Corners of my mouth 
met and Everybody 
thought I was Whistling 
POLAND SONARIA 5.01 CD 
( 2001 ) 

One of several Richard Rupenus-related 
projects which we need to research this issue. 
This CD is a reissue of the Bladder Flask vinyl 
LP from 1981, originally issued on the Orger 
Fesper Music label in a run of 500 copies. It’s a 
grand reissue job, from Poland; very well 
remastered from vinyl and the digipack cover 
seems to match the original cover art exactly. 

(I found a photograph of an original copy on 
the web). The original’s rarity value as an 
artefact is fairly staggering; my record-dealing 


of Hugo Ball, and breathing a gasp or two of 
absurdity into a world overchoked with the 
sensible bleatings of unimaginative dullard 
civilians steeped in the building-society 
mentality. 

ED PINSENT 08/12/2001 

sonaria@bigfoot.com 

www.sonaria.cjb.net 

Dwight Frizzell 

Bullfrog Devildog President 
USA SPARKING BEATNIK 
RECORDS SBR001 9 CD (2001 ) 

Once again, you have to hand it to the Rev - 
this personable and eccentric American 
midwesterner continues to plough his own 
unique furrow and carves his niche in the 
mountainside. And mixed metaphors such as 



veteran contact claims never to have seen a copy, at any price. Its 


these are appropriate as all get-out when faced with a bizarre melange of 


collectability is probably assured by the Nurse With Wound comparisons 


this variety. Bullfrog Devildog President presents many facets of his 


that reviewers have made, and which I suppose inevitably accrue to any 
‘surrealist’ home-made record of this kidney. 

Collectors be darned - anyone with a sense of curiosity should be drawn to 
this freakeroonie. This is one gibbering masterpiece that I am genuinely glad 
was rescued from the mists of history and given another chance to shine. It 
is an extremely strange - at times, quite hilarious - experiment in fast-moving 
cut-ups. God alone knows what sources were used to create it. I hear 
clattering, wailing, screaming and coughing voices. Acoustic instruments are 
mauled and mutilated; a trumpet is blown by a fat whaler, and violins are 
scraped by cretinous monkeys. Old records and tapes are fragmented, 
played at wrong speeds; wonky cassettes breath their last into an uncertain 
sea of noise. In between, spoken word fragments and found recordings 
wrench a meaning out of its original context and produce spontaneous 
poetry. 

At first, these two long tracks (‘It Takes a Bliss’ and ‘Musical Behind Head’) 
seem to be little more than misbegotten chaotic madness, but after only a 
couple of listens the underlying structure becomes evident. Aiming for 
maximal disorientation, it challenges you to keep up with its restless and 
intense flow of ideas. At the same time, you’re also challenged to see past 
the apparent silliness of it all. The heathen may laugh, but we are still left 
with the work of deciphering and interpreting a new and unintelligible 
language. Scientists are at work on the project. It 
may take years. 


collaborative work, his odd interests, his musical endeavours, his research 
and obsessions. Broadly, we’ve got a mixture of documentary recordings 
overlaid with other ideas and treatments; live improvisations of slow, 
deliberative electro-acoustic music; a curious Futurist poem; and five short 
pieces which further mine Frizzell’s undying interest in the life, work and 
personal effects of President Harry Truman, who grew up in the same town 
(Independence Mo) as Frizzell. 

‘Irish Wilderness’ is a gorgeous mix of weather / nature / ambient recordings 
collected over many years, from around a specific part of Missouri. Frizzell’s 
meticulous research tells the story of John Joseph Hogan, an Irish Catholic 
who came to Missouri in 1857; other settlers followed him from Ireland, 
only to encounter religious intolerance from the Americans. They came 
close to establishing a community out in The Irish Wilderness’, but the Civil 
War finally broke up their precarious settlement. The original site of their 
log cabin (later a Baptist Church) is now a protected area, part of the Mark 
Twain National Forest. Clearly feeling great sympathy for the plight of these 
people, Frizzell creates a poignant musical construction, adding pieces of 
church organ music and traditional Irish tunes over his nature recordings. 

‘By digitally mapping the harmonic flow of the lute, the organ and a human 
death scream onto the natural landscape, I have extracted a melody from the 
river rapids,’ he explains. This editing and mixage is done with such finesse 
that, at first, I thought the music was part of the whole, actually being played 
in the wilderness as he made his recordings. 

The two parts of ‘Anamnesis’ are a souvenir of 
Frizzell’s trip to the UK in 2000, where he 
played dates at the Red Rose Club in London 
with Clive Graham, the Bohman brothers, Cliff 
Carruthers and Knut Aufermann. As one might 
expect when one-third of Morphogenesis are 
present, a slow and shuffling groany electro- 
acoustic piece emerges. The title is a ‘found’ 
object, taken from the name of a North London 
cafe. Frizzell treats almost everything he sees as 
though it had a hidden, symbolic meaning. For 
him, it does. 


You may like to know that Bladder Flask - also 
known as Funeral Danceparty - contributed two 
tracks to Sudden Departure, a 1982 compilation 
LP on the Recloose Organisation label, sharing it 
with such luminaries as Bourbonese Qualk, Eg 
Oblique Graph, and The Mental Aardvarks. The 
BF track titles warrant quoting here, just to add 
to the ethos of No Probable Purpose. ‘Did 
Debussy Wear an Anorak?’ and ‘You Can Slap 
Me or Sleep With Me But Don't Call Me A Crust 
(I Insist)’. I can only dream about how, with titles 
like that, the music may manifest itself. 

In all this release is a wild and strange work of 
raw, home-made inspiration. Many cuts above a 
bedroom record or a cassette release of the 
same period, this is a genuine hand-made work 
of art. Further listens will probably confer upon 
you the mantle of pure Dada, the cardboard suit 


ERE 


. bSsSslJ 






‘Scrat (concert version)’ is for my money, the 
major work on offer here, a 1 2 minute piece 
produced by a nine-strong incarnation of his 
band of merry men. It’s evidence that, after 
some 25 years, Frizzell is capable of instigating 
and realising the same inspired, large-scale 
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improvised weirdness that 
characterised his early Black 
Crack and The Soul Survivors 
recordings. Nowadays, it may 
be more polished and slightly 
less immediate, but it still saps 
any sense of normalcy. An 
uncanny mixture of layers 
upon layers; percussion, bass 
and clarinet like the darkest of 
cuts on Mai Waldron and Eric 
Doplhy’s Fire Waltz LP; and 
eerie sound effects, tapes and 
electronic ambience. The band 
credits - listing bizarre bird 
calls and electromagnetic 
storms as instruments - 
warrant a full page in the CD 
booklet. This is the sound of 
the long slow cooking of a vat 
of avant-garde marmalade. 

The five versions of ‘Black Hawk Waltz’ derive from a short recording of 
Harry S Truman playing the piano, which the obsessive Frizzell (he once 
rummaged through Bess Truman’s trash in 1976, hunting for Harry-related 
artefacts) located in a library. Overdubs of whistling and unusual instruments 
are added to the five versions, played by the Rev’s friends who struggle to 
keep time with the amateurish plonking of the President. This joke wears a 
bit thin after five tellings, but this painstaking deconstruction and rebuilding 
of another found artefact is interesting, particularly as Truman is effaced 
from the picture by the end of the exercise. 

‘Devildog’ closes the CD - a lovely idea, tying together the Russian space 
programme (sending dogs into space) and a prophecy of Nostradamus; but 
the music is fairly routine, slick jazz-fusion big band blowing with a ‘funky’ 
astro-beat. If you’ve heard any records by the Black Crack Revue, you’ll 
know what to expect. Added interest comes from NASA tape samples. 

A patchy record, but Frizzell is always completely true to himself, even if it 
isn’t always possible to share every one of his interests. And when he scales 
the heights with his very open and collaborative music, there is absolutely 
no-one on earth to touch him. 

ED PINSENT 16/02/2002 

www.sparklingbeatnik.com 

Graham Lambkin 

Poem (For Voice & Tape) 

KYE 1 VINYL LP (ND) 

A poem it be, though no simple spoken-word LP this. The ‘poem’ did indeed 
start with a human voice, that of friend and collaborator Tim Goss whom 
Lambkin recorded on a trip to England. ‘Despite some initial reservations,’ 
Lambkin reports, Tim ended up giving an animated and robust reading, 
drawn exclusively from work of his own creation’. Highly intrigued by the 
delights promised by this fecund description, I quickly slapped the LP on the 
turntable, anticipating a roaring performance on a par with Kurt Schwitters, 
who terrified and delighted 20 th century 
audiences with his bellowing renditions of his 
Ur-Sonata poem. Instead, we find a perplexing 
arrangement. Tim Goss’ voice has been vari- 
speeded in the studio, slowed down to such an 
extreme degree that no words (if any) are 
discernible, and he growls and grinds somewhat 
like a throaty South American jaguar roaring to 
himself. Behind this bizarre glorping groan, we 
hear a documentary recording of water trickling 
over a stone surface. Fantastic! 

Lambkin and Goss are both members of The 
Shadow Ring, whose astonishing double-LP 
Lighthouse is one you should all own (see last 
ish). Lambkin has created a dark and obstinate 
piece of process art, a great record, and a near- 
absurd statement which is almost as good as any 
of the aggressive nonsense-attacks of the 
Dadaists. Poem is not for the timid; only few 


could endure the relentlessness of this one simple idea explored 
over two sides of vinyl. But if you make it to the beginning of side 
two, you hear a fragment of a chamber music record overlaid on 
the top of the whole mess - warm clarinets playing some classical 
composition - at which point your brain flips out into total insanity. 
The poetry of this poem comes not from the Goss performance, 
although that is the central part of it, but rather from the whole 
construction, the management of the few simple elements into a 
strange and obscure statement, filled with lyrical content. Of 
marginal interest, I’m sure, but I know I will treasure this one. 

ED PINSENT 24/02/2002 

Available through Swill Radio 

Jacques Berrocal 

Paralleles 

ITALY ALGA MARGHEN PLANA-B 5TES.037 CD 

( 2001 ) 

So much great insane music is available these days, thanks to CD reissues - a 
wealth of riches! Here is yet another bizarroid item of solid genius which 
you simply cannot live without. Jac Berrocal and his buddies produced some 
amazing crazy music in the 1 970s, apparently in no hurry to have their 
singular messages heard by the ears of the world. ‘We were the Apostles of 
the non-urgency,’ he drawls, puffing shrewdly on his Gauloise. And yet 
here’s an amazing legacy from the man and his highly gifted musical crew - so 
much style, ingenuity, wit and invention and intelligence. This CD gives us 
tracks from a 1976 LP on the D’Avantage label (an important collective label 
of underground French music, in whose creation Berrocal was central), and 
extra unreleased items from sessions recorded between 1972 and 1979. 

Ten tracks of surreal, jazz-influenced, French japes recorded in studios in 
Paris. How surreal? Well - ‘Post-card’ was recorded live in a pigsty, with one 
musician reciting poetry while another is blowing mournful toots, competing 
with the noisy swine. ‘Villa Povera Naturale’, a gorgeous miniature, features 
Berrocal’s trumpet with Roger Ferlet pouring from a carafe of water, 
smashing a dish, and a window opened on the street.. .what is the nature of 
objects, our environment? The major philosophical questions are posed 
within the space of 90 seconds. I’m sure Rene Magritte would approve. 

Berrocal has some kind of pre-established presence in the UK; he 
collaborated with Steve Stapleton on the first NWW LP, and Stapleton later 
included Berrocal tracks on his Afflicted Man’s Musical Box compilation. 
Indeed, Stapelton also covered a Berrocal piece ‘Rock N Roll Station’ - I 
think there’s an entire NWW LP by this title. Berrocal could be said to be 
one of Stapleton’s influences; not really the music as such, but the single- 
mindedness of his approach, the striving to find your own musical voice and 
work with it, in the face of all rationality. Driven by the sheer necessity of 
making music to the point that producing self-released LPs of marginal 
interest was the only possible option. Thank heavens for such madmen, 
without which the world would be nothing but wall-to-wall Westlife CDs. 

Most of this brilliant music is realised with acoustic instruments - the brass 
voices of free jazz. Nowhere is the acoustic-ness more effective than on 
’Cryptea IV’, a piping cacophony performed on Arabic trumpet, trombone, 
pipes, stylophone and harmonium, by a blurtish trio of Berrocal, Ferlet and 
Dom Coster in 1 973. They did it in a church, ‘a magical place for such a 
primitive devilish area’. It staggers the imagination and beggars belief. 

However, all-acoustic it ain’t - tapes and 
electronics do appear on some cuts - ‘Shorten’ is 
a trumpet solo with tapes, sounding like an 
insane Chinese parade of torture devices from 
the 1890s. ‘Lisylis Pavilion’ is another trumpet 
tune, with electronics resembling alien birdsong 
speech from alien bird-headed Hawkmen. To get 
the full Berrocal effect, you need only skip 
straight to track 5 - the uncanny ‘Brie A Brae’, 24 
minutes of crazy improv tootings, dedicated to 
Luigi Russolo the Futurist. It’s a major piece of 
sad, doomed noodling - horns, strings and 
percussion, forming the massed voices of the 
disaffected and alienated. Bernard Vitet, Roger 
Ferlet, Claude Bernard, Michel Potage, Philippe 
Pochan, Pierre Bastien and Richard Marachin all 
appear on this uncanny track from 1 976, which 
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makes fascinating 
listening if 
compared to any 
Company LP from 
the same period. 

I haven’t heard the 
NWW cover 
version of ‘Rock N 
Roll Station’ and 
don’t know if I 
care to. How 
could it match the 
drop-dead 
perfection of the 
original here? It’s 
one of the oddest 
pieces of music I’ve 
heard in my life. 
Vince Taylor, the 
man who sang 
‘Brand New 

Cadillac’ with The Playboys (one of the greatest singles ever made) is backed 
up by a minimal double bass from Ferlet and Berrocal (clearly, the man is a 
major French loon) playing a bicycle. Vince doesn’t sing on this recording, 
which he calls ‘a strange wax’ - he simply delivers a surreal recit in English, 
but does it with oodles of leather-clad rock style. ‘Everything is possible’, he 
declares in a matter of fact tone, amid a stream of precisely measured 
nonsense. 

Once heard, the music of Berrocal makes you think that maybe anything and 
everything IS possible. ‘We had no rules,’ he mentions casually in a tiny 
paragraph of text summing up his art, a statement that makes a nonsense of 
about 98% of so-called ‘experimental’ records ever issued. Berrocal had no 
allegiance to the rules of jazz, or improvisation, or indeed any genre of 
music, although there may be elements of them detectable in his work - 
instead, his friends and collaborators followed their own inner voices, and 
wound up with music so crucial that it matters now, today, more than 
ever...still laced with tension, excitement, and a genuine enthusiasm for 
discovery. This is one of the finest collections of ‘weird’ music you will ever 
own! 

ED PINSENT 01/03/2002 

Emanuele Carcano, via Frapolli 40, 20133 
Milano, Italy 
algamarghen@iol.it 

Joshua Abrams 

Busride Interview 
SPAIN LUCKY KITCHEN 01 5 CD 
( 2001 ) 

Another eccentric one-off composer, and a 
worthy addition to the company already 
discovered by the ‘Sparkling Composers’ 
series. Abrams uses many singular techniques, 
very often in ways closely aligned to those of 
Aeron Bergman (of Lucky Kitchen fame). The 
short work is framed with two documentary 
oddments; opening with Trip North’ which is 
a perplexing fragment of conversation with 
Chris Gilmore, and closing with ‘Crossing 
Kingston Bridge’, an event rendered simply as a man walking and whistling 
inside an acoustically-fascinating environment. Besides environment 
recordings (used sparingly; water recordings make a brief appearance), 
Abrams loves contrasting timbral effects and plays with them much like 
plastic building blocks. There are skipping CDs, looping rhythms, editing - 
simple constructions of basic elements, to form an artificial, plastic music. 

The difference between him and the hundreds of others who use similar 
methods, is that Abrams doesn’t pretend that his constructs aren’t artificial; 
he likes to show the joins, reveal the mechanisms he’s playing with. When 
he combines what he’s doing with real-time playing of real instruments, he 
creates stunning results. Jacob Aranda is one guest musician, but ‘Departure 
(cellar)’ and ‘Attic’ feature some astonishing stringed-instrument playing. I 
assume this is by Abrams himself, and that it’s a cello, though on ‘Attic’ he 


creates a six-minute scrapey epic so harsh that the strings must be made of 
barbed wire. The former track is appropriately more elegiac, filled with the 
sadness of life and leaving. 

Like many in this series, Busride Interview appears modest and unassuming, 
yet it has resonances and simple beauties that stay with you for a long time. 
Always full of pleasant surprises; you never know what’s around the next 
corner. An intriguing odyssey across a personal valley of the mind, filled with 
private observations on the sights and chance meetings; and everything is 
refracted through the lens of an oblique, curious personality. 

ED PINSENT 12/02/2002 

C/ Calvo Sotelo, No 22-2o I - 26003 Logrono (La Rioja), Spain 
www.luckykitchen.com 

Major Organ and the Adding Machine 

Major Organ and the Adding Machine 

USA ORANGE TWIN RECORDS OT002 CD (2001 ) 

With 1 9 tracks clocking in at just under 35 minutes (some tracks reaching 
over 4 minutes), this Major Organ and the Adding Machine debut is blighted 
by too many fragmented and unfinished ideas which, if they'd been given 
another couple of minutes, could have lifted this recording into the realms of 
greatness. Lyrics, melodies and musical keys not seen or heard since The 
Beatles recorded ‘Yellow Submarine’ and ‘Sergeant Pepper's Lonely Hearts 
Club Band’ have their day in the sun but only briefly before another of their 
number makes an appearance before being hauled off in the time it takes to 
blow your nose - you can almost see the hooked stick reaching out from the 
side of the stage to grab these ditties and jerk them off in the manner of old 
vaudeville shows, for which this CD might have been recorded. Yup, these 
Major Organ folks sure are eccentric enough to do something like that - if 
only the CD sleeve didn't whack you over the head with these people's 
self-proclaimed nuttiness. 

There are some nice pieces: ‘His Mister's Pet Whistles’ is a snappy little tune 
with a bouncy dance-industrial rhythm; the Moonpie tracks (there are 3 of 
them) feature rollicking old-folks-at-home melodies, the sound of gabbling 
ducks or some other weird little animals and stabs at barbershop group 

singing; and the CD highlight Water Dripping 
On Bread Makes Bread Taste Not So Tasty’ 
recalls The Beach Boys in their mid-60s glory 
days. Alas, we also get clunkers like 
‘Transmission’ with its chopped recordings of 
toddlers' voices going ‘git, git’ and ‘Francisco's 
Victory’ which starts off fine and builds up 
quite nicely but doesn't deflate too well with 
not-silly-enough lyrics; clunkiest of them all is 
‘Life Form (Transmission Received)’ which is 
flat and monotonous compared with the rest 
of the CD. A recurring character is Madam 
Truffle who appears in ‘Madam Truffle’ and 
‘Francisco's Victory’ and who might almost 
have passed as Major Organ's answer to 
Eleanor Rigby in a light-hearted kind of way. 
Unfortunately, said madam doesn't hang 
around for very long but I suppose if she did, 
this CD would be oozing cherry pies and 
boysen berry tarts from her bakery. 

This project is the brainchild of the mysterious 
Major Organ, though Kevin Barnes and Jeff 
Mangum were said to have been the major 
perpetrators; there were musicians from 
other bands (Of Montreal, Olivia Tremor Control, Neutral Milk Hotel, Elf 
Power, The Circulatory System) involved in the project but there are no 
credits to anyone on the CD sleeve apart from mention of The Elephant 6 
Recording Co (who are the Adding Machine). 

JENNIFER HOR 

www.orangetwin.com 

Mixed Band Philanthropist 

The Impossible Humane 

SIREN RECORDS 05 CD (1 999) 
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A strange and perplexing 
mid- 1 980s artefact, another 
rarity rescued from vinyl 
obscurity and reissued into 
CD obscurity some years ago. 

Yet another item sent to us 
through the good graces of 
Richard Rupenus, who 
created it with K Jameson and 
D Lucas over two years, and 
finally succeeded in issuing it 
on the German Selektion 
label in a run of 300 copies 
with a painted sleeve. This 
cut-up record displays a 
blunt, rough-hewn approach 
to editing that is quite some 
way from regular Cut and 
Paste favourites - eg People 
Like Us, or John Wall, both of 
whom exhibit meticulous care in creating specific effects though their finely- 
crafted edits. This MBP mess seems not to care about making music, or 
indeed even producing a remotely pleasing effect - it’s more like a huge pile 
of musical vomit. The source material comes from a huge checklist of works 
by notable outlaws, tape-traders and marginal sound extremists from ‘that’ 
period - among them Andrew Chalk, Controlled Bleeding, Smegma, The 
Haters, PI6.D4, Etant Donnes, HNAS, S.B.O.T.H.I., Asmus Tietchens, 
Merzbow, Nurse With Wound, and plenty of other ‘greats’. Whatever 
insane fragments these geniuses donated to this insane project have been 
thrown into a gigantic melting pot - a pot already filled with nauseous boiling 
waxes and detergents - and rendered down into an unintelligible mess of 
mostly impossible-to-identify fragments, all clashed together like giant red 
ants inside a wasp’s nest. 

Pretty glorious, don’t you think? I’ve been thinking about the work of David 
Lynch lately, having seen Mulholland Drive and once again trying to figure 
out where to position myself in relation to this obstinate man’s work. Lynch 
has often stated that he wishes to align his work with the films of the 
Surrealists, and sans doute he has succeeded in projecting some of the most 
singular dream-like images ever seen on a screen. But there is at least one 
important difference; the Surrealist, in making their films, were preoccupied 
mainly with tapping into subconscious and taboo psychological zones; 
unleashing the full force of repressed psychic and sexual energies. They had 
no interest whatsoever, I suggest, in the cinematic art of telling stories; the 
disjunctive narratives that resulted were merely a by-product of their main 
project. The disjunctive narrative in Mulholland Drive, by contrast, is a 
completely artificial attempt to undermine narrative conventions, and one 
concocted by a man who knows precisely what cinematic codes he is able to 
violate to produce this effect, before a largely mainstream audience. Which 
isn’t to say it’s a bad film. So much for this week’s movie bulletin... 

I propose that this LP is closer to the Surrealist mode as described above, in 
that it has no interest whatsoever in 
extracting any ‘meaning’ from the 
myriad bizarre sources that it collages 
together with such reckless abandon. 

It’s a frantic assault on the senses, 
carried out by madmen perched like 
vultures behind a four-track tape 
machine, equipped with sharp scissors, 
a big roll of greasy Scotch tape, a grab- 
bag of tapes, and scant regard for any 
sense of restraint. A double-whammy 
results; the original source materials are 
ruthlessly torn to shreds, voiding any 
original content, and yet creating a new 
whole entity of awesome dimensions. 

It’s a massacre of music, an incredible 
achievement that will scramble your 
common sense. Needless to say, the 
few copies that surfaced became fairly 
‘legendary’ among collectors, such that 
Masami Akita himself was reputed to 
have counted this among his top ten all 
time fave discs. Pretty goddamn 
essential if you ask me... 

ED PINSENT 19/02/2002 


Peggy Awesh / Barbara Ess 

Radio Guitar 

USA ECSTATIC PEACE E#86d CD (2001) 

Heavenly music.. .this is one of the most unusual records received 
this issue, and certainly one of the most rapturously beautiful. ‘2 
Women + 2 Instruments = sound-cloud’ is how it’s described. The 
two creators have come to music from backgrounds in visual art - 
Peggy Awesh, filmmaker, has made several contributions to modern 
avant-garde cinema and is steeped in radical feminist politics, while 
Barbara Ess is a photographer and publisher, besides playing the 
guitar in bands since 1979, including The Glenn Branca Ensemble, Y 
Pants, Ultra Vulva, Daily Life and The Static. Using radios and guitars 
(well, duh) they create nine stunning outer-space soundscapes of a 
mesmerising quality. So good and so wonderful to listen to, my only 
regret is its 40 minute length - I reckon I could take a ten-CD box 
set of this material quite happily... 

The striking sleeve design, once seen, somehow connected with some back- 
brain memories of this art-freak collector, and once I started to hear the 
music I set to thinking of the rare times I’ve been lucky enough to see the 
films of Stan Brakhage; Radio Guitar’s cover image is derived from the 
activity of a firefly exposed onto a piece of photo-sensitive paper, which 
reminded me somewhat of Brakhage’s Mothlight movie, wherein he glued 
pieces of moth’s wings directly onto film acetate. Moreover, I have no doubt 
that Peggy Awesh is familiar with the hand-made abstract films of Harry 
Smith. The music of these women somehow captures in sound the spirit of 
great underground cinema; I mean the very directness of it, the distinctive 
painterly effects you can have with Super 8 mm film, the use of sound and 
music like Max Ernst’s decalcomania method, as though revelling in the sheer 
colours and stickiness of the medium; the creators paint noisemusic onto 
magnetic tape like a film-maker going into overdrive with the optical printer. 
Rich colours, grainy effects, superimpositions, crazy exposures and focus 
settings, all adding to the wonderful mix of sensual delights. 

Also similar to Brakhage is the discursiveness of it, the free-form free- 
listening mode. The very judicious use of voice fragments shows some 
attempt to ground all this splurginess in some sense of reality, to engage 
with the world; ‘I’ve been interested in the subjective relationship of 
personal experience to the phenomenal world, and how we situate 
ourselves in the all the ‘stuff that appears to be out there,’ says Ess, 
summing up that viewpoint. Although composed from familiars like feedback 
guitars, echo effects and shortwave radios, the work is completely cliche- 
free from start to finish; you have never heard these elements combined in 
quite this way before. Well, I suppose you could say the third track is a bit 
like Canaxis, only a much (much) rougher version and without the added 
prop of tape manipulation in a 24 track studio. These gals play for keeps. 
Elsewhere, track four for example, they show that making noisemusic can 
generate plenty excitement and stimulation for the brain without being 

harsh, excessively loud, mechanical or stupid; 
one in the eye for all the fourth-rate 
Merzbow-Masonna copyists, much as we may 
love them; the gentle power of this record 
shows up that sort of music as puerile heavy- 
metal (which it probably is). 

At first, this record may seem like a dense 
impenetrable cloud, but things will resolve 
themselves by the second listen. Then you 
will agree - it’s just beautiful. My copy arrived 
with a nifty booklet (stapled in a bubble-wrap 
cover!) which provides a full discography of 
Barbara Ess and a Filmography of Peggy 
Awesh. I expect this is provided for press 
purposes, but maybe the label will send you a 
copy if you ask them nicely. 

ED PINSENT I 1/02/2002 

22 1 Pine St, #4b I Florence, MA 0 1 062, USA 
websales@yod.com 
www.yod.com 
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Richard Youngs 

Sapphie 

JAGJAGUWAR JAG1 9 CD (2000) 

Richard Youngs 

Making Paper 

JAGJAGUWAR JAG26 CD (2001 ) 

Two remarkable albums from a genuinely unsung hero. Youngs has 
collaborated with Brian Lavelle, Simon Wickham Smith and Acid Mothers 
Temple’s Makoto Kawabata. On these two CDs, however, he shows 
himself to be a singer of rare sensitivity in his own right, his distinctive voice 
arcing and swelling to perfection around baroque solo guitar and piano. 

Sapphie is a reissue of a 1998 release on which Youngs sings and plays 
classical guitar. It’s apparently an elegy for his dead dog, although you’d be 
hard pressed to tell this from the lyrics, many of which are indecipherable 
due to Youngs’ unusual, almost strangled vocal style. Like the Cocteau 
Twins’ Elizabeth Fraser or the early Michael Stipe, Youngs intimates through 
loose, partly formed phrasing that he has found himself at the centre of a 
complex personal cosmology. The phrases that emerge and form the titles 
of the songs - ‘Soon It Will Be Fire’, ‘A Fullness of Light in Your Soul’, The 
Graze of Days’ - reverberate with private significance. On these three long 
pieces, Youngs sings in tender howls of rage, while his guitar issues forth 
sublime arpeggios and cadences. 

Making Paper is even more opaque and recondite, but no less compelling. 
The basic template is similar, but on this album Youngs plays piano. His 
vocal outpourings take on an increasingly unearthly form on the 22-minute 
‘Only Haligonian’, the words tumbling and sliding in counterpoint to the 
ornate structures delineated by the instrument. The equally epic Warriors’ 
is dark with foreboding, its skeletal text warning of battle and slaughter; 
while The World Is Silence In Your Head’ provides a calm, much needed 
interlude. 

These recordings occupy a strange territory between avant rock, folk and 
classical musics. Together they form a serious and profound body of work, 
daring in conception and immaculate in execution. 

RICHARD REES JONES 

Ros Bobos 

Sonambulations: Mesmerizing Sonic Collage 
Power 

USA OPUS ONE CD 1 79 CD (ND) 

A curious item from American tape-fiddler Ros Bobos (ie Andrew Hannah), 
and it’s an arty mixture of bizarre collage using found tapes and records, 
with added vocal radio-art from the creator. In it, you can detect elements of 
People Like Us, Plunderphonics king John Oswald, and Negativland. Perhaps 
unsurprisingly, this man’s work has been heard on a USA underground radio 
station along with Negativland. Despite the title and cover blurb (‘More Sex 
Joy Male, Effective Listening, Feel your Thighs’) leading you to think this will 
be some sort of vicious satire on those ghastly self-help tapes, 
Sonambulations turns out to be nothing of the sort. In fact, I’m not entirely 

clear what it is, 
since it’s 

incredibly diffuse, 
to the point of 
being unfocussed 
- the mixture of 
odd samples, 
tapes and 
episodes 
becoming 
increasingly 
perplexing as it 
proceeds. The 
volume is kept 
low all the way 
through - 
deliberately? It 
keeps you 
guessing, and you 


cock your head 
forwards to catch 
uncertain messages. If 
you listen to the whole 
thing in one sitting, 
this lack of focus can 
be quite effective, 
creating the 
‘mesmerising’ effect as 
promised, and may 
even leave a bad taste 
in your brain 
overnight. ‘I 
recommend the use of 
headphones,’ suggests 
the blithe Hannah in 
his sleevenote, ‘turning 
the lights down low, 
get comfy and let your 
legs be carried by the bed’. This wobbly, queasy, non-specific approach is 
perhaps sometimes preferable to the narrow method of Negativland, who 
always seem to go for the obvious targets and hammer home their 
predictable ‘political’ messages in a relentless and humourless way. While 
I’ve yet to determine what Ros Bobos is all about, the quirky appeal of his 
quietly crazy, meandering and unsettling tirade of gibberish cannot be 
denied. 

ED PINSENT 05/01/2002 

Box 604, Greenville, Maine 0444 1 , USA 

Various Artists 

Naked and Alone on the Celebrity Circuit 

UNITED KINGDOM DISKONO 07 CD (2001) 

One of the more surprising releases from this charming oddball label, one 
that tries hard to live up to the ‘underground’ promise of fringe interests, 
high weirdness and deviant exotica. This comp is a lively, disordered paste- 
up of eclectic and odd performances, studio recordings and samplings of 
heaven-knows-what, gathered in from a small army of marginal-ish artistes, 
with the odd big-name contributor joining in the fun. In fact, rather than 
describing it as a paste-up, perhaps ‘stitch-up’ would be a better term; it’s all 
a big laff. Whoever had the final cut of the disc has a fine sense of humour 
and irony. And the edits are more like stitches; so coarsely sewn that each 
limb of the comp hangs together like a Frankenstein monster of the ocean, 
composed of deep-sea fish, octopi, sea-horses, starfish, plankton, sea-greens, 
and proteins from the sea. 

Although each separate track is nothing for its contributor to be ashamed of, 
neither is any one contribution particularly outstanding. It’s the assemblage 
and sequence (by Mr Diskono himself) that makes this one such a winner - 
the twists and turns which take you from one surprising moment to the 
next. You genuinely don’t know what to expect. Noise, documents, music; 
seriousness and silliness; originality and flagrant copyism. The deep contrasts 
in style, surface and intent create a fun sense of tension. The final effect 
should leave the listener with a delicious sense of something illogical and 
confusing. The packaging is a careless piece of scrawled artwork, but it just 
about manages to contain the relevant information. The artist names are 
printed on the outer sleeve, the track titles on an permatrace insert; you 
can overlay the latter on the former, only to wince with frustration as you 
find the font sizes don’t quite match correctly. 

A few names from the shopping list of stars: Felix Kubin, Pimmon, 

Aerospace Soundwise, V/VM, Kid 606, Antenne Farm, Alejandra and Aeron, 
Jane Dowem Black Dot Corporation and more.. .perhaps the most 
memorable cut here (although not the most pleasing aesthetically) is from 
Gunter Saxenhamme, who recorded a slice-of-life from a ride home on a 
night bus in (I assume) Glasgow. The astonishing repartee from the lively 
young Glaswegians has to be heard to be believed; there is virtually no need 
for Gunter’s treatments, as it’s fascinating enough as is. No use in singling 
out other tracks for commentary; it’s worth playing this whole damn thing in 
one sitting, and rubbing up against a few strange and unfamiliar corners of 
the globe. 

ED PINSENT 19/02/2002 

diskono@lineone.net 

www.onoksid.freeserve.co.uk 
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Bathe Yourself in 
Starlight 


★ CYCLOBE ★ 


Interview with Simon Norris and 
Steve Thrower 

Simon Norris and Stephen Thrower formed their duo project Cyclobe in 
1997. They released the Luminous Darkness CD in 1999 and followed it 
with The Visitors in 2001 . Both musicians have been associated with Coil; 
Stephen right from the start in 1 984. He moved to London, and came into 
Coils studio to assist on Scatology, the very first Coil record. He continued 
with them through the 1 980s, deciding in 1 987 to split the band 
Possession which he had formed back home in 1 980. Stephen continued 
with Coil up to 1 991 's Love's Secret Domain, a record of such intensity that 
he was sent into a depression after its realisation, and left Coil next year. 
Through Coil he met Simon Norris. Norris had come to London attracted by 
the Psychic Youth scene, and soon met up with Douglas P and Current 93; 
he toured with Death In June and contributed to their studio sessions for 
certain releases. By 1 993, Simon was friendly with John Balance and Peter 
Christopherson, the core Coil members, and he now continues as a Coil 
member in their current, audience-friendly, quartet incarnation, along with 
mutual buddy Thighpaulsandra. Both Stephen and Simon contributed little 
bits to Thighpaulsandra's excellent double CD in 2001 . Stephen has also 
had brief associations with releases by Skullflower, Satin Chickens, and Put 
Put. Stephen also publishes Eyeball, an excellent journal about underground 
cinema in all its forms - trash, horror, exploitation, avant-garde and political. 

Interview took place by email January 2002. 



EP What is the raw sonic material that feeds into a Cyclobe recording? 
Instrumental performance, found sounds, or what? 

SIMON We source from all kinds of areas, classical and traditional 
instruments, improvisations, binaural field recordings, voice - the bestial and 
celestial, toys, synthesized sounds etc... We used lot of binaural recording on 
Luminous Darkness, teenage glue sniffers, blackbirds, internal bodily 
recordings etc... It was used less on The Visitors, although we did do a lot of 
mirror scrying, most of all on the middle section of 'Replaced by his 
Constellation', and on 'Brightness falls from the Air'. It’s fun treating the raw 
sounds, seeing how far we can stretch them, giving them new neighbours, 
changing their context. There's plenty of sound-mulching going on in our 
studio. 

STEVE Just about anything can make its way in at the beginning, at least in 
terms of source or format. There are so many ways to start but the process 
narrows down and becomes more selective as something develops. We've 
got lots of half-songs languishing on multi-track tapes which started out, only 
to turn into something else we didn't really like, or which might be better 
suited to another project. The general rule, if there is one, is that we don't 
go in for 'quotational' use of sampling - we enjoy using samples from the 


most apparently unpromising sources and making them part of our sound, 
but we don't play the game of ironic appropriation. I think there's a limit to 
the applications of that sort of cultural magpie-ism, and although some 
people are very good at recontextualizing without it seeming laboured, I 
think it's quite a narrow window and when it fails the results are trite and 
embarrassing. Nowadays there are so many pop records using samples that 
are lifted straight from the riff of another song, just a few seconds looped ad 
nauseam under a lazy rhythm and vocal thing, and you wonder - where's the 
satisfaction in that? To release something that has great chunks of another 
person's finished work looped throughout it, that seems so unpleasurable to 
me. As for politically motivated quotations of other work, I think cultural 
theory has rendered that sort of art almost obsolete, there's so much 
theorizing about 'bricolage', Debord etc, that making records in that vein 
would feel like a redundant proof to a theorem you're already bored with. 
We don't like to lead-weight music with theory. 

EP Do you do much conceptual preparation before starting work on the 
music - eg research, studies, making notes, observations, thinking, reflecting? 

STEVE Not research exactly. Orson Welles used to say 'Don't do research, 
it cripples invention'! It's as if the music creeps up on us. The roots are in 
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dreams, daily experiences, reading, memories, the 
effects of other people's work, conversations, drug 
perceptions, etc. It's funny that however poor your 
memory is you never forget anything really, it's all in 
there somewhere percolating around! So it tends to 
arise out of whatever you've been doing, without 
having to be researched as such. There's always a 
search for ways of making life worth living, to put 
some panic and ecstasy into things, pull away from 
boredom and depression. That's going on all the time, 
although you aren't consciously invoking those aims, 
it's not like, Tm bored, let's make a record'! It isn't 
just novelty that you seek, it's more vertical than that 
- novelty, distraction, they're linear things, blips on a 
time-line. Every day I find myself trying, in a small way, 
to raise my awareness, to make some fleeting 
connection with being rather than thinking. Nowadays 
I find it's this vertical aspiration or urge that 
characterises creativity for me. And it's not really 
content-based, it's more of a dynamic thing. Like some 
kind of other-dimensional calisthenic! Using dreams to 
wake up and live. When it comes to content, 
obsession's the best guide, I think. One of the special 
things about making music is that you feel you can cast 
aside the more rational side of thinking. It's very 
liberating to work away from verbal expression, allow 
the non-verbal process to run free. I admire a good 
theory, but the best results seem to come when you 
stop deliberating and let things float. Let intellect 
catch up with intuition, as Eno put it. I've often done 
recordings that got very close to finished with hardly a 
literal, verbal-reasoning type thought at all. Then you see what you've made 
in that sort of trance, and maybe then you start to think about what it is and 
what it might become. 'Thinking Feeling' on the first album is a piece like 
that. In the course of a single evening of maybe three hours work, something 
like two thirds of that piece emerged without conscious deliberation - lots 
of quick choices that turned out to be good ones, but no deliberation. Only 
later when it had to be coaxed to the finishing stage were Simon and I 
making more conscious decisions and debating the finer points. You press 
yourself to keep moving without specific aims or boundaries, and then 
magically you have something where there was nothing. 

SIMON I'm always on the look-out for new ideas, sparks. Pieces of text, 
title ideas, paintings that could in some way influence or motivate a new 
piece of music, keeping notes and collecting new ideas as they come to me. I 
try to keep a part of me looking and waiting, It’s important to stay receptive 
if only for my mental health, if a new idea comes to me whilst I’m having a 
walk or sitting on a train I try to catch it as quick as I can so I always keep a 
pen and note-book with me whatever I’m doing. We don’t really do any 
prepared research on a particular idea before we start work, it’s more 
organic than that. A sound idea in practice could change in mood 
dramatically from one hour to the next, I think it’s important to let your 
ideas move with that in accordance, it’s the fluidity that keeps it exciting. It’s 
much more interesting looking for something you’ve never seen before. 

EP I find the sumptuous surface of both Cyclobe records very appealing. It 
seems like there are layers of studio processing, crafted and burnished to a 
very high degree of finish. A number of questions follow from this. First - 
what are your creative intentions in realising this complex world of sound? 

SIMON To bring life to my own and other peoples imaginations. Music as a 
means of transportation. I’ve never really enjoyed the 
normal in music or film, say, unless of course it’s the 
hyper-normal like Mike Leigh. Sometimes it’s hard to 
feel alive, you accept everything that’s around you, 
you've seen it all so many times that a milky film covers 
your eyes. I’d like to think that our music is something 
that doesn’t add to that sameness, we use lots of layers, 
we spend a lot of time on tiny details, so there’s always 
something new to discover, several different angles to 
step into the sound. It annoys me when people call our 
music 'Dark Ambient', I’d say there’s very little that’s 
ambient within what we do, I don’t think it’s very easy 
music at all, i.e. something you could have on in the 
background. It's easy to generalise, and I know to a 
degree it's helpful, but at times it can feel like you're 
being pushed into the nearest puddle just because it's 


the simplest way of relating. It's lazy and 
normalizing, and makes everything sound 
familiar before you've even heard it, more mud 
for the brain. For me there is definitely a 
strong devotional quality to what we do. We 
want to convey the Magickal... Play with drama, 
create ports of entry. 

STEVE Thanks, I'm flattered by your 
description, even if it does sound like we've 
made a piece of furniture! The layered aspect I 
take as most complimentary, because it 
suggests there's room for the listener, and 
that's very important for us. Like an onion, 
with surfaces and depth in the same metaphor. 
We have an unused title, 'Travels with the 
Twisting Surface'... There's a tension between 
the concepts of surface and depth, and layers 
often gain priority because they suggest depth. 
We all like to believe in depth. Deeply! But I 
think the really good thing about a layered 
production is that it ensures that you don't 
have just one way of hearing the piece, it's not 
all done and dusted within a couple of listens. 
Some great records have been made with an 
immediate accessibility but we like to layer 
things so that each time you feel it differently, 
you listen through the layers and experience 
the song in subtly different ways. I appreciate 
craft and enjoy trying to make something that 
can be both beautiful and ugly, and in that 
sense there is a craft to what we do. I'm a big fan of Roxy Music, and 
although I think their best records were in the earlier period, I can still 
admire the scary, perfect sheen of Avalon, when they'd almost morphed into 
this proto-yuppie plaything. But there's still something there, it's not even 
just a matter of saying it's got weirdness in the interstices. It's as if the more 
perfect the surface becomes - the more immaculate and polished and 
'soulless' - the more you feel the void - and the void must be the epitome of 
'depth'! I think that's what Jean Baudrillard is getting at with his phrase The 
superficial abyss’... 

EP What effect do you intend it to have on the listener? 

SIMON Everybody has their own way of reading and interpreting what you 
do so I think it would be foolish to have too many expectations. I guess I’d 
like to feel it had an emotional effect on the listener and again the feeling of 
transportation or waking dream. It really does vary from track to track. We 
also tend to have a lot of transitions/movements within a piece, sometimes 
very jarring. So it’s not easy to say. When I think of the track ‘Sentinels’, it’s 
very claustrophobic to begin with, very gargantuan and imposing. It has a 
definite presence, with the sensation of invocation leaving behind it an 
ethereal trail. The track 'Replaced by his Constellation' is our death and 
transfiguration song, not at all in a morbid way but as a beautiful release. 
Feeling that when you die, your molecules and atoms begin to move apart 
slowly, further and further, wider apart until you’re spaced out across a sky, 
a body dispersing to become stars, constellations. 

STEVE I like to think that listening to our music is one of those journeys 
where the destination is less important. And yet there is a structural fall and 
rise to The Visitors as a whole, so we don't ignore the wider form. 
Intentionality is one of those things that separates certain sorts of music 
from others. When something launches itself into your ears from the stereo 
there's a natural desire to know what the hell it thinks 
it's doing! There's a double bind in this, though - if you 
say you don't believe in intentionality you can be accused 
of evasion or even charlatanism, an obscurantist pushing 
your unmediated jumble onto the world, and if you say 
you have intentions you could be dismissed as a deluded 
egotist who thinks he controls his work. There are a lot 
of words I can't use because to do so would break the 
contract that the music offers the listener. That's to say, 
there are parts of this album which retain a mystery even 
to me. 

EP Would you describe yourselves as skilled studio 
technicians (or 'adepts', as I like to say)? 

SIMON I'd say we're most probably not skilled studio 
technicians although we’ve both been writing music since 
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the early 80s in one form or another so 
we’ve picked up a lot of ideas and techniques 
along the way. I’ve never read a complete 
manual in my life and have chosen to find my 
way along by trial and error. There’s good 
and bad things to be said for that, quite often 
the mistakes you make are very exciting and 
surprising, although it’s equally frustrating 
sometimes not being able to create the exact 
sound that you have in your head. We’ve 
only just moved over to working with 
computers for sound, the previous album, 

Luminous Darkness, was all done on 
analogue equipment. We tend to mix 
mediums a lot and The Visitors was part 
analogue, part digital. The majority of our 
sounds are made outside of the computer, 
it’s really the editing and mixing that the 
computer's good for, before it would take us 
a day to two days to get a live mix right, scrambling over our old mixing desk 
wishing we had eight arms each, whereas now with it being fully automated 
we can make a mix as complicated as we want. 

STEVE Your word 'adept' is a good choice, the functional with the spiritual, 
rather than a horrible word like 'expert' which says it's all over bar the 
paycheck. I'm certainly no expert, there's lots I don't know about the 
technicalities. I've been playing and recording music for over twenty years 
now, so I've gained some technical skills along the way, but there's no 
substitute for desire in my experience. That's why I could never really get 
into remix culture. It's a REmix, right? A bit after-the-fact! Phallic energy 
means I'm not a great believer in remixing, sloppy seconds and all that... 

EP Does it take you a long time to complete a work? 

STEVE Very often, we're a bit bad when it comes to deadlines, we're not 
really in control of things enough to offer predictions about when 
something's going to be finished. 

SIMON We usually record ideas down in rough sketches first, in some 
cases a piece may have been started several years ago. I’d say once we’ve 
decided on a track to work on and finish, it could take anything from three 
days to three weeks to complete. As a rule, with The Visitors we tried not 
to let anything go on longer than a week, with the exception of ‘Strix 
Nebulosa’ - that originated from an improvisation I’d put on tape about 3 
years ago and it proved to be a very problematic beast, it changed God 
knows how many times before we finally finished it. It felt at the time like 
there was no getting around the problems but we were determined to get it 
right, I suppose to understand it. 'First Memorable Conversation with a 
Chimera' was a lot more like automatic writing in it's composition and mix, it 
was present and speaking to us before we knew it, within hours. Even 
though in a lot of ways it's as complex as 'Strix Nebulosa', its arrival was 
much more fluid/ectoplasmic. 

EP How you decide when it is finished? Do you ever have trouble finishing a 
work? 

STEVE Simon and I differ slightly on this point, he's more attached to the 
idea of perfection than I am. It's always up for negotiation! If things had to be 
perfect there'd never be a peep out of us. I can always recognise room for 
improvement, but there's a part of me that sees perfectionism as redundant 
- the only perfect act is one that never took place! 

SIMON I find it very hard to let go of a track and say that it’s finished, that’s 
why we tried not to let individual tracks take longer that a week to mix. Yes 
I’m a perfectionist and have obsessive compulsive tendencies which I have to 
constantly keep in check. I think it’s useful to a degree but if you don’t make 
any attempt to push it back there's a danger you’d never complete anything 
let alone leave the house. 

EP Is it possible to 'overcook' something in the studio? 

SIMON Definitely, look at Michael Jackson. 

STEVE Oh yes! I hope we haven't done it yet, though. We may take a long 
time adjusting details but there is no easy division between spontaneity and 
organisation in our approach. 

EP I find the same opulence of musical craft in the Thighpaulsandra 
double-CD release, which you were both involved in. How far back do you 
go with this fellow? 

SIMON We met him via Jhon and Peter when he began working with them 


in Coil, although I didn't meet him for quite a 
while after that, I used to just hear about him 
from Jhon. It was only when they left London 
and moved out to the West Country that we 
met properly as he was visiting at the same 
time. He’d drive over from Wales to record 
with them. We clicked immediately and since 
then we’ve been working together in Coil, he’s 
become a very close friend. 

EP Is he very simpatico to work with? 

SIMON Very much so, and he’s also incredibly 
knowledgeable in the studio, he introduced us 
to a lot of new computer software which has 
been a great help. We’re over the moon with 
his production work on ‘Strix Nebulosa’. It 
became such a complex piece, we were really 
struggling to get a mix we were happy with. 
Thighpaulsandra introduced a wonderful space 
into that track, really helped it communicate as a whole. 

EP What did you bring to the double-CD I Thighpaulsandra? 

SIMON I only did a small amount of work on that album. We’re both in 
love with a place called Nash Point in Wales, it’s a coastal area that’s still 
amazingly uninhabited... no shops, hardly any houses, bathers etc... It’s a 
beautiful place, still very natural and incredibly dramatic. You could almost 
say it’s unearthly with very imposing sphinx-like rock faces and green hills. 
Quite often when I visit Thighpaulsandra we go there and for his album I did 
recordings of the sea rushing in and creating rock pools with my binaural 
headphone mics, it came out very well. We found this incredibly beautiful 
rock cave there when we were doing photographs for his album, all the 
surrounding stone walls looked like they were encrusted with gold, very 
deep greens like jade, the roof was dripping with sea water into tiny pools, 
really a very magickal place, like something out of a Clark Ashton Smith 
story. 

EP Both Cyclobe releases are mostly 'instrumental' for want of a better 
description. Yet a tremendous amount of information is conveyed by both, 
so that the listener (me at any rate) is left with a feeling of having heard the 
complete works of James Joyce fed to the brain overnight. There's two sides 
to this question. Firstly, about the psychology of a piece of music which can 
leave an impression of lyrics; David Bowie was delighted when listeners 
mis-remembered tunes on Low as having had lyrics where there where 
none. Are you aware of this phenomenon? Does it have any importance to 
you? 

STEVE I'd never heard of this in relation to Low but I can understand 
Bowie's pleasure when he was told about it. You can be seduced by music 
to the point where your associations are so vivid that you superimpose 
them onto/into the music - at that point there's no longer a hierarchy 
between the artist and the listener. It's the same with words too - just as 
when people 'mis-hear' lyrics and form ideas which might then be 
contradicted by the 'actual' words of the song. Is it 'I buried Paul' or 
'Cranberry Sauce'? Both! So Manson's 'Blackbird' is as 'real' as Paul 
McCartney's. As with everything, the energy lies in the tension between: in 
that case between incitement and observation. What matters is what goes 
on between listener and producer. To relegate the meaning of a song to the 
intentions and signals of the artist is to say that listeners are just consumers. 
But to relegate the musician to the 'subject of discourse' or something is to 
overcompensate in favour of readership. We're all constructing our own 
world every hour of the day, and it goes to show how actively we create our 
own realities that a listener can hear lyrics that 'aren't there', or hear them 
so differently that a new meaning is created. If you listen to the early 
Residents records you can tell they were really into this energy between the 
implied and the inferred. Their lyrics can be grandiose and nonsensical or 
lunatic and personal - they were marvellous players of the two ends against 
the middle. 

EP Then there’s the idea of hidden power contained within a body of work, 
something lurking below the surface of the finished work. Without getting 
into stupid 'backwards-masking' territory or anything like that, are you 
layering subliminal information into these records somehow? 

SIMON I think there are most probably subliminal sounds in our recordings 
that even we’re not aware of! We do place sounds within sounds sometimes 
just to give them more form, but also to give them life. I often think of a lot 
of the noises as animal or angelic, spiritual signals, if others feel the same, 
great, it’s very reassuring when people do. If people feel something 



18 




The Sound Projector Tenth Issue 2002 


completely different that's 
good too, difference is a 
good thing. I'm not really 
interested in hiding things 
from people or sending 
coded messages to them, if I 
had something particular I 
wanted to communicate I’d 
do it with my voice. We’re 
more interested in 
communicating on a 
spiritual, soulful level, not 
that that can't be done with 
words, but I’m very much 
interested in what escapes 
language. Every noise is 
there to influence, definitely, 
and we take a lot of time 
choosing the exact place for 
each one to exist, it can feel 
essential to get that right. 

Our music is about 
transformation, either of 
your surroundings or your 
spirit, leaving what you 
know and stepping, sliding, 
jumping or maybe even 
being pulled into a different 
world, either internally of externally. How real that is for you is for you to 
decide. Perhaps that place feels unheimlich, hopefully distorted enough to let 
you see things differently. Electricity sings to us in words we don't always 
understand, at least in ways we can't control or define. What's liberating 
about it is that it’s not set in concrete, it’s more fluid. It’s enjoyable trying to 
understand it and how it’s affected us. I think recording is a very magickal 
process. Electricity is always influencing us. 

STEVE We don't aim to achieve power through the success of a deception. 
Certain things are 'hidden' as in the sources are not always obvious, but the 
reason we don't divulge all the sources is just a preference for ambiguity, it 
would make everything too over-determined, boxing in the range of possible 
responses. For instance, if we use recordings of a sexual nature (and we like 
to have this energy present in the music in some form), just saying 
'such-and-such a piece contains the sound of some arcane sex practise three 
minutes in', or whatever, is only going to lock down the listener's 
perceptions. It's the same with musical sources - we've sampled some very 
unlikely artists and it is a pleasure to hear a piece and think, my god that bit 
used to be so-and-so, but it would become part of the 'ironic appropriation' 
thing if we listed them on the record sleeves or banged on about it in 
interviews, except in a very vague way like this! Listeners bring their own 
desires and change every sound anyway, and we like to encourage and mimic 
that through a more seductive mixing and production technique. 

EP The Visitors record is quite an interesting take on a well-worn theme; 
far from X Files or related juvenilia. Linking aliens with angelic visitors, you 
seem to be hinting at some form of spiritual redemption through 
contact with extra-terrestrials. To my mind, this is preferable to 
some recent records on similar themes, eg the lamentable S.E.T.I. 
who pretends that there is some scientific research underpinning his 
dreary ambient mush; and the silly Ghost Orchid record, where we 
hear a half-mad radio ham boffin who imagines that mis-received 
radio signals are talking directly to him. Have you heard these 
records? Can you comment on the above, in particular the bit about 
spiritual redemption? 

STEVE I haven't heard either of these records, although from your 
descriptions the latter sounds quite funny. I don't like the attempt by 
some people to patch over the gulf between their music and their 
intellectual aspirations with ideas borrowed, pre-emptively, from 
theoretical sources. Some people have developed the social skills of 
middle-management to prop up a 'career' in experimental music 
when the work they produce is so weak it's embarrassing. I'm 
thinking of Scanner, for instance. With regard to redemption, the 
final outcome of a non-spiritual viewpoint is unknowing, uncaring, 
unmediated, unmeaningful extinction. It's an idea that's impossible to 
warm to! Let go of that flat, drab 'certainty' and the game is afoot, 
then you have a quest, sceptical mysticism... So perhaps a reason to 
get involved with music is that, having dropped religion, we still need 


avenues to confront the mysterious. The night sky, for instance, is a very 
powerful mystery that you can expose yourself to whenever you take the 
time - it's inspiring and timeless, especially when you get out of the city and 
really bathe yourself in starlight. The Visitors begins with the sound of wind 
in the trees outside our house, the suggestion of looking at the stars. 

If extra-terrestrials are also demons and divinities, inner and outer realities 
are involved together, there's a meeting and blending to it. 

SIMON I've had a recurrent waking dream or visitation since I was about 
seven or eight years old now, which can occur at any time of day. When it 
happens it feels very real and, in my mind, even angelic. It's not a glowing 
light or winged 'angel', it's a presence that I find virtually impossible to 
describe, when it's happening it seems so clear but I can't get the words out, 

I can't talk and I can't move. My body can feel such a tremendous pressure 
pressing down on it. I have the awareness of a size, shape, weight and 
density, internal and external texture, it's completely enveloping and I can 
feel petrified that it might not leave, almost as if, if it did it might take me 
with it. I think sometimes with music I can detect a trace of those sensations 
(visitations) like a ghost's fingerprint in sound. It's like when you smell 
something familiar that reminds you very strongly of somewhere years back 
but you can't quite put your finger on where. When this fingerprint is 
detectable in a piece we're working on, that's when we know we're on the 
right track, that maybe we might get closer to that sense and see it clearer, 
find it's truth. This feeling is really very hard to describe in words so perhaps 
it's not surprising that it's in music that I've found myself looking for it. 

EP I imagine every fanzine and his brother asks you about your interest in 
the paranormal. I remain fairly sceptical, nor have I any desire to retread 
familiar ground. What interests me rather is the sense of awe and wonder 
you manage to convey through your music, a desire to investigate things not 
fully understood, to draw attention to the mysteries of the universe. Can 
you comment on this? 

STEVE Yes, though mainly just to agree! Awe is a vital sensation. We spent 
the best part of the last century, as a species, convincing ourselves that we 
were the supreme law on the planet. And yet the Earth can shrug us off and 
our laws too. I'm not a Gaia type, because the concept has been 
anthropomorphised by sentimental goddess-lovers who characterise 
humankind as the evil male principle and the planet as the pure (though 
gloriously warriorlike) female. It's all such a dreary heterosexual fantasy of 
female domination via chlorophyll and salt water! It's typical of our race to 
take something huge, like 'nature' or 'the planet' and then try to reduce it to 
some kind of humanized metaphor or metonym, Mother Nature etc. Real 
awe is when you feel like a speck of dust in front of the most astonishing 
realities, like the gargantuan natural processes of star formation, the stunned 
awe you can sometimes feel watching the recorded Voyager probe's images 
as it approaches Jupiter or Saturn, the beautiful and lonely images that come 
to mind as you think about the outer planets, and the way those feelings 
transform into violence as you imagine getting nearer to these gigantic, icy 
storm spun worlds with wind speeds of 800-900 mph! When it comes to 
sci-fi, there's actually not a great deal that I like, really (although I read books 
on theoretical and enjoy those journeys more than most fiction). I think 
Philip K. Dick is great, Ballard, David Cronenberg, who is sc-fi in a sense. But 
I prefer Lovecraft, Clark Ashton Smith, the horror genre's great fantasists 

have inspired me much more, Ramsey 
Campbell in particular. The paranormal 
comes into all this when you consider 
that we will never physically cross the 
spaces between the stars, as they're 
just too vast. There has to be another 
way, and perhaps the links between 
mind and matter are the key. 
Cronenberg used to talk about the idea 
of people completely changing their 
physical appearance, not just weight or 
hair colour etc, but everything, through 
sheer force of will, maybe taking 
months or even years to complete a 
process of willed total bodily 
transformation. We might have to try 
thinking as a form of interstellar travel, 
IH because the three-dimensional travel 
option is out of the question. 





19 



The Sound Projector Tenth Issue 2002 


Tape Maschines 

Maken 


Andrea Belfi 

NED N. 02 

ITALY CHOCOLATE GUNS 001 CD 

( 2001 ) 

A debut recording from this Italian sound-artist. 
Although this collection of tunes seemed a bit 
undernourished and ordinary at first, it is starting 
to grow on me. If you could hear it now, you 
could probably understand why I was put off. The 
first three tracks are extremely bitty - everything 
is thrown in the melting pot, there are lots of 
ideas flying in several different directions and 
building up to ever-increasing levels of 
complexity. Unfortunately this ploy comes over 
as rather incoherent and disorganised; are all the 
ideas worthwhile, and how do we know what’s 
important? However, things start to calm down 
by the second half, and Belfi develops more 
sustained observations and investigations of his 
personal miniature worlds. 

Belfi’s working method is to process everything 
through his PC, and, not unlike many folk 
working in this area, he uses samples and field 
recordings, along with more abstract noises - for 
example a grating racket created by direct input 
mikes laid on metal surfaces. He also plays hob 
with computer files, remaking them into 
soundfiles and letting the devil take the hindmost. 
Despite all this mayhem, he doesn’t always 
deliver much that’s new or interesting and (as 
indicated above) his approach to structure is 
rather haphazard. For an anarchic track like 
‘Gilda’ - an unholy melange dedicated to a local 
hardcore punk band - I suppose this jumbled-up 
methodology is appropriate. With its opera- 
singer and harp samples, scads of unpleasant 
white noise and annoying use of distortion, it 
achieves little more than the radio-tuned-off- 
station effect. 

I think his most successful experiments are 
‘Florence Parti' and ‘Florence Part 2', both of 
which are more focussed, and contain more 
narrative elements; the mixture of field 
recordings, contrasting dynamics, and skipping 
looped records all amount to an interesting 
impressionistic view of this crowded bustling city, 
where Andrea lived for a few days in search of 
inspiration. The two parts of ‘Come un giurno’ 
also attempt to create an imaginary room-like 
space, by replaying a minimal melody within 
different contexts provided by environmental 
recordings. And there’s a sonic tribute to Kaspar 
Hauser, the remarkable film by Werner Herzog. 
From the opening barrages of white noise 
(annoying, this - the aural equivalent of automatic 
doodling), looped voices begin to emerge, 
coalescing into a choir of autistic angels singing. 
The most inventive use of narrative on the 
record, creating an effect that perhaps parallels 
the dawning of Kaspar’s awareness as he leaves 


the room where he was isolated until well into 
adult life, and emerges into the world. 

Not a bad effort - there is intelligence at work 
here, and the packaging (CD in a felt bag sealed 
with velcro) is nice too. 

ED PI NSENT 01/01/2002 


via Valpolicella 64, 37025 Parona, Verona, Italy 
Olipsia@infinito.it 




Andrea Belfi 
mini-interview 

EP: I love the Kaspar Hauser film too! (In fact I 
love all of Werner Herzog's work). Is your 
'Kaspar' an attempt to relate a part of the story, 
or is a general impression of the character? 

AB: It was a kind of work in progress. When I 
started working on this piece, I just had some 
samples of Maria Callas voice and some electric 
sounds. Right after I saw The Enigma of Kaspar 
Hauser I was inspired, especially by the first 
frames - where the titles begin in that huge grass 
field that's being moved by the wind - I thought 
to work in a similar aesthetic, looking to create a 
kind of hypothetical soundtrack - not referring to 
any particular moment, but responding to it in its 
entirety. Of course, it is an homage to all 
Werner Herzog's films. 

EP: I know that Ravenna, rather than Florence, is 
famous for its mosaics (I saw them years ago). 
Nevertheless I think of your work as having a 
'mosaic' quality. Would you agree? 

AB: I think the songs on Ned n. 02 have a kind 
of mosaic quality because they’re formed by many 
soundfonts, not specifically ‘musical’. Objects, 
people, interesting situations, computer errors, 
melodies, rooms, and many other ‘sound stuffs’ 
translated as wavefiles on my PC, are the musical 


elements of this album, layered and melted down 
in one wave. Anyway I want to distance myself 
from so-called ‘collageism’, because for me it is a 
reductive description of this work. ‘Firenze I' & 
‘Firenze 2' were born from some samples and 
experiences in that city, and of course from 
visions of the great works of the renaissance. 

EP: Do you work to any structure that organises 
each piece? 

AB: In general I don't use particular 
compositional structures, and principally I work 
with simple ideas with which to improvise day 
after day (...work in progress...). For example on 
‘Come un giorno I ' & ‘Come un giorno 2' I 
wanted to create sound environments in which 
many kinds of situations of everyday life have a 
dialogue between themselves, using body sounds 
(whistles, hand claps, my voice), noises, cd 
samples (S. Augustin in ‘Come un giorno I'). I 
would also like to create subtle melodies 
disturbed by short sounds (hands & trumpet 
whistles on I , and a little feedback & the crackly 
sounds of old vinyls on 2). I pay attention also to 
the visual form of the songwave on my pc 
software, to its evolution, to its peaks. It's 
beautiful also ‘to see’ the song. 

Annie Gosfield 

Flying Sparks and Heavy 
Machinery 

USA TZADIK TZ7069 CD (2001) 

Industrial meets electroacoustic music in this 
recording by Annie Gosfield who spent 6 weeks 
visiting factories in Germany in 1 999 as part of a 
program intending to bring together ‘art and 
industry’. She recorded a number of factory 
sounds that appear on this CD: a factory safety 
buzzer, a pip hit with a hammer at different 
points along its length to obtain a range of tones 
and pitch levels, various rusty brake drums and 
pipes, found objects and a metal punching 
machine. As you might guess, a lot of the factory 
‘instruments’ featured are either used as 
percussion or their sounds are sampled and the 
samples used as backing rhythms for 
improvisation by various musicians including 
Tzadik regular Ikue Mori. 

There are 2 tracks: the first, ‘EWA7' is divided 
into 3 movements which are further divided into 
sections. The 1st movement features ‘Friction’ 
which reminds me of the fragile beauty of an 
Indonesian gamelan orchestra but which is 
actually a multi-tracked gong solo. The 2 nd 
movement features a variety of factory and metal 
rhythms including the aforementioned long pipe 
and punching machine. Many timbres and pitch 
levels are explored almost to the utmost but in a 
playful way so the music never gets tedious. The 
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3rd movement is heralded by eerie whistling 
soon joined by cheerful metal beating and what 
sounds like a power drill happily revving up to 
put in its full day's work of drilling. Oh, if only real 
factory work could be so toe-tappingly joyful! 

The second half of this movement, ‘Combustion 
Chamber’ finds a veritable orchestra of factory 
percussion, analog synthesiser, electronics and 
guitar bashing out lively and exuberant music 
suitable as a soundtrack for some factory-based 
musical extravaganza such as used to be 
produced in the old Soviet Union and its former 
Eastern European subordinates to counter 
imports of Hollywood musicals. Pity no-one these 
days, apart form Danish director Lars von Trier 
with his Dancer in the Dark flick, seems 
interested in writing an industrial or factory 
musical. 

The title track is a brave if not always successful 
attempt to combine music of the 18th and 19 th 
centuries (represented by a string quartet) and 
the factory ambience of the 20th century 
(represented by a percussion quartet) into a 
piece that tries to portray changing industrial 
landscapes; what actually happens is that one 
quartet dominates the other and vice versa with 
not much of a balance between the two until 
towards the end when they establish a definite 
marching partnership. Some of you may read into 
this the history of industrial relations in your 
particular country of residence. The track does 
not feature any actual factory samples and is 
more notable for its emphasis on stretching the 
tonal range of the stringed instruments. 

By now, you'll have realised that when I said 
‘industrial’ right at the beginning, I didn't have in 
mind the various Nine Inch Nails / Depeche 
Mode / Frontline Assembly clones; the ‘industrial’ 
here really is industrial. We have here a 
recording refreshingly lacking in the depressed or 
angry self-pity that characterises a lot of what 
passes for ‘industrial’ these days; Gosfield, for 
better or for worse, has focussed on factory and 
industrial ambience itself and not on any 
industrial or class-based conflicts that may have 
existed in the places she visited. Budding 
screenplay writers out there keen to write a 
musical for Broadway or Hollywood in which the 
action takes place in a factory or features an army 
of forklift operators all belting out tunes about 
how fun it is to drive forklifts for 1 2 hours a day 
every working day of the year on minimum rates 
of pay and no hope of job advancement ought to 
get a copy of this CD and play this 1 2 hours a day 
every working day of your year. The rest of us 
can sit back in our armchairs, pick up the financial 
papers and turn to the latest sharemarket news 
while enjoying this music. Flying Sparks and Heavy 
Machinery is actually a very enjoyable and 
pleasant recording if you try not to think too 
hard of what Gosfield could have done with this 
music. 

JENNIFER HOR 
www.tzadik.com 

Anton Bruhin 

rotomotor 

ITALY ALGA MARGHEN PLANA-B 
6TES.041 CD (2001) 

A bewildering and gorgeous set of tape 
experiments from 1 976- 1 978, by Herr Bruhin. 
This one is a split collection, the first half 


comprising ‘Orax’ and three excerpts from the 
‘MC 1 0-Zyklus’; the second half is ‘rotomotor’, a 
long concrete poem. The ‘MC 10- Zyklus’ 
material is astonishing; intense and fascinating 
long episodes, where fragments of the 
recognisable float around in a sea of impenetrable 
murkiness. The murky effect is achieved by 
layering lots of cassette recordings, overdubbing 
and adding new planes of music as he goes along; 
but doing it according to a very strict and 
structured formula. The mouthorgan and 
whistles stand out clearest, but bells and piano 
were also used; occasionally radio noises or 
samples appear, ghostly singing voices emerging 
from the mist. ‘Versuchpilz 6' is particularly 



disorienting, sometimes achieving a tape delay 
effect which draws the listener further into a 
vortex of tunnels and hollow moaning. So this is 
what The Phantom Zone feels like. 

Although the methodology used here may appear 
to be kind of clunky - an old TDK compact 
cassette of ‘Orax’ is proudly displayed on the 
cover as a trophy - Bruhin is not some bedroom 
amateur amusing himself with overdubbing 
games, and ending up lost in tenth-generation 
tape noise hell. He’s interested in spatial illusions 
that result from mono replay. He knows enough 
about his equipment to recognise the distinctive 
acoustical properties he is pursuing: The 
loudspeaker of the cassette- player has a narrow 
frequency range’, he states in his notes. The 
replay develops a loss of sound quality. The 
replay and the re-recorded layer sounds more 
muffled than the new additional recorded 
music... I do not recall how many layers these 
recordings are made of, but there may be easily 
six or more layers’. I’ve remarked elsewhere on 
the limpid quality achieved by If, Bwana on his 
many-layered noise-scapes; Bruhin exhibits a 
similar control over his method and materials, 
but with quite different effects. He makes the 
muffled-ness and loss of quality work for him, in a 
new aesthetic. 

‘Rotomotor’ is something quite different. The 
entire text of this 28 minute ‘Idiotikon’ (which is 
described here as a dictionary of dialect or idiom) 
is reproduced in the booklet, resembling a form 
of concrete poetry. This long series of (German) 
words is arranged in a systematic pattern 
according to similarity of sound or letters. Again, 
a near-mathematical structure has been used to 
choose the words (each word differs from the 
previous by one single letter), but he used 
intuition to arrange the final text. Bruhin chants 
the words tonelessly, relentlessly. This 
performance uses a slight delay on the voice, 
which adds a rhythm to the unfolding pattern; a 
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strange music emerges, and all from a very simple 
concept. It’s almost an extended art-version of 
the sort of word games that change BOARD to 
FRIED in only five moves, except a work like this 
extends the metaphor of mutation into 
something far more powerful. If kept up for long 
enough, this sounds like a magical incantation, a 
charm which constantly changes the meaning of 
words, open up new possibilities for change, 
something which will eventually change the 
world. 

ED PINSENT 26/01/2002 

Emanuele Carcano, via Frapolli 40, 20133 Milano, 
Italy 

algamarghen@iol.it 

Gilles Gobeil 

...Dans le silence de la nuit... 
CANADA EMPREINTES DIGITALES 
IMED 01 55 CD (2001) 

Four ‘exploring’ pieces from this Montreal-based 
electro-acoustic composer; they were all high- 
profile commissions, and they all won prestigious 
prizes in the field. These finely- crafted musical 
statements are strange and slightly macabre 
mood pieces, with literary references overlaid on 
top. The first one, an exploration of certain 
details of buildings around Italy, struck me as an 
attempt to express a De Chirico painting in 
sound. You know the nostalgia inspired by 
certain mysterious places (which you experience 
when leaving or arriving, preferably by train); De 
Chirico was trying to nail that elusive feeling 
down in paint. Not dissimilar in approach, Gobeil 
fetches back samples of environmental recordings 
from very specific places in Italy and comes up 
trumps with his dramatic editing style; very 
sudden and alarming shrieking noises break up 
the otherwise monotonous humming, and the 
results make Italy sound like a fun place to visit. 

While the Italy tour above has some external 
references to reality, the other three cuts are 
more internalised, exploring inner worlds of the 
mind suggested by classics of literature. They 
borrow from the works of Marcel Proust, HG 
Wells and Jules Verne respectively, perhaps 
conceptualising freely on metaphysical aspects of 
the very nature of tape-work, Gobeil’s chosen 
medium for self-expression. The Proust one 
incorporates readings from Swann’s Way, while 
the eerie murmuring noises seem to elaborate on 
the theme of the reliability of one’s memory. 

‘Point de passage’ is the best one here; it’s a ‘free 
adaptation’ of the Time Machine story by Wells. 
The George Pal movie it ain’t; if Gobeil’s tape 
recorder is a time-travel device, it’s left the 
explorer stranded in an unfriendly zone. He 
manages to render the brutalised society of the 
Molochs pretty effectively. ‘Nuit Cendre’ is 
another literary exploration, filled with 
associative sound-images - this one comes from 
Journey to the Centre of the Earth. The James 
Mason movie it ain’t. These are very delicate 
images of underworld caverns, barely visible and 
lit only by the strange phosphorescence of 
decaying spores, or like that. Might be the least 
eventful cut of the set, but its minimal tones and 
deathly silence only adds to the tension. 

ED PINSENT 09/12/2001 
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Robert Normandeau 

Clair de Terre 

CANADA EMPREINTES DIGITALES 
IMED 01 57 CD (2001) 

Three new long works from this well-respected 
French-Canadian electro-acoustic composer. On 
‘Erinyes’, Monsieur Normandeau continues his 
preoccupation with making sonic treatments of 
the human voice, exhibited so memorably on 
Figures, his 1999 release for this label. Here, 
voices are made to perform in many unusual 
ways, thanks to tape delay or extreme close-up 
amplification. Even a human breath can take you 
by surprise, not to mention the dramatic screams 
of a woman deployed as short, percussive 
elements. Most alarming of all is a bellowing man, 
whose bellows are spun out into a continuous 
wail by the echo chamber. These voices 
represent the Erinyes, guardians of human life in 
Greek mythology, who pursued and punished 
wrongdoers. They were known as keepers of the 
shadows. The dramatic effects in this piece reflect 
the composer’s interest in music for stage 
productions, such as Electra by Sophocles, to 
which he contributed in Montreal in 2000. The 
music-making process is seductive too, though, as 
Normandeau gloats with delight as he speaks of 
using the computer to ‘freeze’ the sound and 
‘bring out the primitive nature of the voice’. It’s 
striking music, though probably not as exciting as 
I’m making it appear. 

‘Clair de terre’ is more ambitious, a 36 minute 
composition broken up into chapters. It’s a 
cosmic meditation, centred on photographs of 
the earth as seen from outer space. When 
mankind first saw these images, the effect on our 
collective consciousness was dizzying - our eyes 
and brains have never recovered from the shock. 
Normandeau equates its significance with 
advances in electro-acoustic music, which 
happened more or less at the same time, and 
(making the assumption that this is the most 
important musical breakthrough of the 20 th 
century) he claims that our ears have never 
recovered from the shock of that, either. These 
grandiose themes are well and good, but it can 
make for music whose grandiosity borders on 
the pompous. Seems that ever since the old 
masters of electro-acoustic threw down the 
gauntlet (Parmegiani with his Creation Du 
Monde, Pierre Henry with his Apocalypse De 
Jean), nothing less than these high-powered 
‘Alpha and Omega’ themes will suffice for the 
‘serious’ electro-acoustic composer. 

Where the ‘Erinyes’ music has some affinities 


with the art of the theatre, ‘Clair de terre’ aims 
explicitly for the cinematic; and yet somehow 
never mentions 200 1 : A Space Odyssey at any 
point in the sleeve notes. A better piece of music 
on a similar theme is the Argentinian composer’s 
Edgardo Canton’s Promenade d’ete d’Ulis Nasa, 
reissued on CD by Nepless in 1998. 
Normandeau’s complex vision of the cosmos 
certainly conveys grandeur, but lacks warmth. 
Nothing like Sun Ra, who somehow makes you 
feel that outer space is his home - and our home 
too, since we’re constantly being invited to join 
him and be of his space-world. Normandeau, by 
contrast, is like a lofty detached observer, 
clinically describing a grand spectacle but not 
really allowing us to take part in it. 

ED PINSENT 16/12/2001 

4580 Avenue de Lorimier, Montreal, Quebec 

H2H 2B5, Canada 

info@electrocd 

www.electrocd.com 

Yoshio Machida 

Hypernatural #2 
GERMANY SOFTL MUSIC SOM 1 01 
CD (2001) 

A fascinating solo turn from this young Japanese 
fellow, realised with the help of his friend Aki 
Onda on one track. It’s a follow up to 
Hypernatural, a boxed CD set which he released 
in 1999. My favourite piece here is the field 
recording of frogs chirping and grunting away in 
the night; this beautiful track is titled ‘Malaria’, 
introducing a note of disease into an otherwise 
serene moment. There are also ethnic 
instruments present, such as chimes, the miao- 
bamboo flute and the Vietnamese gong; these are 
used sparingly, often blending in seamlessly with 
minimal studio processing. Although the set 
includes a fair share of nondescript electronica 
tracks, very sub-Brian Eno with their use of 
ambient drones and digital delay effects, things 
improve rapidly after only two tracks. The 
minimalist ‘Polar Lights’ for example, rings out 
clearly and simply across a frozen white 
landscape with sharp crystal tones, and limns a 
perfect uncluttered horizon with economy and 
grace. The closing track, ‘Daydream’, which is like 
watching a film loop of a 1 9 th century coolie at 
work with his team of oxen, is no less entrancing, 
its muffled and distorted samples (and old vinyl 
surface noise) adding to the hypnotic charms. 
From what I can gather, visual artist/musician 
Yoshio is an idealistic and committed ecologist, 
endowed with a poetic and supernatural grasp of 
what lies beyond our apprehension of nature. 
These tracks will give us the chance to reach to 
one of the instinctive areas,’ claims he. His boast, 
dear listeners, is not altogether an empty one. 

This one arrives packaged in a sumptuous fold- 
around typography sleeve printed on art paper. It 
conceals a slip of woodgrain wallpaper which 
cannot be accessed; heaven knows how they 
assembled this in the factory. From Softl Music, 
the new label masterminded by Tom Steinle of 
Tomlab and his friend Andres Krause. 

ED PINSENT 31/12/2001 

www.softlmusic.com 



Z'EV 

Face The Wound 

USA SOLEILMOON SOL 072 CD 

( 2001 ) 

A first-class cut-up record of the human voice; 
each episode thrust into deep outer space by 
occasional rhythmical propulsions of great power 
- heavy drumming and percussion carrying the 
sort of awesome weight you’ve come to expect 
from a man like Z’EV. But it’s the voices that are 
the focal point. Z’EV cunningly fragments his 
‘found’ tape sources into very clever 
juxtapositions, Sure, this is familiar ground (cfthe 
usual suspects Negativland and People Like Us). 
But Z’EV does more than put subversive 
sentiments into the mouths of his chosen 
sources - he goes one better and reveals 
something about the psychology of his subjects. 
Though some of the content may verge on the 
cliche, Z’EV punches it home with conviction, and 
each track crackles with the authority of his firm 
purpose. Fear is unleashed; through his edits, he 
might even succeed in revealing a small opening 
into the crack of doom. 

A face stripped bare, anatomical details of his 
musculature visible; a black skull made of torn 
paper and masking tape. These images are on the 
sleeve, wallowing in the raw meat of humanity 
and God’s plenty. Contrast this with one of the 
‘themes’ repeated on the tracks - ‘you have a 
computer in your head’. The readings sometimes 
sound like revivalist preachers, or inspired 
psycho-babble; it’s all powerful stuff, and not 
simply composed from the most readily-available 
cheesy TV sample that comes to hand. No 
silliness or irony; through a combination of 
religion, technology, and sheer madness, Z’EV 
creates a recording of strength, and hopes to 
reveal facets of deep, hidden truths. 

ED PINSENT 05/03/2002 

PO Box 83296, Portland, OR 97283, USA 
www.soleilmoon.com 
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The Droning Ones 


a.f.r.i. studios 

Goodbye If You Call That Gone 

SPAIN LUCKY KITCHEN 01 2 CD (2001) 

Short - just three trades, and precisely 30 minutes of dark and mysterious drone work 
from this Cologne soloist. It’s simply gorgeous music, and incredibly simple - but I 
sense it may have a tragic subtext, relating to death. Then again, the title hints at hope 
in an afterlife. The composer, Andres Franz Krause, writes that ‘this is the third and 
final a.f.r.i. studios release, the number three having particular significance.’ I’ll go along 
with that mystical little observation - I’d be even more impressed if he turned out to 
be a numerologist or magus-mathematician. Maybe he arrived at the ideal tuning for his 
keyboards through occult methods, and deliberately unleashed three dark angels into 
the world. 

I realise that drones of this ilk are (a) very easy to create (b) very commonplace, and 
(c) unlikely to improve substantially on anything created by the ‘grand masters’ La 
Monte, Cale, Conrad, Palestine et al. But I’m only human - I can’t get enough of a good 
drone, and there is something moving and affecting about the simplicity of this one. 

The first piece in particular has that intense, near-suffocating quality that is so elusive; 
‘please listen in a room’ is the prescripted advice, but I would love to take this music 
outside one warm night and use it to stare the moon down from the night skies. It’s 
the last track that is the most dark and mysterious. No less intense, but unlike that of 
Carl Michael Von Hausswolff, this music somehow creates a very compassionate, still, 
centred space. A simpatico package too, from the ‘sponsors’ Alejandra and Aeron; part 
of the ‘Sparkling Composers’ series, hence the stars of Dante which appear on the 
back of all this series. The heavy black textured card cover is printed with text within a 
thin white border, and resembles a formal invitation to a funeral. 

ED PINSENT 17/12/2001 



C/ Calvo Sotelo, No 22-2ol - 26003 Logrono (La Rioja), Spain 
www.luckykitchen.com 

a.f.r.i. studios mini-interview 


EP: Very impressed by Lucky Kitchen 012. Dark and mysterious. Excellent music. Can you send me any further information? 

AFK: After I started a.f.r.i. in 1 994 as a band project in south Germany it was always essential to have a message for the people and to 
reflect the happenings around, it was more a funny and childish attitude in the beginning but the expression to do something honest 
and political always fascinated me. The title of this album was a long process, in the end the decision of one day. I knew at that time that 
I would feel better if I could make a point and let this project end, to get a kind of picture complete. This has something to do with my 
experiences with [the] music business and also with the fact that I never felt comfortable or supported doing this kind of music. 

EP: Why does number three have significance for you? 

AFK: 3 is my favourite number, so it was only something I picked up in that moment. I was born at a 3rd at 3 o'clock, now doing my 
3rd a.f.r.i. release in the 3rd year, the 3rd project with 3 tracks and 30 minutes playing time. 

With a.f.r.i. studios I always tried to let the sound speak, let sources work with all their possibilities. I used organs, guitars or feedbacks 
to create something like a natural soundscape. The rest was editing and dsp to get this kind of dramaturgy into a track. In the end I 
never saw myself as a composer, more as someone who works carefully with sound. 

Two more a.f.r.i. studio works with the same intention were released: the Schwellwert EP (CD) on bmblab (Cologne) in 1999 + the 
Room Service 7" on Tonschacht (Cologne) in 2000. 



D Haines 

Emo 

THE NETHERLANDS 
SIGMA EDITIONS SIGMA 
09 CD (2000) 

Three long solo minimalist tracks, 
each named after a particular 
rock or stony outcropping of 
gargantuan size; Emo is a hymn to 
the geological forces and natural 
wonders of the world. This is 
some superior-quality electronic 
droning from David Haines, a 


Sydney based musician, and it’s more confident, varied and complex than his 
previous release on Sigma. That CD, fine as it was, was mostly based on 
Reich-like piano-tapping exercises and, since the idea was somewhat 
overworked, I wondered at the need for its excessive duration. Here, the 
track lengths feel just right, even with the opener ‘Kosciousko’ coming in at 
24:50. The modulations and variations in the music are constant, and 
fascinating. 

It’s hard to grasp at what exactly we’re hearing. Layers of treated organ 
drone? There are whirling, phasing and swishing sounds, all gently suspended 
and balanced in a fine mix. Ultimately the source sounds are unidentifiable, 
which is fine by me; Koji Asano is another soloist working with simple 
sources, yet adept at concealing his tracks in the finished item. 

Consequently, Haines achieves a sense of depth, grandeur and scale that was 
not evident before. At the same time, the music is very drifty and nebulous; 
it’s always about to resolve itself into a chord, or a new direction, but never 
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actually does so - or so it appears. Hence, a 
gentle tension is built up, sufficient to carry 
you along in the sky, weightless. Beautiful 
music, and also has sad and serious 
emotions underpinning it all; perhaps could 
be a comfort at moments of loss in your life. 

ED PINSENT 13/12/2001 

PO Box 3101, 3003 AC Rotterdam, The 

Netherlands 

www.sigmaeditions.com 

If, Bwana 

I, Angelica 

USA POGUSP21 024-2 CD 
( 2001 ) 

New double-CD of great and glorious noisy 
drone-ossitude from Al Margolis in NYC. 
Each of these mighty ten tracks - shining 
examples of a new virulent strain of 
ultranoise or supernoise, if you will - are 
strong, positive and definite statements in 



sound. No half-measures nor woolly ambient dribblings from this man, who USA 


has been succoured since infancy on the blood of oxen, not the milk of www.pogus.com 

lambs. It’s all robust, fierce and full-bodied - in fine, it rocks. Just digging 


tracks one of the second CD at time of writing, but both halves of this 

double set are packed with no-nonsense noise-a-thons. The best noise Jason Kahn 


storm, solid dark clouds clunking against 
each other and pounding the clacking stones 
of Chesil Beach, a popular seaside resort in 
Dorset. There are plenty more delights on 
this, one of the finest examples of its type 
you will own. ..and don’t be misled by the 
indifferent cover art generated by friend 
Matt Schickele, which if spotted in the racks 
might not warrant a second glance from 
your discerning goggles. Though it displays 
twisted psychedelic images of fractal storms 
and juxtaposed horse photographs, the 
colours are somewhat muted and do not 
utilise the wild, fauvist pallette that a sonic 
work of this order should command. If you 
get the chance, buy one mail-order and 
prepare for a weekend of unleashing 
torrential doom from your speakers. 
Actually, end results will be 
unpredictable.. .please do write back to me 
with damage reports, estimated repair costs, 
and the like. At all events, secure copy now. 

ED PINSENT 14/01/2002 

50 Ayr Road, Chester, NY 1 09 1 8-2409, 


records can help you in your life. Life often comes to a certain point where 
you feel like you are slowly suffocating, wrapped in the cares of the day as if 

trapped in the coils 


Plurabelle 

SWITZERLAND CUT 007 CD (2001 ) 



of serpents. The 
intensity of it all 
may smother us to 
death. Thankfully, a 
track such as 
‘Fantastic 
Literature 3' is on 
hand to exorcise 
these cruel 
daemons who 
would choke the 
air and bleed us, 
and this If, Bwana 
track does indeed 
offer a workable 
solution to this 
common dilemma. 
Of course, not all 
listeners will 
necessarily find a 
but that’s the risks 


of avant-garde music for youse - the value of shares can go down as well as 


1 8 gold stars to this American percussionist for a fine new set of his solo 
recordings. These are gorgeous, mesmerising drones, which explore the 
acoustic possibilities of percussion to an extreme degree. I’m assuming 
Plurabelle is derived from close-miked percussion source recordings, treated 
and remixed in the studio. Each episode brings with it a layer of thick, syrupy 
distortion, and occasional loop-work, that transforms the music into a 
wondrous sonorous drone. Various exciting and fascinating sensations are 
conveyed. Right now I’m a deep sea diver, hearing the chimes of church bells 
sounding off the coast of Dorset while I dive for the sunken remains of a 
Henrician vessel. Next moment, I’m in the dentist’s chair, recovering from a 
heavy dose of ether as I swim back to the surface to face two smiling nurses 
looking down at my bleeding mouth. Then, I’m enjoying a painless suffocation 
wrapped in a swaddling blanket of pink cotton wool. 

A lot of contemporary electronica artists lean heavily on studio effects and 
mechanical programmes to create an artificial atmosphere, while they fall 
asleep, read a magazine, or head off to the cafe for a steaming cup of 
Americano. Jason Kahn is, emphatically, not such a one. Rather, I think he is 
using these effects simply to enhance the natural resonances of his drums, 
cymbals, and gongs, extending their acoustic qualities into a new dimension. 
The craft of his playing is ever-present. No matter how extreme the 
treatment, you can always tell that these recordings started life with a 


up- 


human being striking a percussive object. This means that, at all times, there 


‘Fantastic Literature 3', and certain tracks on disc one, illustrate 
just how far it is possible to go with the modern science of the 
excessive overdub. You recall how If, Bwana once overdubbed 
his clarinets in a near-infinite ‘bouncing’ exercise on the Clara 
Nostra CD in 1999, reviewed in TSP issue eight. Amazingly, his 
music gets clearer and more limpid the more layers he adds to 
it, not the opposite. His instruments - among them a steel cello, 
a guitar, an ARP 2600 synth and a tiny Rogue Moog - are all 
clever, dark little weapons of doom, harnessed like black beetles 
and set to work rolling huge dung-heaps up and down the 
length of Fifth Avenue. A stirring sight, you’ll own. ..the like not 
seen since the 1950s and the science-fiction classic movie, 

Them! 

There’s so much palpable narrative here this guy should win the 
Nobel prize for literature. ‘Walking Der Dog’ proposes a steely 
landscape full of scraping and bowing, while the continual 
footfalls of Ted The Dog are heard trudging and crunching over 
sandy and sleety surfaces. A walk through an infernal park, 
where the sun never rises. ‘Goo Pond’ at just 1 3.23 duration is 
short of a mauvais quart d’heure inside the eye of a terrible 



is an entirely natural and realistic 
structure underpinning each piece 
here, determining its length, its 
texture, its tone colour, and so 
forth. The recording studio becomes 
an electron microscope, allowing the 
sustained and detailed 
contemplation of otherwise 
imperceptible sound-events. 
Recorded in France by sonic genius 
and askew songwriter Bob Drake, 
and packaged in a fine thick card 
sleeve screenprinted with blue, 
green and black patterns designed 
by Kahn. 

ED PINSENT 31/12/2001 
www.cut.fm 
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Organum 

Volume Two 

USA ROBOT RECORDS RR-1 8 CD 
(ND) 

A staggeringly fine collection of loud scrapey 
drone music, this is primo genius from the 
original Droning Ones, a superb set of grade-one 
scrape and grind noiseotics from the undisputed 
Maestros of Moan. I’m pretty indiscriminating 
when it comes to David Jackman; any Organum 
record to me signifies ‘must purchase now’, 
although most of their releases are tough to 
acquire. Even CDs like this one on Robot 
Records are not all that common; luckily, Richard 
Rupenus sent me this without me even asking for 
it. Original Organum vinyl is likewise scarce, 
desirable to collectors, and hence costly 
whenever it appears. Look out for this one if you 
can - its cover is completely black, but the clues 
are printed on the spine and on the disc. The 
three pieces here are from the 1 980s, the first 
two released on Jackman’s LAYLAH label - 
‘Valley of Worms’ was originally the B-side of 
1 985's ‘In Extremis’, a collaboration with The 
New Blockaders. ‘Horii’ is a collaboration with 
Andrew Chalk from 1 986, a new version of the 
vinyl original. 'Ich Reiste Weit Und Verweilte Fur 
Einigezeit In Tring', is a previously unreleased 



suggest blue phantoms hovering above a twilit 
grassy meadow. Flowers from a funeral home, 
demolished many years ago. Two vases, with half- 
visible engravings offish and shells. Dead trees in 
the Autumn. On the front cover, perhaps a found 
photograph, the sepia-tinted face of an old Spanish 
matador it seems, who gazing into the distance 
cannot convey the pointlessly cruel things he has 
beheld in his life. But this music gives his melancholy 
a voice. ‘Schlaf gut’ is no less affecting, and its 
whimpering, attenuated tones could probably 
moisten the eyes of a bronze statue submersed in 
icy waters up to its waist. In which context the 
middle track ‘a I b2' - a fairly ordinary bit of 
European modern disco blat - appears slightly 
misjudged. No matter. The remaining music is an 
object lesson in empathy, a musician humanising the 
cold circuits of today’s musical technology. 

ED PINSENT 22/1 1/2001 

Agrippinaufer 6, 50678 Koln, Germany 

info@staubgold.com 

www.staubgold.com 

Rosy Parlane 

Getxo 

UNITED KINGDOM SIGMA EDITIONS 
SIGMA 010 CD (2001) 


work from 1 989. This tuneless music is slow and almost sacred in its 
intensity. Metal and wood are probably used to make the creaking, clanking 
and scraping noises, and their inner voices are activated by mysterious 
actions that need not concern us. Jackman was one of the more famous 
alumni of Cornelius Cardew’s Scratch Orchestra, and he has translated the 
‘lessons’ of Cardew into something very practical, creating sounds and 
spaces uniquely his own. The deep centre of gravity has a powerful effect on 
the mind; it centres you, organises you, and points you towards new spaces 
in your mind. Wooly edges, peripheral vision, all tricks to help you see 
beyond and expand into unexplored areas. Listen to this for long enough 
and you can give your entire brain a makeover. Play it loud, and ascend like a 
helicopter or skim the waves like a hydrofoil, as you resonate with the 
vibrations. Organum speaks of infinite possibilities. 


A CD of droning magnificence, very busy and very detailed drones. A fine 
new release from this New Zealand solo electronic minimalist. A reliable 
artiste - these are intensive delvings deep into the collective psyche, 
universal observations refracted through the prism of a bank of electronic 
equipment. Long, hypnotic tracks emanate from the bank. Not every single 
Rosy Parlane idea is worth your time, admittedly; there are moments of 
Ambient near-cliche, for example the now slightly retro-sounding ‘Getxo’ 
with its mildly-distressed loops and layers occupying some halfway house 
between Main and Oval. But when Parlane music works, it’s grand; succumb 
to the huge majestic sweep of ‘Versa’, which is as effective and as moving as 
watching a glowing sunset, for long ecstatic minutes that feel like days. For 
some reason, it’s becoming increasingly hard to put any kind of human voice 
into the music and modes of electronica. Rosy Parlane still manages to do it 


ED PINSENT 09/02/2002 


quite well; this is a voice full of drama, and very human contradictions. As 


you all remember, Rosy Parlane enjoyed some distinction as the first ever 


Reuber 

Bnf Ruhig Blut 
GERMANY 
STAUBGOLD 
18 CD (2001) 

Extremely serene 
and wonderful 
droning piece of 
electronica from T 
Reuber, courtesy 

■■•V of those wonderful 

people at Staubgold 
- this nifty 
Cologne-based 
label has released 
many a user- 
friendly diamond in 
its time, hand- 
picking only the tastiest delicacies of melodic electronic music for our 
pleasure. This fine morsel starts with a glorious long track ‘ruhig blut’; fine 
music, by anyone’s standards. Put it in your kettle and the scale that resolves 
around the rim of your coffee cup is like flecks of golden dust in an ashtray. 
The music is perhaps little more than a simple series of fine harmonic 
pitches blending into a chord, a continuum fed endlessly though filters, yet 
somehow it all evokes a wistful nostalgia. A warm and golden sound, like fine 
skeins of honey twisted over the eyelids of dead moths. Arrives packaged 
with some extremely evocative photographs by Bernd E Schyma. Certainly, 
this provides a context for the yearning noises. Double-exposed figures 


release on this label (Sigma 00 1 , in 1 998); the work has improved massively 
after that tentative initial step, progressing from Philip Glass influences into a 
new realm of creativity, and originality. Just in case I haven’t mentioned it, 


Sigma have also 
remained very true 
to their ideal of 
simple, no-frills 
packaging; this 
features a fine matt 
black box printed 
on a white card 
(slightly grainy) 
slipcase. I think the 
label started in 
Australia; recent 
releases were 
available from a 
Holland address, 
but this one was 
manufactured in 
the UK and arrived 
from a London 
address. I guess 
locality means very 
little in this modern 
world of global 
trading. 

ED PINSENT 

01 / 02/2002 
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Nightmares and 
Penumbra 


Ashtray Navigations 

Tristes Tropiques 
AUSTRALIA RHIZOME NO 
NUMBER CD (2000) 

A very funny CD starting with a movie 
soundtrack tape of people with very proper 
English accents preparing to fight vampires 
or other representatives of the forces of evil 
and darkness and then lapsing into the 
familiar wheezy, scratchy guitar soup with 
accordion-like effects that go in and out of 
the music and make you feel sick. The first 
track ‘Reel’ goes on like this for 1 9 minutes, 
punctuated by guitar feedback solos 
occasionally accompanied by what sounds 
like buckets imitating tabla drums. There are 
funny noises reminiscent of a dripping faucet 
in a huge echo chamber. 

The second track ‘<rail between>’ sounds 
even more sickly and asthmatic but it's 
compelling in its own hayfeverish way. 

There's plenty happening here with little 
bubble sounds and mewling guitar coming 
through. After 1 8 minutes, we come to the 
beautiful and unearthly Their Heads Are 
Green and Their Hands Are Blue’ (probably 
inspired by the Edward Lear poem, The 
Jumblies’). This is followed by a Bethesda 
trilogy of which the second track ‘Bethesda 
During The Rain’ is the most queasily 
melodic. Track 7 is very shrill, like a 
high-pitched chainsaw, accompanied by 

water droplet blops and the last track features more conventional guitar sounds and 
feedback effects. 

This is an incredible recording very much unlike anything else you'll ever hear, apart 
from another Ashtray Navigations CD: sickly and wheezy, but drawing you into its own 
little hallucinatory world. If you're having problems dreaming at night, play this music 
regularly and you will soon meet the Jumblies with their sea-green hair and sky-blue 
hands sailing in their Sieve upon the sea in your slumber. 

JENNIFER HOR 



a musical-environmental dystopia. Track 
titles such as ‘Glaciers’, ‘Bad Lands’, 
‘Disaster’ and ‘El Ninyo’ back this up, 
suggesting that De Fabriek divide the 
blame equally between man-made 
pollution and natural disasters when 
accounting for the lamentable 
geophysical shape of the globe today. No 
doubt, the statement is aided in its 
ambition by the grandiose and gloomy 
artwork on the triple gatefold digipack, a 
collage by Robert Schalinski which mixes 
the ancient with the modern, the urban 
with the primitive. There are jungle 
animals, city skyscrapers, wreckage from 
ancient civilisations and 20 th century 
urban decay, all sprawled against banks 
of sickening pink clouds. This queasy 
melange alone speaks volumes, as does 
the enlarged mutant insect face on the 
interior of the wrap... 

The aspirations of these visuals are 
matched with the grotesque sounds 
hereon, aiming for what De Fabriek 
describe as ‘the typical analogue 
primitivism’. The opening cuts are 
extremely effective, despite swiping 
every cliche in the sampler’s bible. 
Besides the running waters, we have 
jungley-growls, African drumming, ethnic 
chants, church bells and Russian 
Orthodox church choirs - all thrown 
one on top of the other against an 
increasingly sinister backdrop of 

mechanical beats. At length, this devolves into electronic samples 
and blasts - clunky high tones and menacing low tones, and a 
rhythm suggesting a dark waltz, a dance of death. From here on 
the disc becomes more predictable, but no less powerful; the 
beats and noises grow ever-more apocalyptic, delineating 
factories of doom and gathering storms across alien landscapes. 
Lots of effects are deployed; a weird dub music effect is 
attempted, though there’s no survivors left to dance to it; and the 
ghost of Merzbow pays a friendly visit. 


Rhizome, Rhizomel00@hotmail.com 

Betley Welcomes Careful Drivers, ptodd@tesco.net 

Blackbean and Placenta, bbptc@ix.net.com 


De Fabriek 

Quatro-Erogenic-Occupy Theme's 

FRANCE MOLOKO + PLUS 039 CD 

( 2001 ) 

This is a strange and occasionally very violent construct, 
one that outlines and depicts an entire planet in the 
throes of death. It starts and ends with the sound of 
running water, a particular selection of rhyming sounds 
that at first led me to think that this 1 2-track monster 
had been composed or arranged as a conceptual whole. 
As it turns out, it’s probably far more episodic than I give 
it credit for, but still paints a grimly fascinating portrait of 



Oddly enough, it takes seven guys to put together a bricolage of 
this magnitude, one of whom is Japanese and the remainder may 
be Dutch. ..it was mostly recorded in Holland. 
These ‘pioneering’ fellows have some history 
behind them - De Fabriek (both a band and a 
label for underground music) was founded at 
the end of 1 977 as a music-making collective 
whose personnel remains very fluid. They 
issued their minimal experimental works as 
very limited editions in nice packages - these 
are probably enormously collectible by now. 
Judging by this newie, they’ve come a long 
way from their toy instruments and hand- 
made music machines of yore. 


ED PINSENT 10/12/2000 
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Francisco Lopez / 
Joe Colley 

Knowing When To Not 
Know 

GREECE ANTIFROST AFRO 
2009 3" CD (2001) 

A short and perplexing minidisc 
here, resulting from what may have 
been a fleeting encounter between 
the roaming Spaniard and the 
Californian-based sound artist, Joe 
Colley. In spite of its extreme 
abstraction, the work of Lopez 
never sounds like the product of a 
man who lives in his studio. Rather, 
there’s always this ‘outdoor’ quality 
to the music, everything reflecting 
the glories of breathing, walking and 
living en plein air. This may be down 
to the source material he uses (often 
field recordings), but it also tends to reflect the semi-mythical role that is starting to 
accrue around him: Lopez the voyager, like a young Odysseus, flying from coast to coast 
across a restless ocean, as he ministers to his record label that has three international 
headquarters. Creating music out of his meetings with people, turning the journeys and 
the places into acoustic art. But, importantly, he always takes the sounds back out into 
the world, so they become a part of it again. I like the story about this composition 
having its own ‘adventures’ before it ‘ends up in Lopez’s traveller bag’. 

Silence, emptiness, dead air.. .the void of nothingness. Water. Then added layers of 
treated white noise. Knowing When Not To Know becomes impossibly intense, loud 
and impenetrable - acquiring an aura of menace. Everything fades away quickly, leaving a 
lonely dissipated sound to be blown away helplessly across an endless empty wasteland. 
We’re stranded in another tract of silence, emptiness and dead air. Then, inexplicably, a 
quiet muffled sound hovers in the air - we can barely hear them but there are 
instruments, guitars, drums and organ; a fourth-rate ‘funk band’ are playing their guts 
out, but none of their frenzied activity is really audible. They’re seen through the wrong 
end of the telescope, dancing like tiny red ants on an anthill. The futility of man’s 
endeavours starts to weigh upon your shoulders. The CD ends abruptly. Finis. The 
brevity of this composition has not prevented Lopez from realising yet another 
powerful statement. 

ED PINSENT 16/12/2001 

Andromachis 70, Kallithea GR 176 72, Athens, Greece 
www.antifrost.gr 



Margaret De Wys 

I Oh 

USA ECSTATIC PEACE E#86C CD [?2000/2001] 

A short soundtrack consisting of sequences of extreme vocalisations certain to leave 
your nerves in shreds long after its 27-minute duration and after all other CDs have 
been erased from your memory. De Wys breathes, croons, grunts, gabbles, whines, 
moans and shrieks through this recording like one possessed by a hundred thousand 
devils. If you thought Diamanda Galas's recordings were an endurance test, think again! 
Probably the most oppressive aspect of I Oh is the slow breathing that begins the CD 
and which recurs throughout; the breathing sounds close to being distorted (the 
dynamics of this CD are apparently extreme and much of the original sound range 
exceeded the recording capacity) and De Wys was probably breathing out heavily into 
the microphone as well with the sound level turned all the way up. There is little 
instrumentation except to augment the vocalisations and this serves to heighten the 
rawness and intensity of the recording especially if you follow the CD sleeve's 
recommendation to listen to I Oh in a quiet environment. 

De Wys offers no context or direction as to how you should listen to this CD and for 
some people this may be the most frightening aspect of the recording. At times you 
may be tempted to laugh as De Wys babbles or screams like a fruitcake because you do 
not know how else to react (and extreme recordings like this are quite barmy in their 
way) and then you feel guilty for having laughed and for not reacting in some other 
politically correct way. 

Recommended only for the very fearless or the very foolish among you and if you need 
references among which to place this work, think Galas's Schrei X or Antonin Artaud's 
Pour en finir avec le jugement de Dieu. In case you're wondering about the artist 
herself, De Wys seems to be a psychologically sane and well-adjusted music teacher at 


an art college in New York state; she was a founding member 
with Glenn Branca of the late 70's group Theoretical Girls and 
she has worked with electronic soundscape composer Maryanne 
Amacher among others. 

JENNIFER HOR 

www.smellslikerecords.com/ecstaticpeace 


Rsundin 

Internal Reference 

BONBON RECORDS BBCD09 CD (2001) 

Another curio from Ronnie Sundin, one that alternates quiet 
tracks with - erm - less quiet tracks in a compelling, dreamy, 
abstract-a-moid. It’s all process, I guess - yet through the process 
we are taken to somewhere mysteriously compelling. The 
sleeveless CD boasts on its printed label of its sources, 
comprising mostly process-based sound events from domestic 
electrical equipment or the computer, samples made with the 
built-in mic of a computer, and environment recordings taken 
from inside abandoned computer rooms! (A conceptual neatness, 
suggesting the mind of a man obsessed with his own PC.) Sources 
are further treated (or left ‘raw’) via Mr Sundin’s hard-drive. We 
hear slow, metallic, heavy breathing from a gigantic machine in the 
darkness. Long minutes pass like days in this isolation chamber. 

It’s not a terribly threatening nightmare, but an endless one. Look 
again - the machine is now unspooling yards of magnetic tape 
from its guts, littering the floor of the lab. However, the 
processor works steadily away and completes its obscure 
program until the war with the night is over. 

This fascinating five-level adventure could almost be the 
soundtrack for the world’s least eventful Playstation game; if such 
a game existed (let’s call it EMPTY CHAMBER EXPLORATION), 
I’d be the first to buy it. Rsundin is so fascinated (and I don’t 
blame him) by his own processes, he lets them run and run until 
the course of action reaches some natural conclusion. The 
textures, whirrs, hums and rattles all carry a discreet brand of 
fascination. At times we seem to have entered directly into the 
heart of some nameless processing unit, although virtually no 
‘real’ sound is recognisable within this abstract murk. I wonder 
what makes it all, particularly the hypnotic third track, so 
compelling; perhaps because it somehow approximates the 
condition of the mind and body during long stretches of sleep. Or 
at least what I imagine is going on while I am sleeping. I wish I 
could get more of it (sleep, that is), although my insomnia 
troubles are not as bad as they used to be, thanks for asking. 
Maybe I should leave Internal Reference to run on repeat play 
some night and see, in that sleep of death, what dreams may 
come. The sleep of reason brings forth monsters. 

ED PINSENT 08/01/2002 
http://bonbonrecords.cjb.net/ 


Walter Marchetti 

De Musicorum Infelicitate 

ITALY ALGA MARGHEN PLANA-M 1 6NMN.039 CD 

( 2001 ) 

Here’s an extremely challenging piece of modern music, one 
which champions a depressing anti-art concept and performs it to 
its conclusion, ruthlessly. Only the stout of heart should proceed. 

Marchetti is a veteran Italian conceptualist and performer with a 
creditable history behind him. I expect I have misunderstood 
Marchetti’s project, as I have been sent into raptures by the 
aesthetic charms of his previous Alga Marghen releases. The 
rewards to be reaped from their sonorous qualities were hard to 
gain, but once you’d found a way to the top of the tree then the 
fruits were thine to enjoy. This one is trying for something much 
more conceptual, and the fruits of the tree remain ultimately 
indigestible. 

At the LMC Festival recently, Marchetti turned in a Fluxus-like 
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performance to accompany a playback of his 
tape piece. It involved pieces of paper, which waiter Mon*** 

were arranged on a music stand to look like 
sheet music; but they were blank pieces of 
paper, which in any case were screwed up and 
discarded by the implacable performer. The 
supreme irony is that he was sitting behind a 
Bosendorfer grand piano while he did it, his 
back to the audience, and refusing to play a 
single note on that expensive instrument. I 
sensed with this work that he had an underlying 
contempt for art, and for its audience.. .but 
nothing was explained. However, that long hour 
- from which some of the audience fled in 
terror, or boredom - was fiendishly 
unforgettable in its bleak absurdity. 

This particular piano nightmare is also 
something you’re not likely to forget in a hurry. 

The ten ‘Variations’ which comprise The 
Unhappiness of Music are all timed at precisely 
six minutes in length; or rather, cut into exact 
lengths like so much yard goods. When time’s 

up, the tape is chopped off deliberately to create a shock effect. I think two pianos have 
been overdubbed, and the ‘music’ they produce appears to be little more than random 
runs up and down the keys by the performer, an act he has executed with astonishing 
conviction. There’s obvious contempt for salon music, the conservatory and everything 
associated with classical form; even the use of the ‘Variation’ titles betrays a sneer of 
deep-rooted contempt. But perhaps Marchetti has completely lost faith in all music, not 
just classical. The conceptual sleeve note, prepared by Gabriele Bonomo and 
interspersed with identical photographs of (I assume) a younger Marchetti as a violinist, 
describes this work as an ‘opus vandalicum’. It rants and raves over the death of music, 
the superfluity of its form, and can’t wait to tramp the dirt down on the grave. It affirms 
the Fluxus line of thought that declared that all forms of Western culture had died long 
ago, leaving only empty dead remnants behind in galleries and museums. 

Pretty gloomy, eh? Even without subscribing to the ideas, this music is profoundly 
depressing, the endless inane clatter of it deliberately programmed to resemble 
monkeys tapping keys at random, and it conveys despair at the futility of art’s inability to 
communicate anything. In fact, it conveys the utter absurdity of existence. The purity of 
it all might have a purgative effect if you’re sick of the excesses of modern superficiality; 
one listen and you can efface images of Robbie Williams and Nicole Kidman instantly. 
Come to that, you can efface virtually everything! 

This is music ‘about’ itself, as Marchetti himself clues us in - stating that if we haven’t 
understood this, we understand nothing. In the same way, Jackson Pollock’s art in the 
late 1 940s was singled out by Clement Greenberg as being truly modern painting, 
painting that was ‘about’ painting, about paint on canvas, with no reference to the 
external world. Of course, Pollock brought personality and a psychological depth to his 
automatism and his doodles writ large, but Marchetti appears to be one step ahead of 
that game too. He’s transformed his automatic piano doodling into a hermetically sealed 
statement that cunningly resists any kind of psychological depth. The entire work 
remains an enigma, of which the code will never be found. Lying down on his blankets 
in the art gallery on the front cover, Marchetti may not be feigning sleep, but acting out 
a role as the stone-dead corpse of music. I tell you, some days it doesn’t even pay to 
get out of bed! 

ED PINSENT 25/1 1/2001 

Emanuele Carcano, via Frapolli 40, 20133 Milano, Italy 
algamarghen@iol.it 


distinct piece each with his own stamp 
d« imisicorom infeiicitate on it though the pieces superficially 

don't sound all that different from each 
other. 

The Lopez piece is the longer of the 
two and is punctuated by blocks of 
silence from which puffs and hisses of 
sonic steam slowly emerge, followed by 
deep rumbles of what could be distant 
thunder. Sometimes there are abrupt 
changes in volume or direction in the 
piece but much of the time the music 
seems to ebb and flow rhythmically like 
the laboured breathing of a distant giant 
planet with its thick and heavy 
atmospheres of methane, liquid 
hydrogen and other fluids unknown to 
humankind. Mini-cyclones come and go 
within the roiling clouds, streams of 
cold liquids under high pressure shoot 
through gaps in the masses of air. As 
with many of Lopez's other recordings, 
this piece is fathomless and impenetrable. In the last half of the 
recording, the music drops into near-nothingness or a state 
where it's difficult to tell whether you're hearing actual sound or 
just the static at the end of the recording - in this way, Lopez has 
erased the boundary between music and silence, between noise 
and not-noise. 

The Karkowski piece has more force and activity and is the more 
‘accessible’ of the two in the sense that it seems more structured 
and has a more definite direction. Karkowski, like Lopez, gets the 
music to ebb and flow rhythmically but he manipulates aspects 
like volume and space more so the whole piece throbs like a giant 
heart in the middle of a vast alien circulatory system with liquid 
metal for blood - you can hear it all whooshing about as the heart 
pumps huge volumes through the labyrinthine ventricles. At the 
same time, the piece seems rather too busy especially if you listen 
to it after the Lopez piece, there's so much going on; still, if you 
love the sound of pulsating blasts of blizzard-like fountains 
through huge arteries and veins, this recording should suit you. 

Don't ask me to choose between these recordings: I like them 
both, they are actually very different though they might initially 
sound very similar. But then I have so many of these guys' 
recordings, I probably will need a whole lifetime to get through 
them all ... 

JENNIFER HOR 

13 Osward Road, London SWI 7 7SS, UK 

www.touch.demon.co.uk 

www.absolutesound.net 


Zbigniew Karkowski / Xopher 
Davidson 

Function Generator 
PORTUGAL SIRR 2003 CD (2001 ) 


Zbigniew Karkowski / Francisco Lopez 


A grim and foreboding noise record, and one that might be 
another link in the chain of the myth that ‘sound can be used as a 


Whint 

UNITED KINGDOM .ABSOLUTE. 

[LONDON] ,a.[l]003-01 2xCD (2000) 

Wow, a double recording by Lopez and Karkowski! - let's 
not fight over who gets to review this one! These 2 pieces 
derive from a set of sounds created by both musicians in 
San Francisco in August, 2000; they then worked on these 
sounds separately. Some people may wonder what can be 
done with a set of what basically seem little more than bits 
of turned-up static you hear at the end of a recording but 
if you're familiar with Lopez and Karkowski (we rabbit on 
about these people often enough and loudly enough so 
you should be familiar with them!), you'll recognise each 
artist has shaped these white noise elements into a 



weapon’. For about 30 years now we’ve had various outcasts, 
weirdos and avant nutcases blithering on about 
using sound as an offensive weapon, be it John Cale 
vibrating buildings into rubble with his fucking 
amplified viola, Lou Reed broadcasting on a 
‘forbidden’ frequency and causing fights to break 
out in rock gig audiences, Coil and David Tibet 
promising to make people throw up, evacuate their 
bowels or even curdle their intestines by using the 
right frequencies of kilohertz. I’m sure there’s a 
pattern to this myth; it’s probably motivated by a 
fear of radio or fear of electricity, and a little 
research might yield similar, earlier manifestations 
of the same phobia. 
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I’m overstating the case, since Zbigniew doesn’t 

explicitly set out to achieve a similar aim with this new recording, but the 
evidence of his past is revealing; he has aligned himself and collaborated with 
various musical madmen who have promised similar violent damage to our ears, 
bodies and brains. Blixa Bargeld, who has sawn up stages and used explosions as 
part of music performance; John Duncan, who cultivates an interest in extreme 
body-art performance including isolation tanks and enforced blindness actions; 
The Hafler Trio, Stelarc and Merzbow. Besides these, Zbigniew was the 
mastermind behind the Meltdown project of 1999, which proposed to take over 
the world through an ingenious strategy of sonic assaults. As far as we know, 
however, nobody has ever yet died from hearing the music of these people, so as 
I’ve said ‘death by noise’ remains a myth, and one of those ‘taboo’ subjects that 
extremo-industrial mayhem merchants simply like to play with as a ‘forbidden’ 
concept. 

What is behind all this bleakness? Function Generator works on two levels; from 
one viewpoint, its blanket of noise so thoroughly deadens the listener’s nervous 
system that it induces helplessness, a kind of angry apathy; to the point that it 
feels like being in a cell, or an isolation tank. I expect this strategy is to remind us 
that we all live in prison anyhow, and exhorts us to do something about the 
situation. Gloom!. ..the other side to Function Generator is its directedness; a 
sinister noise, indeed, but not investigative of the natural phenomenon of 
resonating kilohertz (like Disinformation might approach it); instead, the record is 
a death ray. Pointing directly at its audience (ie the entire population of the 
world), it proposes total annihilation, and not simply a bit of mischief that will 
make us vomit or soil our britches. The music makes your windows rattle the 
same way that passing trains or heavy trucks do; it conjures an image of a 
perpetual parade of tanks and military camions on the road outside, suggesting 
that the military coup has finally happened and that a police state is imminent. 

Karkowski realised this malevolent recording with the help ofXopher Davidson, 
who prefers to be called Antimatter - which should give you some idea of where 
he’s coming from. His work has mostly appeared in a fine art context, adding a 
sonic dimension to films, paintings in galleries, or installations - but he has put out 
an Antimatter CD and appeared on not a few comps. Together, this pair have 
delivered a quiet, but brutally powerful statement in sound; its mesmeric qualities 
conceal a darker purpose, so although you may be tempted to succumb to the 
pleasant throbs after 20 minutes, I wouldn’t recommend it.. .who knows where 
you will wake up? 



ED PINSENT 25/1 1/2001 

Rua Cicada Nova, Lisboa 220, 5A, 1 800 Lisboa, Portugal 
sirr.ecords@clix.pt 

Zeitblom 

Bioplex in Delay - 
Environments # 1 
GERMANY TOURETTE TICK 1 2 X 
CD (2001) 

Zeitblom was one third of the trio (with 
Christian Fennesz and Rantasa) that produced 
the RHIZ CD Music For An Isolation Tank in 
1 999, a superb but terrifying episode of 
330 electrifying mayhem which I described in its 
ungodly detail in issue eight. As it turns out, 
Zeitblom was probably the most important fraction within that triumvirate-equation. 
Did you find a copy? You recall how that music was (apparently) part of an art gallery 
installation that involved suspending bodies in water while music was played into the 
unwilling ears of these human guinea pigs. I find now that the same three scoundrels 
also worked together on another not unrelated RHIZ release, Bioadapter. 

On this new sumptuous double-CD release, weighing in at a good two hours’ listening 
time, Zeitblom delivers an aural equivalent of his Bioplex installation artwork. I have 
been trying, on behalf of a perplexed audience of expectant listeners, to decode the 
sleeve note herein (penned by Herr Rantasa) and convey it back to you in all in a form 
which might be easier understood. All I’ve fetched back so far from Rantasa’s writings is 
a heap of broken images. The installation itself is an artificial space. The space might be 
varied by the presence of human bodies, whose biological features (for example, the 
sound of the heartbeat) will alter the art and indeed contribute to its making. Much the 
same probably applies to the urban installations of Achim Wollschied, but I’ve never 
seen them. Whatever sonic elements can be captured are fed into a computer system 
that subjects it to an algorithmical processing, sending it through a series of steps that 
sends it whirling into an infinity of repeats. In addition, there’s a nightmarish image of a 
man suspended in some ‘cottage of glass’, breathing artificial fan-blown air, drinking and 
eating his own recycled waste. Tying it all together are philosophical ruminations on the 



nature of falling rain; in particular, man’s attempts to programme 
rainfall (by cloud-seeding perhaps) contrasted with the 
unpredictable nature of weather systems. 

What the devil all this amounts to is anyone’s guess. Rantasa is 
deliberately obscuring his meaning, but I’m prepared to believe he 
stands on the verge of making some important points. 

In any case, little matters when you play the CDs. It’s a set of 
crazy German electronica, genuinely powerful and mesmerising, 
and the depth of the research and its profound (though obscure) 
meanings are clearly evident in every shimmering moment of this 
incandescent music. It’s just that the profundity doesn’t translate 
directly into graspable concepts. There are four tracks, each built 
up out of noisy, spastic electro-loops, resembling a sort of Terry 
Riley minimalism gone completely out of control. Not a single 
looped moment repeats itself exactly; the forms change from 
moment to moment, yet still operate in the same abstract sphere 
of recognisable repetition. This is perhaps as close as you can 
come to reproducing the speed, and nature, of the constantly 
evolving and changing pattern of human thought. 

One day, I vow, I will figure out the meaning of this work. In the 
meantime, I simply enjoy its musical density as a form of 
continuous Poly-Filla for the noggin...l mean that it gets inside my 
brain, and smooths over the canyons and crevices of my weary 
cerebellum. Indeed, if most modern electronicists, peddling their 
shoddy cheap workmanship, are the equivalent of cowboy- 
building labourers, then Zeitblom is that rare thing, a reliable 
builder.. .he performs as efficiently as any good 1 9 th -century 
plasterer artisan, and his erections are built to last (and I know 
what I’m saying!). I can highly recommend his work.. .next year I’m 
going to get him to do my extension. 

ED PINSENT 28/1 1/2001 

Liebermann, St Georgen 1 5, D-95448, Bayreuth 
ReLiT o@T -online.de 
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Music That Others 
Would Call Noise 


Gen Ken Montgomery 

Mini-interview 30/01/2002 

Besides the wonderful Icebreaker record, New York-based sound 

ARTIST AND N0ISEICIAN GEN KEN HAS A HISTORY OF MAKING RECORDS 
USING UNUSUAL OBJECTS - SUCH AS THE LAMINATOR. He’S ALSO A 
LONG-TIME ASSOCIATE OF THE GERMAN ELECTRONICA HERO, CONRAD 
SCHNITZLER . 


EP You've worked with a range of objects to 
produce sound art events. Is the process of 
sound-generation more important than the 
object used? The objects in your list are 
positively Surrealist - what do think Andre 
Breton would have made of you?! 

GKM The experience of listening is far more 
important that the source of the sound. Musical 
instruments, appliances, objects - all can be used 
to create listening experiences. I’ve never made 
a distinction between a synthesizer, a violin or a 
refrigerator. They all have a sonic element that 
can be used to create a good listen. I don’t 
know what Andre Breton would have made of 
me. I think he would like the Ice-O-Matic 
though. Maybe he would find the sound 
marvellous. 

EP Does the Ice-O-Matic have some - erm - 
talismanic property which attracted you? It sure 
looks like a nifty item. Do you look for these things in junk shops, or do they 
just turn up? 

GKM I didn’t know how talismanic the Ice-O-Matic was when I first brought 
it home. I like junk shops, thrift store, yard sales, stoop sales, stacks of 
garbage in the street etc. You never know what you’ll find. Its an attraction 
to chance, haphazardness and luck. I enter these 
arenas like I enter an art museum. My eyes wander 
until something pulls me in. Sometimes I get 
surprised about what Im attracted to. I try not to 
inhibit the impulse to move towards it. Sometimes 
I suddenly pick something up that’s horrible. But I 
had to pick it up to find out. The Ice-O-Matic was 
love at first sight in Cleveland Ohio. I had no idea 
of using it as a sound making device. I just thought 
it looked good and it was cheap enough. It sat on a 
shelf until one day... 

Whether they come from an instrument of mine, a 
toy, an appliance, a malfunctioning 8-Track player 
or something happening out my window, the 
sounds I use in my work are a part of my life in one 
way or another. 

EP Did you need to add much tape processing or 
studio work to make its sounds into music? What 


did you do to the recordings? Is that the 'real' 
sound of the Ice-O-Matic at the very end of the 
record? 

GKM I’m attracted to sounds from the first 
instant because I find them musical. I don’t need 
to add any processing or effects to hear them as 
musical. 

When I recorded Icebreaker in 1991 I was still 
using a lot of electronic instruments. Mostly 
cheap toys and analog synthesizers. But then I 
had the opportunity to work in a professional 
studio with lots of synthesizers, samplers and 
electronic processing gear. I got something like 
writers block, I guess you could call it noisician’s 
block. I had one year to use the studio but after 
I I months I couldn’t figure out what I wanted to 
do. No inspiration. I knew my little instruments 
but these other high tech ones were so 
unknown to me I got lost in the technology. 
After a wasted time in the studio fiddling around with this expensive gear, I 
decided to bring in some things from home to record and process. The 
Ice-O-Matic was the star. It was a turning point in music making for me. Id 
always used concrete sounds in my music a motor, a fan, glass, metal, etc. 
But after Icebreaker I used the sounds objects made or other everyday sonic 
events as my main sound sources. When I 
performed Icebreaker live I ended by shoving 
handfuls of ice cubes into the Ice-O-Matic so the 
audience could hear the pure sound of the 
Ice-O-Matic. Since then I have used less and less 
electronic processing, but with Icebreaker I did a 
lot of electronic manipulation. 

EP In performance, you play the piece as a 
surround-sound work through large speakers, 
through many channels. By magnifying the sound 
to this degree, are you disrupting SCALE - 
changing the Ice-O-Matic from a small object, into 
something huge enough to live inside? 

GKM Certainly. I’m putting you inside of 
something big. But the space is as big as you make 
it since I perform it in total darkness. The 8 
speakers have 4 pairs of stereo information 
criss-crossing the room so the experience of 
Icebreaker is also very much about the sounds 
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moving through space and the immersive experience of being inside a world 
of sound which is very musical. I imagine my concerts as a public way of 
closing your eyes and putting on headphones. That’s why it is very dramatic 
at the end when you suddenly hear the pure little sound of the Ice-O-Matic 
coming from a stationary position. 

EP How do you generate and promote the 'haphazardness' that you seem 
to value in your work? 

GKM Haphazardness finds me wherever I go and of course it’s best when 
unexpected. With Lamination Rituals I laminate ephemeral objects while 
listening to the sound of their lamination. Unexpected changes takes place 
during the process of lamination. Try laminating a concert ticket, bubblewrap 
or pancakes for starters. The transformation of the mundane into 
officialdom is continually amazing! 

There is a regular dose of haphazardness built into my octophonic sound 
work. I began performing 8 channel Cassette Concerts In total darkness at 
the Generator Sound Theater in the 80s. Cassette Concerts was Conrad 
Schnitzler’s way of presenting electronic music, the individual tracks of a 
piece are recorded on separate cassettes (or today burned on CDs). The 
elements in the music become free to change in every performance: volume, 
placement, timing, timbre etc. It’s like making a live mix every time. Since it’s 
nearly impossible to start them all at the same moment (we never even tried 
to!) the relationships between the sounds morph and change into new and 
unrepeatable patterns, every time. 

In live performances I get excited about the uncertainty of what will come 
out of the speakers. I work with filmmaker Zoe Beloff making a live sound 
track to her live 3D film projection performance Mechanical Medium. 

Besides amplifying her projectors and putting them in the mix, I have a table 
full of unstable equipment and objects whose sounds are impossible to 
control or predict. During the performance, I make fast decisions while 
watching the screen, juggling the sounds and staying in sync with the 
moment. 


When travelling, I am fond of making concerts using objects that I just 
acquired from the Salvation Army the day before. That’s heightened 
haphazardness for me! Underlying my love of haphazardness is the 
suspicion that haphazardness doesn’t exist! 

EP What's the appeal of household objects? I can think of quite a few great 
musical records I've heard using them. ..including a great washing machine 
mini-LP from last year. Was La Monte Young the 'first' to rhapsodise about 
his fridge motor? What's the attraction for you personally? Do you see it 
stemming from the ideas of John Cage? 

GKM I pay attention to sounds, and get very attracted by the world of 
sound we live in. Everyone has a story about the sounds they hear. I listen 
and eventually record the ones I like the best. Then I try to bring them 
into consciousness for others. I get excited about the sound of things that 
have a purpose other than making sound. When I see objects I sometimes 
imagine what it would sound like. Certainly the refrigerator is a big 
everyday source of many sounds that everyone knows and usually try to 
ignore. I once searched for a silent refrigerator. I would be interested to 
know La Monte Young’s fridge motor work. I wasn’t aware of it but it may 
explain why I spent so many hours in the Dreamhouse. John Cage’s ideas 
and ears had a big influence on my life. As a teen, before I knew anything 
about his work as a composer I stumbled by chance upon his book Silence. 

I checked it out from my school library and still haven’t returned it! With 
his ideas I took myself out of every boring moment by shutting my eyes and 
listening. So in a way I thank him every time I hear music that others would 
call noise. 

Generator Sound Art, Inc. 

WWW.GENERATORSOUNDART.ORG 

ART IS THROWING MONEY 
OUT THE WINDOW 

http://home.earthlink.net/~kenmontgomery/ 
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Reynols 


At the Mountains of Mvster 


REYNOLSi 



Reynols 

Live in Chicago 
USA CARBON 
RECORDS CR40 CD 
( 2001 ) 


With the classic ‘Chihuahua in 
my shopping trolley’ cover. A 
vital document of the trio 
freaking out at a Chicago gig, at 
a venue called Deadtech in the 
middle of August 2000. The live 
incarnation of Reynols must 

clearly be something to behold. I’m sure an eruption of Mount Etna would 
be disappointing in comparison. Technically, the style of Reynols ‘playing’ in a 
live setup is no better or worse than the tortures they subject us to in the 
studio - it just goes on for much longer. This trancey feedback epic is a 36 
minute continuous track, and once they enter that psychedelic horse- 
mountain state, the only thing that can bring them round is a tidal wave of 
icy water. This is how live recordings ought to be, of course - on a par with 
the Butthole Surfers’ Double Live, a true drug-fuelled nightmare spread over 
four sides of vinyl degeneracy. In Liverpool I knew a young fellow who never 
stopped singing the praises of the Slade live LP, which was so loud and 
distorted that no songs were distinguishable - he described it (with a 
delighted grin on his face) as ‘hoover noises’. A similar quality applies here, 
only in a far stranger concoction. Throbbing feedback, bizarre low-grade 
electronics, and distant wailings from a foreign shore. So this is how it feels 
to be embalmed alive. 


ED PINSENT 06/03/2002 

PO Box 10718, NY 14610, USA 
www.carbon records.com 


Reynols 

Ormis Votas 

USA GAMEBOY RECORDS NO NUMBER 3" CD (2001 ) 

One of the more unsettling releases from a band who are becoming known 
for their sacred transgressions, their violation of taboos. On this 20 minute 
mini-disc, they come close to casting a black magic spell, utilising the runes 
and magick symbols. A foreboding, saturnine trance falls upon you right from 
the opening moments of the first version of ‘Ormis Votas’, featuring the 
entire trio wielding evil electric steel instruments shimmering with reverb 
FX, while the ritualistic chant of Tomasin summons forth certain daemons in 
a wispy voice that needs make no effort to be heard through the layers of 
eerie murk. The charm of these three warlocks could wreak dreadful 

revenge on your hated enemies, 
so use it with care and keep 
your thoughts pure as you 
listen. 

The second version of ‘Ormis 
Votas’ is Tomasin solo on 
‘drums, voice and no-voice.’ No 
fancy studio effects, here; he 
beats the drum like a shaman 
and delivers his explication in a 
stream of babble that is as 
inscrutable as hieroglyphics. 
Occasionally he shifts into the 
voice of an alter-ego: a faintly 
mocking voice, like an 
Argentinian Bluebottle (as 



played by Peter Sellers, on The Goon Show). While those around him are 
sent into an unholy ecstasy by his tribal drumming and chanting of a 
stupefying simplicity, Tomasin himself remains strangely centred and calm, 
never missing a single step until the spell is completed. The rest of us, after 
some ten minutes, are transformed into screaming zombies. Scary, isn’t it? 

ED PINSENT 14/02/2002 

PO Box 1 2 1 32, Columbus OH 432 1 2-0 1 32, USA 

Reynols 

Pauline Oliveros in 
the Arms of 
Reynols 

THE NETHERLANDS 
CREAM GARDENS 
CGR 04 CD (2000) 

Awesome, intense, frightening 
noise. I think the story of this 
uncanny record has been told 
elsewhere, but I can’t remember the exact circumstances of how the bizarre 
trio Reynols met up with the grandmother of avant-garde electronic music. 
It’s to her credit that Oliveros embraced the experience with such 
enthusiasm, and indeed she can be said to have flown to the Arms of 
Reynols. A fairly atypical Reynols release, this item can be compared 
favourably with Blank Tapes, the Trente Oiseaux CD of avant-nuttiness 
which we covered last ish and which remains a personal fave of your humble 
reviewer; POITAOR matches it for abstraction and intensity. The piece was 
originally released as a limited edition artefact (tape or LP?) by White Tapes 
in America. Where some releases give free gifts like badges or posters, this 
one came with a bag of sand. I tell you, I wish I had a bag of sand right now. 
The mood I’m in, I could probably eat the whole thing! 

Like Blank Tapes, which single-mindedly set out to explore the limitless 
possibilities of re-recording the sound of nothing, this CD is equally 
relentless in building up layers of powerful hissy droning racket. It’s 
something to do with climbing right inside a sound, exploring it with 
microscopic intensity, and somehow moving everything beyond the frontiers 
of possibility. The music inside music is sounding sound / inside sound and 
outside sound’ muses our Queen of Philosophy La Reine Oliveros, as she 
pounds her chest and inhales the clean air of her remote desert abode. The 
huge scale of this work can move mountains; it aims to express the totality 
of life, and the cosmos. ‘It is all that we are,’ she declaims, like some latterday 
Walt Whitman greeting the sunrise. 

For many years now Pauline Oliveros has been a proponent of her ‘Deep 
Listening’ music, playing her 
accordion and joining forces with 
her magic band who sometimes 
play inside secret caverns, 
drinking in the mysterious 
echoes and resonances from the 
depths of the earth. On this CD, 
the Oliveros presence is palpably 
evident, and not only in the 
lovely (heavily treated) sound of 
the wheezing accordion which 
she plays in just intonation, but 
also in the natural, breathing 
rhythms which are allowed to 
shape each track. The punky 
chaos of Reynols comes in with 
the anarchic noise, the ‘heavy 
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processing composition’ method, the use of wild electric guitars, and the 
usual absurdist track titles. In an extended playful strategy of deferral, they 
state ‘We are still thinking of the title’, until they end up reversing the trick 
after six attempts, and conclude that The title is now thinking about us’. 

This reminds me of the Red King in Alice, who would make us all vanish if he 
woke up and stopped dreaming about us. Also, there is another 
philosophical lesson from Miguel Tomasin, whose voice is overdubbed into 
overlapping whirlpools of concrete poetry, with fascinating internal rhythms. 

This is not just another sonic attack or death-by-noise release - and there 
are still plenty of those things around. On the contrary, this sumptuous 
noise is assembled with great care, employing layers, overdubs and 
distortion to maximise its effect, not deaden it (as so often happens when 
that kind of overkill is used carelessly). It is also a positive, life-affirming 
noise, one which inspires the listener to go forth and accomplish great things 
- which makes it a thousand times more terrifying than any death-metal 
noise blaster LP could ever be. You too will run like the wind and fly to the 
arms of Reynols, and find your life is immeasurably enriched by the 
experience. 

ED PINSENT 01/01/2002 

PO Box 92097, 1090 AB Amsterdam, The Netherlands 
jdkprod@xs4all.nl 

Reynols 

Pupola Ridos 192000 

Limited numbered edition for the USATour2001CD 

( 2001 ) 

A jolly but abrasive and indigestible set. All songs on this one, entirely led by 
the wayward voicings of Miguel Tomasin, and by the beats of his drum. The 
two other Reynols horsemen ride alongside, adding guitar, noise and 
keyboard backings as they see fit. There’s one chant, one ballad, followed by 
another chant that leans heavier on the bass toms and flange guitar excesses. 
Then comes an ungodly space-alien wail as Miguel swims happily through 
thirteen entire swimming-pools’ worth of studio echo, while a distorted 
electronic organ contributes spooky effects. After this, the remaining songs 
get even stranger still - if that’s conceivable. In particular the short piano 
song, which has all the whimsical charm of a monster-bat eating its own 
young in a nest full of broken glass. These dreadful recordings carry the 
sheen of a grotesque, primitive beauty like so much phosphorescence on 


This double CD is the first manifestation of this ‘pararlel’ project (as they call 
it), and the sleeve’s astonishing back cover image confirms the existence of a 
‘pararlel’ No Reynols universe that has been quietly forming itself as a result. 
The band (garbed in uniform baseball caps) pose with an array of happy 
exiled freaks, wearing bizarre fluffy antlers or antennae, and a ghastly 
grinning figure with a green face who is sewn up inside a turquoise satin bag. 
On dirait du Fellini, as the French say. You rarely see such sights in today’s 
boring world. Where the devil are all these wonderful people hiding? Not in 
my back yard, that’s for sure. 

The first disc is - ahem - a ‘normal’ Reynols recording, with Miguel Tomasin 
on drums and vox and the band on various gonzoid instruments such as the 
‘Heavy Cabra’ guitar and the ‘Roto Chiva’ guitar; these rare musical 
specimens promise both gravity and intoxication in their names, and deliver 
it in their timbral emanations. Secret announcements are made between 
tracks, Miguel wails his evil dirges and chants, and disjointed passages of 
clumsy but incredible music weaves around the spaces in between, 
connecting everything together like a surgeon’s stitches. A clattering racket 
of devil choirs, angelic harps, and a heavy-metal bass that matches Black 
Sabbath. Some of the wildest synth mangling ever put onto record is heard 
here, courtesy of Fabian Salguero on one track; everything conveys an air of 
repellent insanity that endears you to the music immediately. But how long 
can you endure this sojourn in the echoing halls of Hell? There are few real 
songs here, mostly just interminable chants with noisy backdrops and 
garbled instrumental workouts, the band lost in a Roman wilderness of pain. 
The intensity of disc one is marred only slightly by the poor CD remastering; 
the sound quality is fine (grungy), but the careless sequencing has led to a 
few embarrassing silences between tracks, which means momentum is lost. 

The second disc is the No Reynols monstrosity. Sceptics may be tempted to 
doubt the authenticity of this situation - just how many Argentinian 
drummer-singers with Down’s syndrome can there be? I suppose it’s as 
authentic as one of Andy Warhol’s ‘genuine fakes’; interestingly, he too used 
a stand-in actor wearing a wig, whom he would send to make public 
appearances in his place. Juan Manuel Acevedo, the Tomasin doppelganger, 
is there on the cover with his ‘brother’ Miguel in a blurred photo; each are 
the same height, the same build, and each has the same haircut and shades. 
On record, Acevdeo struts his wretched stuff; the uncanny gifts of the 
specially gifted are on full naked display, framed in a warped post-punk 
setting by No-Moncho Conlazo and No-Anla Courtis on rainbow electric 
guitar and Raquet electric guitar respectively, with the help of ‘Mapuche 
effects’ from the shadowy figure No-Pacu lurking in the background. Social 
workers all, with venomous fangs. 


underground cavern walls. It’s a limited pressing to be sold on their 2001 


USA tour - either that or cast to the audience like 
bread on the waters - housed in a plastic circular 
pack with a bilious lime green insert, a nauseous 
hue which this band seem to have made their very 
own. ‘Nine beautiful songs for all the kingdoms’ is 
how this specimen is described. ..certainly, I feel 
that the achingly persistent voice of Miguel could 
eventually erode an entire kingdom and vaporise 
dynasties, given time. 

ED PINSENT 03/01/2002 
reynols@hotmail.com 

Reynols / No Reynols 

Reynols / No Reynols 

USA FREEDOM FROM FF 38946 2 X CD (2001) 



Acevedo’s drumming method is impossible to fathom - 
studio effects could be enhancing his skills, or bolstering 
his lack of same - either way he is transformed into a 
Triplicate Man, eight arms moving in tandem to perform 
ghastly rimshots, paradiddles and bomps which defy all 
reason. As to his voice, it’s ethereal - thinner than 
Miguel’s but no less tormented by the same mind- 
demons which prey on the innocent soul. His is a 
watery, directionless wail, adrift in a cruel world - but 
protected by the Reynols space-armour provided by his 
compadres. 

‘I can't see anything of interest in Reynols’, says Scott 
Foust (Idea Fire Company), ‘but everyone else seems to 
like them, so it must be me. They just seem so messy 
and have way too many releases. As someone who 
spends hours and hours listening to and editing my own 
music before release, I sort of expect that same 
dedication from others.’ That’s a very valid view (and 


Led Zeppelin had their private Lear jet, but the vehicle I associate with 
Reynols is the out-of-control ‘Mexican Bus’ depicted by underground comic 
artist Gilbert Shelton in one of his Freak Brothers stories. If you’ve been 
following the Reynols ‘Mexican Bus’ as it careers headlong down twisty 
mountain roads and across dusty dirt tracks, you’ll have been intrigued by 
their cryptic references to the ‘No Reynols’ project. Jim Haynes asked how 
it was going in issue eight of TSP. ‘We started with No-Reynols project,’ 
came the reply, ‘when we discovered that there is no human posture 
(intelectual or non-intelectual) that can fight against Tomasin. So decided to 
do something about it: create our own competence with the idea of not 
leaving Miguel so lonely.’ 


confirms the quality control of Idea Fire Company 
records), but if you ask me, editing is the last thing that anyone should do 
with Reynols. Better to let them express and release everything, for better 
or worse. This sprawling, ungodly mess, like a Lovecraftian beast with 
several long tentacles, is about the best way to appreciate the Reynols 
experience. As you do so, muse on the questions being posed by this 
mirror-image, parallel universe, negative- image concept of No-Reynols; a 
conundrum neatly expressed in the nine track titles here, which are simply 
the numbers one through nine, each digit followed by a mirror image of 
itself. Reverse numbering sounds like a dangerous activity to me, something 
which may subvert the mathematical laws of the universe. Expect 
repercussions. 


Here it be. ‘No Reynols’ turns out to be the same band, only featuring a 
different singer-drummer in the place of Miguel Tomasin. The guy from the 


ED PINSENT 09/02/2002 


substitute bench is Juan Manuel Acevedo, and he too has Down’s Syndrome. PO Box 58239 1 , Minneapolis, MN 55458-239 1 , USA 
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Environmental and 
Documentary 
Recordings 


Aerospace Soundwise 

Monologue with Accompaniment 

SPAIN LUCKY KITCHEN 013 CD (2001) 

Another entry in the Lucky Kitchen ‘Sparkling Composers’ series, 
this comes from Todd A Carter and it’s a fine collection of 1 6 
tracks. Aerospace Soundwise takes us on a strange voyage around 
territories unknown (as suggested by Aeron’s cover art of an 
impossible landscape), starting off as a walk in the woods which 
grows gradually spookier, and ending up as an immersion in the 
waters of another planet. It’s field recordings mostly for the first 
half, then longer, more ‘murky’ and noisier compositions as the 
work progresses - with odd nameless drones and baffling click-and- 
cut episodes in between. Recognisable sources include running 
water, forests, frogs, church bells, and plenty of assorted non- 
specific ‘shuffling about’ noises, as of someone packing their suitcase 
in a hotel room. Monologue with Accompaniment is an aimless, 
peripatetic voyage with no apparent destination, nor does the 
composer extract any immediately graspable ‘meaning’ from the 
sounds he processes - but that’s not a fault, and indicates how slow 
on the uptake I am. Mr Soundwise ends up with a sumptuous listening platter, 
assembled with consummate care, often achieving those striking ‘timbral’ clashes and 
differences that Aeron Bergman himself is partial to. The ‘song’ titles mix humour and 
curiosity in low-key flashes of wit - eg ‘Freestyle Battle w/Garrison Keillor’, or 
‘Journey to the Basque Country’ suggesting added depths and openings-out to the 
music that are entirely plausible. Unlike Brandon Labelle, who intends to engage his 
sounds directly with the world, Todd Carter is far more laid back and uses his 
environmental samples simply as strings on a gigantic guitar, freely riffing and jamming 
as he goes; he succeeds when he creates those rich vibrations that stroke an inner 
part of your brain. Meanders like a drunken puppy dog, for sure, but it takes us to 
many unexpected and wonderful places. 

ED PINSENT 09/01/2002 



C/ Calvo Sotelo, No 22-2ol 
www.luckykitchen.com 


26003 Logrono (La Rioja), Spain 


Brandon Labelle 

Techne 

FRANCE A BRUIT SECRET 
ABS04 CD (2001) 

Welcome return of this Sound 
Projector favourite with the first of his 
two new discs. On Techne he 
continues his preoccupation with 
exploring the environment, specifically 
this time squaring himself up against the 
gods of institutional architecture to see 
how he fares and what the fates may 
bring. It’s about time somebody did - 
other than the architecture critic in 
Private Eye magazine. 

You’ll enjoy Techne if, like its creator, 



you often experience a 
certain frustration with 
modern city planning, the 
limitations of unimaginative 
city buildings, and the ways 
that civic architecture hems 
us in at every turn with its 
grey concrete slabs and 
imposing marble walls. ‘In 
defining space, architecture 
fails to converse with the 
subtle and dramatic needs of 
the user, and the pressures 
exerted by the body,’ Labelle 
whimpers effusively, between 
mouthfuls of fresh spinach. ‘In 
this way, architecture lacks a 
certain elasticity, because.. .it 
must stand firm and ensure a 
degree of certainty’. Right 
on. I can just see him now 

waving his arms in the air as he makes his angry and impotent 
protest at this absurdly one-sided situation that society places us in. 
I can imagine Brandon probably makes a bit of a fool of himself 
whenever he visits the local Post Office! 

His solution however is not to make silent curses railing against the 
folly of the world, nor even to plot the downfall of the evil 
government conspirators who erect these grotesque edifices and 
monstrous carbuncles across our fair land. Rather, he aims to 
empower the listener with his audio tracks. And they work - quite 
simply, all you need is one listen to this disc, and your entire body 
changes. You will find you can walk through walls. Only Techne is 
able to do this, because it vibrates your molecular structure apart 
just enough for your physical make-up to become more porous 
than ferrous concrete. Oh, sceptical are you, eh? Try playing this 
CD on your Discman at full volume, then running headlong into the 
side of your local building society - and see how far you 
get. You may be surprised at the results. 

Seriously, this is another splendid and fascinating set of 
remote, processed abstract sounds from this excellent 
composer. Labelle is one of the few modern sound artists 
who actually tries to engage with the specifics of our 
contemporary urban environment (accepting and 
embracing all of its features, for better or worse), and 
empowering us with extremely focussed and directed 
sound-events like these which allow us to find a way back 
in to the very surroundings which threaten to alienate us. 
A noisier, and in some ways better-produced recording, 
than some of his previous ‘grittier’ efforts. 

ED PINSENT 07/01/2002 

12 rue St-Chrodegand 57000 Metz France 
m_h en ritzi @cl u b- i n te rn et.fr 


35 



The Sound Projector Tenth Issue 2002 


Brandon Labelle 

Shadow of a Shadow 

GERMANY SELEKTION SHS 008 CD (2001 ) 

His second new release this issue... I have to say I find this one a fairly routine, 
ordinary outing for Labelle. I hate being hard to please, and for such an exceptional 
artist as this man, it’s churlish to dismiss any of his work. But after several spins, I still 
find I can’t fully engage with the opaque concepts, nor find enough excitement in the 
music. All I hear is the by-now familiar soothing grinding, rustling and squeaking of 
Labelle - a distinctive soundworld that has, on former occasions, really managed to 
catch fire and stimulate the imagination. Here, everything just lays there like a pile of 
soggy lettuce leaves. 

The recordings on Shadow of a Shadow may not quite live up to the artist’s ambition; 
what you hear doesn’t match, or fully explain, the complex ideas incipient in both the 
lengthy text piece bound into the package, or the titles. And what titles they are. 
‘Buildings are Bodies Resonating with the Conflictual Flow of Various Elements’, for 


used as its ‘skin’ or ‘non-skin’). By the way, I've only seen this 
building in pictures - someone please let me know what it looks like 
after the traffic has spewed its pollution and the pigeons have 
dropped their poo all over it! 

As environmental recordings describing entire ecosystems go, this 
CD can be pretty grim to listen to; Lopez appears to have 
interfered very little with the actual content of the recordings. The 
piece cannot be called banal despite the full-on nature of the 
recordings. There is drama, there is tension, there is climax and 
release in the material especially in the recordings of elevators; 
there are sections suggesting swirling sandstorms which are gentler 
than those beloved of Nipponese noiseniks but just as raw. Even 
empty rooms reveal themselves to be producers of sound of some 
sort - very icy sound too of the kind Thomas Koner might revel in. 
Surprisingly for a Lopez CD (but not surprising given the nature 
and context of this work), there is no Lopez-style silence 
throughout the piece. 


example, and ‘A Doorway is a Membrane Wet with Each 
Passing’. There are six more gems in like manner - 
beautifully lyrical titles (and faintly pretentious), but next 
to them, the music is undeveloped. As to the text, it 
explores further Labelle’s preoccupation with modern 
urban architecture, this time focussing on the instability of 
our relationship to it; his prose yields impenetrable 
nuggets such as ‘a multiplicity of sub-relations and 
interactions, an unforeseen web of connections, all of 
which are by nature unstable’. There follows a lengthy 
exposition as to the nature of this instability, its 
manifestations, and (allegedly) its consequences; words, 
words, words, but by the end of it, little of substance has 
been communicated. 

Certainly, the music does invoke elements found in 
modern city buildings - elevator shafts, strip lighting units, 
computer-operated security systems, water coolers, 
photocopiers, and almost any installation that depends on 
electricity. Perhaps Labelle is making an observation on 
the enormous web of dependencies that makes the 



Wisely, Lopez has not dressed up this 
sonic work in too much formal 
academic babble beyond the 
observation that buildings are bodies 
we surround ourselves in, armour-like, 
with their own physiologies; the 
implication is that buildings are 
extensions of human bodies (after all, 
they are born in the brain and gestate 
there until pencil and ruler are put to 
paper to draw up the plans) and 
therefore they are as ‘natural’ as 
anything created directly from the 
earth. Indeed, Lopez recommends we 
voluntarily and purposely NOT read 
the information explaining the 
philosophy behind this work in the 
accompanying booklet! Though it must 
be said that if you don't read the 
booklet, you will find this work difficult 


existence of a modern office block possible. However, to understand - knowing the 

these sounds by themselves do not amount to an exploration of actual spatial philosophy underpinning the CD is very necessary. Ah, that Lopez 

relationships in architecture, nor do they reveal much about our ‘interaction’ with sounds like a very amusing and delightful fellow - I hear he has a 

them. I regret saying this, as Labelle has proven he is very capable of engaging with good story about a friend of his who apparently slept with a corpse 

the modern environment in a way that few sonic explorers have managed; earlier which to me sounds like an excellent subject for another 

works display plenty evidence of this original approach. It seems here that the environmental sound work! 


concept is more fully developed than the music, and has outstripped it. At best, this 
CD is interesting; but at worst, it resembles mediocre, bland electronica. 

ED PINSENT 12/02/2002 


JENNIFER HOR 

V2_Archief, Postbus 19049, 3001 BA Rotterdam, The Netherlands 


Hohenstaufenstrasse 8, D-60327, Frankfurt a M, Germany _ 

www.seiektion.com ©en Ken Montgomery 

Icebreaker 

Francisco Lopez THE NETHERLANDS STAALPLAAT STmCD 020 3" 

Buildings [New York] CD (2001) 

THE NETHERLANDS V2_ARCHIEF V232 CD (2001 ) A short CD, but it’s a mechanical grind-oh classic! Gen Ken 

produced this music out of processed sounds generated by The 

You'll say I'm mad to want to hear a CD that explores the sounds of the interior Ice-O-Matic’, a household device for making ice, and has created 

environments of office buildings when I already spend almost 40 hours each week ‘instant’ Industrial music thereby. If you’re the erudite reader I 

working in an office. The deep breathy rumble of the air conditioning systems, the expect you are, you’ll be instantly reminded of Jean-Francois 

grating crackle of the PC when I start it up each day, the assured sigh of the Laporte’s little record Mantra, a 2000 release on the French 

photocopier as the scanner sweeps under the glass lighting up the page that's to be Metamkine label - where he made a musical recording out of the 

copied, the soft flap of paper hitting the in-tray ... why would I then want to hand generator that ices up hockey rinks. But where the French guy was 

over hard-earned money to hear nearly 70 minutes of the same, albeit arranged more pretty much content to leave the sounds as they came (with 
prettily? Well, when none other than everyone's favourite Professor of Biology at the minimal intervention), and settle for a nice but comforting drone, 

University of Madrid Francisco Lopez has made this work, you know that he is sure this j s som e way from Gen Ken’s ambitions. This ‘ready-made’ 

to have created a highly complex, almost organic work that totally immerses you in drone of his hops from one event to the next and carries lots of 

sound - sound that surrounds people every day yet sound that people are mostly associations. The motor sound dominates, but other elements 

unaware of because we take it for granted. Buildings [New York] is devoid of any intrude...a factory, a steelyard, clocks...bathrooms, prison cells, 

‘natural’ sound from humans (or pigeons for that matter) yet the sounds suggest white noise, radio interference. Even (at the very end) the actual 

their own ecosystem with webs, links and networks as complex as any so-called documentary sound of ice cubes being manufactured. Which 

natural ecosystem untouched by humans. This CD is a Fantastic Voyage into the reminds me, who’s for a dry Martini? 

internal anatomies of buildings, exploring their circulatory systems and life-giving / 

supporting fluids; it's not just a sonic description equivalent to British architect Gen Ken ’ friend of Conrad Schnitzler (to whom this record is 

Richard Rogers's famous Lloyd's building with its 'inner workings’ on display (and dedicated) has distinguished himself on both the excellent Geoff 

which looks curiously nineteenth-century Victorian despite the sleek silver materials Dugan-compiled ‘Psychogeography’ CDs from New York (see issue 

nine), with his reliably bizarre environmental urban recordings. This 
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CD reminded me of Vibronics, the Staalplaat release by Mark Bain, and his droning 
electric sounds derived from buildings; and in fact there is a tenuous connection. I’ve 
just finished reading Raiding The Icebox by Peter Wollen, where he mentions 
Raymond Hood, the New York architect who designed ‘iconic buildings that punned 
on the shape of the commodities they were concerned with: his General Electric 
refrigerator showrooms were designed in the actual shape of the refrigerators’... .not 
inappropriately, this record appears to explore the inner space of the Ice-O-Matic, as 
though the one-foot high device were a building large enough to get lost in. Indeed in 
1 992 the work was presented as an art gallery installation in NYC, played through 8 
speakers very loud, and you could sit in the middle in total darkness, getting right 
‘inside’ the machine. The real thing is a pretty clunky device, and from the cover 
photo looks like a 1 950s consumer product. An artefact from the era of rock and 
roll, now recast as a rockin’ experimental music-maker to match anything by Bo 
Diddley and Chuck Berry. Insist on a copy. If Staalplaat don’t send you one, insist on a 
repress. 

Gen Ken is interviewed this issue. 

ED PINSENT 05/12/2001 

PO Box I 1453, 1001 GL Amsterdam, The 
Netherlands 
info@staalplaat.com 
www.staalplaat.com 


Geoff Dugan 

Play in Random or Shuffle 
Mode 

USA GD STEREO GD01 7 CD (2001 ) 



PO Box 1546, New York, NY 10276 USA 
gdstereo@rcn.com 

Michael Prime 

Elements 1 

UNITED KINGDOM MYCOPHILE SPOR 06 CD 
( 2001 ) 

Very very good - pure, clean and utterly fine music. A brace of 
electro-acoustic works from the great Michael Prime, an English 
maestro of environmental recordings and a man so tuned into the 
secret vibrations of nature that he might lead a secret life as a 
superhuman tree-man, a strange Chlorophyll creature of the fields. I 
use this fanciful image to convince you of his value; too many people 
nowadays are mere hamburgers, and we need more tree-men in 
the world. Prime continues to operate his Mycophile label out of 
the garden of England; who can forget his bio-adapter experiments 
that enable him to convert biological energy into electrical impulses, 
and give a musical voice to plants? Here, Mr 
Natural turns from his greenhouse and washing 
machine music to outdoor climes, and selects two 
of the ancient Elements (Water and Fire) as his 
theme. Prima materia from Mr Prime. 





You probably guessed from the title what’s 
going on with this little beauty. Dugan is the 
man behind the amazing Psychogeographical 
CDs (see last ish), compilations which probe 
into the heart of the city’s psyche and reveal 
many hidden openings in the otherwise closed 
structures of our contemporary urban zones. 

Dugan now invites us to dip into his huge grab- 
bag full of tape samples, each one a living micro- 
section taken from the very body of the urban 
monster, and make of them what we will. For 

maximum participation in this experiment, use the shuffle mode of your CD player 
and it spews back the 70 short tracks all over you in an aleatory pattern, in much the 
same way that urban life throws all manner of experiences at you over the course of 
your working day. The weather, the walk to work, the traffic nearly running you 
over, the abuse from beggars, the lights, the noises, and the friendly citizens politely 
stepping aside to let you pass. Dugan’s work recreates this magical thrill in every 
respect, but does more - it allows you to glimpse into some of the psychological, 
hidden aspects of this daily rodomontade. His microphones reach into places where 
you would not normally expect to hear anything, and fetches back episodes that are 
teeming with microscopic detail. Each tape sample is like a litmus test, a strip of paper 
picking up pollutants in the atmosphere; or like sophisticated x-rays, taking brain and 
organ scans from the living patient. 

Certain sound episodes recur: the church bells is clearly a favourite, it returns for 
several curtain calls around tracks in the mid 30s, hammering home a death knell for 
forgotten souls. Loud aeroplanes passing overhead are also privileged. There are 
traffic sounds and quieter noises derived from some building interior; and any 
number of simply unidentifiable quantities, adding to the excitement. Of course, the 
timbral shifts that accrue from these mixed-up jump-cut edits are staggering - a real 
rollercoaster for your ears. By electing to use the shuffle mode, you’re adding a 
further random element to the experience, and proving to yourself the value of the 
aleatory forces that John Cage promulgated for most of his career - along with the 
Cagean exhortation to hear everyday sounds as music. Brother, if you can’t manage 
to get with that programme after hearing this little masterpiece, then hie yourself 
down to the local barbershop / surgeon and arrange to have a new pair of ears sewn 
onto your bean. 

I urge you to discover the work of this singular sound-artist and utilise this work of 
his to help you begin your own sonic investigations into your neighbourhood. ..make 
sure you keep careful records of your discoveries, and if you feel inclined to send me 
the benefits of your research, you can bet your life I’ll be terribly interested in the 
results. Dugan is an artist with serious intent who manages to make good on his high 
ambitions, presenting hard evidence of the intangible concepts that he is investigating. 
Thoroughly recommend. 

ED PINSENT 14/02/2002 


The ocean cut, ‘Surface Tension’, allows a form of 
space and time travel as it conjoins disparate 
water recordings and sources gathered from four 
different locations over two years. The glorious 
music is porous enough to allow our fleeting 
memories and impressions (even of something so 
ordinary as seaside holidays) to contribute to the 
effects. Amazing transformations of watery 
sounds take place, but (never calling attention to 
Prime’s processing methods) they’re always 
subtle and sympathetic. Prime has real sympathy 
with the world and the glories of natural 
phenomena, always helping us to see it and hear 
it anew through his interpretation. In this respect, 
he far outstrips the Japanese composer Aube 
(who by coincidence has also made a water 
record). Aube doesn’t seem to care about 
anything much, except for ruthlessly deconstructing natural sounds 
and reducing them to mere processed effects for the sake of ending 
up on another one of his records. Aube burns down the forest 
simply to render it into a stick of charcoal he can draw with; but 
who can turn charcoal back into wood? 

Speaking of burning, the ‘Salamander’ piece here is Prime’s take on 
Fire - and it sure ain’t ‘Mrs O’Leary’s Cow’. It starts with 
recognisable crackling sounds of a bonfire, but soon builds into a 
series of soaring layers of sound building in intensity. Vast jets of 
fire, shooting across the sky in majestic slow motion. Acres of hot 
lava creeping down a mountainside and carelessly wrecking villages. 
The fragments of treated crackling sounds add texture to these 
smooth drones. It speaks of the inner ‘voice’ of fire itself - a heat 
which consumes; the primal heat of sexual energy; the primeval 
comfort of a fire in a cave thousands of years ago; the cold blue fire 
of human emotions. Prime elements, prime music. Can you ask 
anything more of art? Enter the ocean depths, and swallow it whole. 

ED PINSENT 02/02/2002 

30 Petten Grove, Orpington, Kent BR5 4PU, UK 
mikep@myco.demon.co.uk 


Rsundin 

Sleepwalk 

SWEDEN GROUND FAULT 01 4 CD (2001 ) 

Pretty insane cut-up stuff from this Swedish meatball. ..it amounts to 
a portrait of fractured consciousness, successfully conveying the 
disorienting effects of sleeping and waking in short bursts as 
fragments of reality leak into your inner world. It begins with a 
cacophony of restless and almost meaningless noises; everything is 
very carefully recorded, then recklessly assembled, by a madman 
armed with a pair of blunt scissors. I like it! 
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The opening chaos, which lasts some 25-30 minutes by my estimation, is worth 
comparing with the Bladder Flask fiasco (see elsewhere this ish) for an example of 
someone using similar methods, with quite different results. Rsundin is perhaps less 
overtly wacky, but no less quirky. He’s very focussed and determined in his mission 
to present wild, shocking contrasts of sounds, using sudden jump-edits worthy of 
Otomo. As we switch wildly from one episode to another, a ‘channel-changing’ sound 
like a nasty crunching static signals the violent shift in reality. We move from indoors 
(a clattering kitchen) to outdoors (gulls, sheep, water, fog) and back again within the 
space of seconds. Dis is environmental punk rock! 

There’s something endearingly home-made and rough about the style of this restless 
grasshopper-type fellow. The inner sleeve has fibre-tip sketches of his working 
‘method’, showing a guitar, CDs, a minidisc player, a laptop and microphones, all 
pointing towards a tiny question mark. I take this to mean that every new work is 
packed with surprise and discovery, although you may read it as a sign that he doesn’t 
know what the heck he’s doing. Well, if you think Rsundin has lucked in with a fluke 
CD of happy accidents, then seek ye out his other works, and you may be surprised 
as you discover further evidence of his solid craft. All the sonic fragments, though 
deployed for maximal impact, are well-recorded and very carefully selected - before 
they get thrown into the blender. 

The second half of the record shows 
the chaos becoming more settled. 

Longer sustained pieces, minimal 
electronica, gently churning drones, 
grey abstractions, harsh high pitches 
and more all seep out across the floor 
like big pools of crude oil. Aye, he does 
the ‘click and cut’ thing with as much 
energy and fire as any Mego or Mille 
Plateaux motherfucker. I’m not sure if 
anything is known about Ronnie Sundin, 
or indeed how these CDs reached the 
magazine in the first place. Maybe they 
simply arrived in a dream. Better snag a 
copy quick readers, before I wake up 
and they all disappear. 

ED PINSENT 12/12/2001 

Ronnie Sundin, Tangtorpet 1292, S-830 
43 AS, Sweden 
ronnie@ronsun.net 


TMRX 

Difficult© de 
comprendre dans le 
bruit 

GERMANY SELEKTION SHS 
006 CD (2001) 


One of the finest and most fascinating 
examples of environmental recording 
music I’ve ever heard. Arnaud Jacobs is 
a Belgian composer who spent two 
years compiling tapes from all around 
Europe, before editing them into this 
masterful 46 minute suite some four 
years later. In spite of his anti-narrative 
intentions (see below), this escapade 
creates a fragmented narrative as 
powerful as any deconstructed 
cinematic work by Jean-Luc Godard. 



Full of mystery and bewilderment, it’s like exploring a labyrinth. This CD endeavours 
to create a soundtrack of the ‘real’, which constantly mutates and develops through 
studio processing. Not content with simply recording ‘atmospheres’, Jacobs wisely 
selects small narrative ‘events’ inside fragments of recordings; a child crying in a 
shopping mall, a muffled radio playing in the next room, a door or window opening, a 
carpenter hammering a wall. Some of them contain great emotional content, and are 
edited at the exact moment when that emotion is at its highest. These events anchor 
us to reality, and help us to orient ourselves in the ‘plot’. 

Each episode is cut and spliced with exceptional intellectual rigour, juxtaposed against 
unrelated events, and subjected to frequent reprocessing actions which make the 
familiar appear alien and strange. Through constant shifting between events, spaces, 
rooms, places, and scenes, a wonderfully confusing adventure gets underway. The aim 


is to create uncertainty about the ‘inside (the listener’s space) and 
an imaginary outside.’ At first, you may find it tough to get ‘into’ this 
game, but I encourage you to keep playing at it until you learn the 
rules. It’s fascinating; there’s so much happening here, you could 
spend months exploring it. 

Jacobs approached the formulation of this artistic process of 
enquiry with an open-mindedness that verges on the nebulous. As 
though nobody anywhere had ever made or released a field 
recording, he started asking himself fundamental questions about 
the nature of field recordings, whether they could be presented 
without any contextual information, and what is their relationship 
to reality in the first place. He deliberated long and hard about the 
core ‘meaning’ of sounds, and whether he had the right to alter 
field recordings, and if he did, what steps he had to take before they 
became unrecognisable. He even wondered if he could produce 
forgeries, faked field recordings, in the service of the work. After all 
of this intensive work, he can state with some justification that 
‘Difficulty de comprendre dans le bruit is explicitly not a 
culmination of various field recordings. The essence of this work is 

a piece of music.’ Although 
elements of narrative are still 
discernible and retrievable, 
Jacobs asserts ‘I was not 
attempting to compose or 
tell a story. The bottom line 
was that the narrative events 
could at some point become 
a completely transparent 
layer on top of which I would 
work. A story line was no 
prerequisite in this work.’ 

The sources used to make 
this work were chosen, from 
his collection of field 
recordings made in Italy, 
France, Belgium and 
Germany, according to two 
criteria - their natural 
acoustical properties, and 
their emotional content. The 
strength and power of the 
sources is evident in the 
finished work for all to hear, 
and they will excite your 
curiosity so you want to find 
out more. Unlike so many 
field recordings, whose 
makers can get seduced by 
the gentle fascination of some 
of their sources, this 
experiment has a very 
serious intent and works 
according to an ingenious 
structure, within which 
philosophical questions may 
be placed for consideration. 
Says Jacobs: ‘I believe by 
reintroducing 'environment' 
at different levels, a strange 
form of perception can 
occur: one that might be 
close enough to the 
perception of reality, one 

which triggers the possibility to direct the listener towards a 
'normal' sound perception. By intentionally using 'on-site' 
environmental sounds I recreate a sort of representation of a 
certain perception. Paradoxically, I'm not even aiming at 
reproducing reality. What I want is to create another condition 
where a listening experience may come about.’ 

Difficulty of understanding, amongst the noise? TMRX has a fair 
claim to resolving that difficulty, and goes a long way to help us 
reach understanding. Highly recommended! 

ED PINSENT 16/12/2001 

Hohenstaufenstrasse 8, D-60327, Frankfurt a M, Germany 
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Social experiments 

on site 


Achim Wollschied 

INTRODUCTION by ED PINSENT 

‘As to the ‘conceptual’ notions about my work, I think too much is made of it.’ So says 
Achim Wollscheid, by way of correcting any misunderstanding we may have of the man’s 
art. I’m guilty of it too - having branded him a ‘severe conceptualist’ in print. Although I’m 
familiar with his musical work first and foremost, I am growing more aware of his 
installation art, through the Site of Sound book and Selected Works, the recent catalogue. 
Active since the early 1980s, his interest lies in ‘the relation between sound, light and 
architectural space'. 

Contrast and compare: his records are insistent to the point of being painful to listen to. 

Play them and they impinge on your personal space to the point that you can’t ignore them, 
and can even cause distress. His installations, conversely, are nearly invisible - most of the 
audience can’t even discern them. They blend into part of the building or street where they 
are installed, and only become noticeable when the functionality of the art interrupts the 
functionality of the building. For example, the lights in the Frankfurt tax office, which Achim 
reprogrammed to operate according to a pattern. Or the 16 vibrating steel plates in a 
forecourt in Trier, often walked over by the unheeding pedestrians. As the art’s functionality 
surfaces, it usually baffles the audience who don’t know what is happening, or why. This 
perplexment is generally a good thing, even if Achim claims he doesn’t believe in ‘pure art’. 

The interview below reveals a warm and humourous fellow, but also a shrewd and intelligent 
fox, who has thought himself into a cunning intellectual position. Some of his photographs, 
reproduced this issue, may appear slightly ordinary at first. But Achim is simply trying to 
make us notice our surroundings. We take too much for granted - we don’t really see our 
environment, much of it gets blanked out or ignored; and we don’t really hear the sounds of 
our own neighbourhood. But, using the simplest and most elegant of interpolations and 
interventions, the art of Achim reveals these things. He can peel back our blinkers and 
unstop our ears. Interview took place by email in December 2001. 


RECORDINGS AND SPATIAL COMPLEXITIES 

EP I have heard Moves, Acts and the Last LP by S.B.O.T.H.L..also your 
collaboration with Merzbow...and the recent release on Crouton Records 
in USA. 

AW There are also the first S.B.O.T.H.I., And by S.B.O.T.H.I., the LPs with 
PI 6.D4 (NNNN! and SLP), The Sound Can Change (on Vis a Vis) and the 
CDs Airs and Shifts on Ritornell (Mille Plateaux). 

EP I like Last because it's so intensely difficult to listen to, and remains 
difficult no matter how often you listen to it. Is it part of your aim to make 
work that is hard to absorb, to assimilate? 


AW One of my installations is at the tax-office building here in Frankfurt 
(as part of a ‘Kunst am Bau’, i.e. ‘art in public buildings’ measure). It consists 
of computerized dimmer units which are implanted into the building lighting 
(in the corridors). As these are standardized lights (hundreds of them), they 
facilitate a structured switching resulting in a subtle movement of light over 
the corridors and in the escalator areas. I consider this a sculptural work, 
because it deals with spaces (corridors) actually not just changing their 
appearance but also their ‘feel’ - meaning as a visitor or employee you 
become part of a sculptural process of sorts. From time to time I go there 
to check the function. Once an employee told me: ‘although I know this and 
should somehow gotten used to it, the thing just happens to catch me on 
the wrong foot. I’ll never be familiar with this.’ Besides this could raise 
arguments pro/con the use to be made of art in office spaces, I consider this 
a compliment of sorts. I guess one of my aims is to never be at ease with an 
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artistically transformed condition. 

In this respect Last does not intend to be ‘difficult’ - but to stay ‘alive’ in 
terms of renewedly establishing complex relations with contexts, each time 
you listen. But maybe the bottom line is that I just don’t want to use 
redundancies while making my recordings. Especially with ‘last’ my main 
interest was to ‘abstract’ from any pre-decided structures or narrative 
necessities (I know this is impossible...) and arrive at something like a 
sculptural idea of sound which nevertheless warps / transforms in time. 

EP Moves is similarly excruciating (in a very good way of course). The 
painful aspect seems to come from the relentlessness of the duration. Are 
the sounds executed in accordance with a pre-determined structure, or 
pattern? Is it random, or planned mathematically? Do you often apply such 
structures to your music? 

AW I find Moves a bit more relaxed in comparison to Last because it 
marks the beginning of a series of works in which I allowed myself to 
‘document’. (Before I exclusively went for first degree work, i.e. no photos, 
no recordings of installations and live sound.) Moves attempts to cope with 
the fact that stereo systems just can’t reproduce 3-dimensional (spatial) 
sound movements. In a way, as directed to the reproduction of the sounds 
of instruments (be it solo or orchestral), the stereo system fosters the 
concept of ‘objects’ (‘me and something else’...). Installations that deal with 
the transgressing of the borders between ‘individuals’ and ‘objects’, which, 
in other words, invite participation, are in consequence structurally inept 
for re-production. 

And here a pretty pragmatical problem comes in... As I’m not allowed to 
believe in ‘pure art’ - (both concerning the lack of funding for experimental 
work and principal doubts as to the ideological function of such a notion), I 
have to make my work known. Moves in this case intends to publicize the 
‘clapper-system’ which is a computerized network of drums that can play 
spaces. The short story of the system is: Deriving from (another) attempt 
to destabilize the conventional relations between listener, space and 
instrument, I looked for possibilities to make space the instrument, meaning 
to actually let the (musical) instrument disappear and let the spaces 
themselves emit sound. The (preliminary) solution I found were small 
magnetic hammers (switches basically, which I transformed), that through an 
interface could be driven by a computer. A players’ piano of sorts, where 
the hammers were drumming windows, floors, surfaces in general, instead 
of strings. Of course, getting rid of the instrument and its ‘programming 
traditions’ (the piano in this case) poses new questions to the mode such a 
programming can be achieved: the pure amount of ‘outputs’ (I can mount 
up to 100 clappers) and the multitude of sounds achievable (in regard to the 
different sounds different surfaces make) makes a ‘compositional’ approach 
(in the sense of directing each single ‘clap’) unfeasible, on the other hand 
employing random functions is also dissatisfactory (besides the un-solvable 
problem of how to actually program real randomness...). So I arrived at a 3 
leveled programming (micro, meso, macro), which I can restructure 
according to the respective time and space conditions on each 
performance-occasion. 

Now, as the stereo can’t reproduce such spatial complexities (and of course 
even less deliver a notion of the presence of a multitude of listeners in such 
spaces) I decided, for the recording, to return to the object and play my 
kitchen: the bucket, the cups, knives and forks etc. A joke of sorts (but the 
apostasis of the individual is a joke as well, isn’t it?) - and regarding the sonic 
result pretty much ok, because in its reducedness to one specific material 
the respective clapper programming develops densities unheard in larger 
spaces. 

EP The Last LP has a certain conceptual unity with its blank sleeve and 
transparent, no-label vinyl. I'm not sure what the concept is, but it's 
certainly unified. Do you try and manufacture your music so that the object 
itself - CD or LP - can exist as a species of artwork in the marketplace? 

AW I’m generally dissatisfied with ‘master/servant’ relations, when it comes 
to the packaging of records or CDs. With Last which is surely one of the 
most conceptually rigid of my works I tried to achieve (as said above) a 
non-redundant, abstract presence. The whiteness of the cover delivering 
the full information of total reflection, the blackness of the record appearing 
as the material it actually consists of... 

Since then ( 1 990) my attitude has changed quite a bit... Also in respect to 
what ‘understanding’ is and what part it plays in the communication 


between artist and recipients I try to move away from the ‘erratic’ and 
approach both artistically and informationally ‘probable’ utterances. 

I guess, once you leave the (more or less) conventionalized background of 
common musical products, i.e. if the things you put on records or CDs 
sound really different, you are obliged to sort of inform both on the context 
of musical production and the broader cultural (social?) context, this 
production is situated in. This arises, I think, as a considerable topic only if, 
like in the case of SELEKTION, you can actually publish without taking 
further notice of the usual restrictions enacted upon music through a 
conventional label policy (which, by the way, becomes label policy, I find, by 
blending out information about context). 

EP Connected to the above, can you say something about the (very 
beautiful) integrated and unified 'look' of Selektion releases, the role of 
Charly Steiger in their design. Tulpas in particular is a triumph, looks 
beautiful and is gorgeous to handle. Feels like an artist's book with CDs 
attached. 

AW Charly Steiger comes from a fine art background. Although associated 
and familiar with the work at SELEKTION since the beginning in the early 
eighties, she has pursued her artistically independent ends. Therefore her 
cover work for the CDs and the graphical work for the books does not 
thrive toward coincidence with a musical expression or with a theoretical 
impetus but seeks for formal perfection in its own right. I think this makes 
each combination a thrilling experience. 

THE SELEKTION LABEL 

EP Can you tell me something about the history of the Selektion label, and 
your collaborations with RLW. I think the Tulpas set is magnificent. How 
has it been received? 

AW Selektion (‘Wahrnehmungen’. i.e. ‘perceptions’ in the end-seventies) 
was one of the several offsprings of the independent movement. Unlike 
most bands or labels which were somehow musically headlined in the 
following Neue Deutsche Welle (German New Wave, i.e. DAF, 
einstiirzende Neubauten etc), Selektion remained more of a loose and open 
group, which would team up in different personalities for the respective 
project to be approached. Most of the Selektionists were at Mainz 
University and studied Mathematics, Law, Graphic Design, Sociology etc - 
various backgrounds which were united by a diverse but comparable 
interest in politics (I was, for example, member of the so called Socialist 
Forum, which, funnily enough, dedicated most of its interest to French 
poststructuralists). Ralf I met during the recordings for distruct when he 
approached me for material support (I had a digital delay). Still a member of 
‘Neuer Fruehling’, another label, I swapped labels when Ralf offered me the 
chance to get my first S.B.O.T.H.I. album out in 1 984. Since then our 
collaboration intensified. For Ralf, I guess, my fine art background has been 
of critical importance, whereas for me his immense knowledge of musical 
material and his idiosyncratical means to approach machinery (like 
computers - we started with Ataris) was a great influence. One difference is 
important - Ralf never considered to actually make a living from his work, 
whereas for me, since my thirties (now I’m 42) this has been my primary 
orientation. This has, in the last years, differentiated our musical endeavors 
- for Ralf social life in music happens more or less as a metaphor (like 
Tulpas can be considered as a family meeting of sorts - without the usual 
unpleasant effects of direct encounters...), whereas I think that music implies 
social experiments on site. Since the beginning of the 90s and the split of 
P 1 6.D4 and my termination of S.B.O.T.H.I. it has been mainly the two of us 
running the label (and Charly responsible for the visual work). For the last 2 
years I’ve been solo, which frankly is too much work. 

EP Tell me the history of S.B.O.T.H.I. I understand you were more 
interested in concepts, and importing ideas from your other artistic 
endeavours, into sound-work - rather than simply creating music or records 
in any traditional sense. 

AW From my previous experiences with bands during the 70s I couldn’t 
imagine to come up with something like a fixed personal, a set and 
distribution of instruments, rehearsals and tours etc - so at first I imagined 
S.B.O.T.H.I. to be like an operational base for both musical and visual 
projects with various participants. S.B.O.T.H.I.’s core was its equipment: 
several tape machines, super 8 projectors and a set of effects - a workshop 
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of sorts. In the course of the years, nevertheless, I invested more efforts in 
the development of musical forms and experimental techniques than in the 
broadening of the social base - which, in effect, ended up (while recording 
Last), me being on myself. Which was one of the reasons to terminate 
S.B.O.T.H.I - the other reason was that I saw no point in separating my 
other artistic work from the so-called musical - i.e. since about a decade I 
don’t use an alias. 

As to the ‘conceptual’ notions about my work, I think too much is made of 
it. Most of my artistic work is somehow interdisciplinary, sometimes just 

employing different media, sometimes also including different sites, setting 
and participants etc. - In order to coordinate such complex circumstances a 
certain form of pre-script is necessary, I find, which sort of outlines the 
material and communicational conditions. My pre-scripts sometimes exist in 
written form, often also as drawings or kind of text-experiments, sketches 
that reflect their sketchiness... They have no exclusiveness, in terms of the 
art-historical meaning of ‘concept’, where the sole execution of the concept 
served as the artwork per se, i.e. my scripts can and will change in the 
course of the respective work. I think, my idea of concept mainly relates to 
the possibilities of exchange and/or transformation. I do not necessarily 
depend on one specific medium to do an artwork - what can’t be 
accomplished with sound maybe can be with light or movement or 
whatever. To facilitate this changeability the text-level doesn’t just supply a 
metaphorical frame but actually helps to conceive the change. To change a 
slogan by John Austin: Things can be done with words. 

HOW HE DOES IT 

EP Can you describe your working method for producing compositions? 

AW At the present moment I have 3 focuses. The reflection of chance, the 
inauguration of group-processes and the implications of feedback. 

Reflection of chance... Sometime ago I got in touch with Amanda Miller who 
was back then still with Bill Forsyth’s dance company here in Frankfurt. We 
considered the possibilities of a collaboration and she invited me to watch 
her rehearsing. She and her partner did conventional dance figures but 
slowly increased speed (in the same figure or in the succession of different 
ones). Inevitably something like a mistake happened. Then they stopped and 
went to check the genealogy of the mistake on the video, which was 
monitoring the rehearsal. After watching and discussing it they went back to 
re-create the mistake on the dancefloor in order improvise several 
alternative successions. I don’t know whether the way I see and interpret 
the method was actually hers - nevertheless I thought, wow, that’s 
interesting. To create an overflow and then use the mistake as a structural 
nexus to fan out possibilities... One way I try to translate this into musical 
work is when I do my live broadcasts here at Radio X in Frankfurt: I use all 
available players (CD, cassette, computer), up to six at the same time, to 
play other artists’ music. When mixing this sound stream one usually looses 
the orientation as to what comes from which source - instead of using the 
usual somehow preconceived collage methods (like layers or imbrications) 
the thrill comes from actually surfing on the brink of chaos - to remain on 
the subtle line between reconiziability and noise (of course there exists no 
standard for such a differentiation) and to preserve a vague idea of what the 
previous mixing methods meant to the resulting sound. Of course some 
passages sound more satisfying than others and one tries to preserve or 
maintain them. That is the point when a mistake usually happens. 

Group processes. Psycho-sociological research is mostly either about 
individuals or large amounts of individuals (the masses...) I wonder, why 
there is relatively few literature on groups (not families), save for sports, of 
course (there is a lot of good writing on soccer, especially in England). 
Regarding their socio-economical history it’s easy to answer why 
composers never teamed up. Nevertheless it is a question I like to maintain. 
Another radio project therefore is about creating a framework for an 
exchange of compositional methods and sound materials (a differentiation 
that is hard to maintain in the course of practical work...) between seven 
composers: 

A week is literally divided between 7 participants. Each of them owns a box 
with 2 drawers - one for the methods, the other for sound samples. Up to a 
number or degree each composer can define, every other participant of the 
7 day circle can make use of the information in the other drawers: Monday 
for example can use Tuesday’s methods to play Friday’s samples. Or 
Wednesday combines Saturday’s and Sunday’s methods to replay his/her 
samples... This is an ongoing unfinished project, due to the fact that, of 
course, the drawers are harddisc sections and the general admission 
requires quite some knowledge of a programming language (MAX in this 


case). Although it includes quite some organizational work, I consider this 
to be a composition, not only because I’m participating as one of the seven, 
but even more so, because the reflection of processes that lead to 
compositions are compositions themselves, in my view. 

I find that feedback cycles become increasingly short termed. Like consumer 
reactions lead to the replacement of actors in soaps or like polls lead to 
measures to influence them... You could find many examples... Not just 
because of the technical feasibility, but because of their presence in social 
interaction and the inevitable consequences for the way people conceive of 
their actions, feedback functions have to be dealt with in art as well. I regard 
composition in this case as kind of a filter that navigates between in- and 
out-puts that are practically co-incident. Meaning a specific sound made by 
an audience, recorded, transformed and re-emitted in real time is not just a 
response to that one sound but participates in a complex setting whose 
development and outcome are unpredictable. If a composer handles sound 
in real time on an interactive base he is not just dealing with a musical 
problem (for example of how to avoid closed circuits between recording 
and amplification) but with the fact, that sound will cause practical results 
(movements, stirs, aggression, etc). Sound becomes an instrument, that 
both multiplies and diffuses cause and possible effects. 


GETTING HALF OF IT: VISUAL ART AND 
INSTALLATIONS 

EP Both Moves and Acts show you were interested in moving away from 
releasing records purely as 'sound', and more as documents of your 
installations and actions which use sound as a component. If this is correct, 
then what do the records document (if anything)? Can they stand alone as 
sound pieces, or are they simply peripheral information? Aren't we listeners 
only getting half of the whole thing? 

AW If you are getting half of it, it’s quite something, isn’t it...? No, seriously 
- you are right, Acts and Moves are documentary CDs and (as mentioned 
above) I’m not convinced to succeed with such measures - on the other 
hand I just don’t want to die in grace - meaning, I just can’t afford the 
aristocratic nonchalance of not putting it out and letting the knowledge 
remain and die with the handful of listeners, who were more or less 
willingly present when the respective work was performed/installed. (By the 
way - your question somehow suggests that listeners get more of what’s 
presented when a sound carrier just carries what it is supposed to: sound. I 
have grave doubts about that. I presume, misunderstanding, due to the lack 
of contextual challenge, becomes just a lesser topic...). Anyway - I consider 
Acts to be a move in the right direction. Because I know listeners who 
frankly refuse to read liner notes (which I find hardly insulting, due to the 
quality standards of the usual booklets or liner infos), I drew the 
consequences and have them read as a text piece before each of the 
following documentary recordings (with a little transformation underlying to 
make them both text and sound...). As I don’t believe in the idea of the 
individual (everything is dividable...) , I don’t believe in pieces that stand 
alone. On the contrary: the less they achieve a contour, a self contained 
form, the more demanding they become in respect to interaction. 

EP I have tried reading the Site of Sound book and your recent catalogue. I 
think I understand broadly what 'site-specific' means. Can you elaborate? 

AW ‘Site specificity’ is one of the terms linked with the situationist 
international - a group originally situated in Paris in the 60s. Especially the 
theoretical work of Guy Debord (society of the spectacle) has been re- 
discovered several times and is now especially influential in the US- 
architectural theory discussion - the works itself were of very limited 
influence in the art world - because they successfully tried blur the 
(ideological, the situationists stated) distinctions between art and life - with 
the effect that most of them became indistinguishable. The situationists 
meant that we have no real knowledge of our environment - our ‘situation’. 
Therefore radical means had to be introduced to somehow approach (it can 
never be achieved) such knowledge - ranging from surrealist shock therapy 
to a somehow directed misdemeanor. A situation is created only through 
its transformation. To achieve this the situationists therefore acted like the 
prototypical agent provocateur - for example trying to travel Paris using the 
London city map or excessively using drugs to employ the subconscious. 

Important was and is that the emphasis was on the transformation of 
everyday-life. Most of the works (or happenings) were transitory, temporal 
and occurred in public space. Those who actually tried to pursue artistic 
careers were excluded from the group... (theoretical grounds were also 
laid by Henri Lefebvre, whose, by the way, most prominent student is Jean 
Baudrillard). 
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At about the same time, similar attitudes were shared within the land-art 
movement in the US. Robert Smithson, Michael Heizer, also Gordon Matta- 
Clark had a considerable theoretical program to back their attempts to re- 
integrate art as part of social processes, that worked outside the traditional 
realm of symbolical exchange: museums, galleries, art shows. Compared to 
the French their idea of publicity was of a very liberal kind - land-art got 
widely known because of the photo-documentations that re-entered the 
art-circles. Nevertheless, in regard to ‘site-specificy’ their work started the 
questioning of environmental conditions - not just climate or topography, 
but also in terms of social and political contexts. 

What connects my work to these approaches is that I believe in an idea of 
transformation: only through functions that sort of transform a situation, its 
specificity can be felt. The artwork ceases to be at the center of interest - 
instead it somehow opens playgrounds that inaugurate the user/recipient as 
an actor in the artistic process. 

EP I can see that in some cases you are trying to integrate your installations 
very closely with the environment (usually an urban environment), both 
interior and exterior. To the point that the work becomes almost 
indistinguishable from its surroundings. 

AW I think that artworks, which are clearly distinguishable as such, have a 
hard time. Or maybe they don’t because they enter the cycle of 
consumption at exactly the spot they are supposed to. Artworks which 
carry the label are defused by common dis-interest: buried behind 
Mausoleum walls, camouflaged between fashion mag gloss etc. Basically I 
would not even mind that (most of them deserve consumption - see the 
Saatchi collection...), what frustrates me, is that each distinguishable work 
fails to pose the question as to which (besides the path of over-affirmation) 
way could lead to dissident positions in order to somehow defend or 
recapture the social range the idea of ‘autonomy’ used to stand for. 

I exaggerate - of course there is good work in museums and contemporary 
shows and I respect colleagues who come up with innovative work under 
such circumstances. Nor am I convinced whether ‘autonomy’ is an end to 
be pursued - art was never independent, even less its producers - not even 
those who commissioned. Still, I wonder, why really few artists are willing 
to experiment not just with (a more or less) symbolical material, but with 
the framework their work is defined through or with. 

I try to surrender certain positions (parts of the symbolical order) to regain 
others that escape surveillance - at least temporarily. 

EP Also that the work is varied by interaction from onlookers / audience, 
thus producing a specific artistic event. 

AW Besides the work being influenced by the onlooker, it gets really 
interesting when the onlookers start looking at each other... 

One of the metaphorical realms (besides traffic) I like to work with, is the 
usual computer workplace: the common setting, the desk, a keyboard, the 
monitor... the prototypical realization of a proforma dialogue: I look at 
something, that monitors my movements (at least those of my hands on the 
keyboard interface) and demands further input to generate more output... I 
find it astounding that in the course of a decade almost everybody got used 
(more or less) to a stereotypized pseudo-dialogical position that directs 
and/or channels both movement and perception to an extent inexperienced 
ever before. The relative peacefulness that accompanied the transformation 
from a workshop to a desk-job situation for many professions, at least that’s 
my hypothesis, relates to that pseudo-dialogue one entertains with the 
monitor - an anthropomorphic pattern in effigy. Just imagine such a setting 
opened to several participants: a large screen, several workplaces in front of 
it (or in or around it - because the screen could well be a circle...) where 
everybody has to establish ones place on such a projected agora: at the 
same time the space in front of the screen , one’s position and movement in 
relation to the other’s becomes crucial - a function that stimulates 
interaction. 

It’s my intent, when imbricating in- and out-puts, to sort of out-maneuver 
the self-centredness of perception. Of course, self-centredness is necessary 
- not ‘other’ can exist without it - I intend to, provisionally, answer the 
question ‘what does it mean to me?’ by ‘look what it does to others...’. 

EP But without ever having seen or experienced the work first hand, it's 
hard for me to understand. Not much comes across from the photographs, 
and some of the writing (by other people) can be obscure and maybe even 
a little pretentious. The books too come into my category of 'peripheral 
information'. Can you help me towards a better understanding? 

AW The Selected Works catalogue... As you might guess from the said 
above, I’m also not really convinced about the success of this specific 


book/catalogue (nor about others) - although I think it looks good as a 
book. Practical reasons (i.e. financial) convinced me to do it - because for 
example the architects who built the bridge my interactive lighting is 
installed on just publish shots with my lights on - I agree, the thing looks 
much nicer that way - but my name is never mentioned. No use 
complaining, I have to publish as well to make my claims. So the primary 
point it makes is to state existence. What follows is the problem of how to 
calibrate information and redundance. As the book is directed to a several 
contexts (artworld, music scene, city-hall engineers or officials, theorists, 
experimental art scene, journalists etc) it suffers from underfeeding 
everybody - in different respects. I can’t help it - I guess, the format of a 
book and its traditional claim to grasp a topic between solid front- and 
back-covers is somehow betrayed by a content that is contextually evasive 
or open. Same for the texts - as the authors come from quite different 
backgrounds. The views taken are not necessarily mine - but I welcome 
them as developing more possible links with an audience which is 
tendentially open. I guess there is no better book. There are just more to 
make... 


I'M AGNOSTIC AS TO PREDICTABILITY 

EP Can you describe what the creative process means for you? There seem 
to be many stages in your work - concept, writing, action, installation, 
document - which results in further concepts and writings. Is the work ever 
really started or completed, or is the process a perpetual cycle? 

AW Not completed. Although the technical completion (and successful 
function) of a work does make me happy - so there is a break of sorts - 
such ‘contextually’ integrated works are open per se. Each of the systems 
can be re-programmed and even the in- and outputs can be replaced. (I 
actually don’t mind my works to be changed by others - in artschool I didn’t 
finish the painting class, because I encouraged others to paint over my 
paintings - and the teachers didn’t want to cope with such didactical 
obstacles). I would also not regard the work process as a cycle (I guess I 
won’t reincarnate...), it is rather a flux with several layers which, sometimes, 
are interconnected through works and projects. 

EP It seems that all your work depends heavily on the audience doing a lot 
of work, interacting and participating with the work. Is there any particular 
action or thought process that you are trying to produce? How do you 
motivate an audience towards action? 

AW On side of the audience? No... I’m an agnostic as to predictability... 
basically, I think, I somehow try to re-create the social pattern that I liked 
best when I was a teen - camping out in the open, straightforward rock 
music, campfire... If I had to do typologies, I think I’d differentiate between 3 
different social patterns within the artistical profession: autists (the kind of 
artist who usually succeeds in the media business), the campfire type (lots of 
‘avantgardists’ belong to this type - because that’s the amount of audience 
they usually get - and are able to handle) and the preachers (who can 
control their anxieties facing huge audiences). I guess on the bottom line, I 
just want people to play with me and have a good time - while I have a 
certain say as to the exertion of rules... 

EP I like the idea of struggling to resist 'structural ossification'. This is a 
struggle many artists must face. How can you keep your work alive? What 
strategies do you suggest? 

AW Strategies? Don’t stop doing it. 
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1 6 CUPS AND THE SAME NUMBER OF CLAPPERS. A TEST SETUP 
TO FIND OUT ABOUT FINE-TUNING. 
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A HIGHRAISER OF CDS - LATER TO BECOME TULPASSES. 



An INSTALLATION IN USE. A SOUND SCULPTURE (RESONATING STEEL- 
PLATES) AND A SKATER PARCOURS 



SLP - THE LAST AND BIGGEST SELECTION PROJECT, THAT INVOLVED THE WHOLE 
GROUP (1990) 
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TO BE DISTINGUISHABLE ONE HAS TO DIFFER ON 
DIFFERENT OUTPUT LEVELS. LIVE TRANSFORMATION OF CITY 
NOISE INTO SINE-WAVE CLUSTERS, TOKYO 1 996 


Stating existence 


Taping the tapers. A close loop? 
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World Music? No! 


Antonio Zepeda 

Templo Mayor 

Mexico Global Entertainment GECDJ 6054 CD (1 982 / 
reissued 2000) 

Antonio Zepeda 

La Region Del Misterio 

Mexico Global Entertainment GECDJ 6061 CD (1 986 / 
reissued 2000) 

Antonio Zepeda 

Retorno A Aztlan / In Necuepaliztli In Aztlan 

Mexico Global Entertainment GECDJ 6047 CD (1 989 / 
reissued 2000) 

World music? No. Piss off. 

Antonio Zepeda is, or perhaps was, a classically trained musician who turned 
his able hands to the instruments of the pre-Colombian Mexican orchestra: 
wooden drums; clay flutes; conch shell trumpets, and all manner of things 
that rattle. When tackling the subject of how music may have sounded in 
Mexico before the arrival of uncivilised Europeans, just about every book 
you care to look at will begin with an apology for there being no string 
instruments, and little in the way of an organised tonal scale. Oddly enough, 
there's so much going on here that it's hard to see how either could really 
contribute. 

Zepeda concerns himself with pre-Hispanic Mexica (that's Aztecs to you 
philistines) culture in both the form and subject of his music. As he states in 
the notes, authenticity and loyalty to his theme are of premium importance 
so, studio effects are kept to a minimum; all instrumentation is strictly pre- 
1521 in form and manufacture; and, despite what the cover of La Region Del 
Misterio might lead you to believe, there are absolutely no dreamy 
synthesiser soundscapes. 

That said, his desire for absolute authenticity is doomed to fail in some 
respects. For one, there is a sparing (but effective) use of reverb. Also, these 
pieces are, in places, heavily structured as music specifically as something one 
listens to. In all likelihood, Mexica music was not so rigidly orchestrated as 
this. Being but one component of ritual, ceremony and dance, it would not - 
at least in 1520 - have made sense in isolation from its performed context. 
Not that any of this is a problem. Although I listen to an average of four CDs 
a day, I participate in ritual dance thanking the Gods for maize only twice 
weekly at most, so it's all in context for me. 

It should go without saying that there's no sampling involved, and knowing 
this, one can't help but marvel at Zepeda's musical dexterity, keeping certain 
frenetic rhythms constant for minutes upon end at a velocity one would 
normally associate with a drum machine jammed on full. This boy really can 
play! Some pieces build up towards the wooden drum and clay flute 
equivalent of Wagner's Ring Cycle with a complexity that should keep even 
the most maths-obsessed prog-rockers happy and, although some sections 
are purposely arrhythmic, nothing sounds random or arbitrary. This 
definitely wasn't a case of press record and make some ethnic noises for a 
bit. 

Anyway, the results speak for themselves and with headphones on, 
surrounded by rattling gourds, the haunting chorus of conch-trumpets, 
booming wooden drums and mournful flute melodies, this isn't just some 
listening experience viewed like a Merchant-Ivory film from the comfort of 
the scatter cushions and Ikea furniture - press play and you're fucking there, 
swapping jokes with Ahuizotl, noshing a tortilla full of lake insects, and 
wondering about joining in and shaking a few feathers yourself. You can 
almost smell the sand and chocolate. The only thing that resembles being in 
Mexico more than these CDs, is being in Mexico. And I don't mean Cancun 
or Acapulco. 

Zepeda's purpose, as with Tribu reviewed a few issues ago, I would guess, is 
far removed from the world of shifting units and getting bums on seats. It is 
nothing less than the preservation and continuation of Nahuatl culture. 
Nahuatl, for the record, is the Mexica (or Aztec if you insist) language, 


which, you may be interested to know, is still very much alive. It's spoken 
widely in Central Mexico. It's taught in some schools. There are even 
Nahuatl speakers who've never bothered learning Spanish. It's simply a case 
of maintaining one's cultural identity in a world dominated by oil and 
commerce. To this end In Necuepaliztli In Aztlan is the soundtrack to a full 
length feature film made entirely in Nahuatl. Now, tell me that isn't 
hardcore. 

So no - I wouldn't call it world music. The term is too easily interchangeable 
with that of new-age. This isn't something for the dinner party, this is for the 
faithful. The Gods, beliefs and practices of the Mexica prior to their 
conquest have largely proven unsuitable for repackaging as comforting new- 
age mush. Sure, there's cute darkies and the pictures look nice and trippy, 
dude, but other than that, it's all too complicated and full of sacrificial 
nastiness for assimilation. Zepeda's music reflects this. It is neither 
comforting or relaxing. In places it is quite disturbing, but at all times it 
remains inspired and uplifting. Tourists are welcome so long as they keep 
quiet and don't get in the way. Plus they'd better not start moaning when it 
gets a bit too intense. 

I'm not quite sure how you would go about getting copies of these discs. For 
what it's worth I bought mine at Librerias Gandhi - one impressive branch of 
which can be found on Avenida Juarez, opposite the Alameda in Mexico City 
(nearest tube: Bellas Artes). If for some reason you are unable to visit in 
person, you might try their website. 

WAR ARROW 
www.gandhi.com.mx 

Dromedary 

Artifact 

USA SOLPONTICELLO SP007 CD (2001 ) 

Duelling banjos. Well, no. Duelling guitar, charango, mandolin and ciimbiis 
(nope, me neither, but it's evidently a string instrument). There's a strong 
Andean feel here, and apparently, traditional Turkish music is also something 
of an influence. 

A friend who had lived at length in Cuba once treated me to his tapes of 
traditional Cuban salsa. It all sounded innocuously jolly and unremarkable 
until he enlightened me of the peculiar fact that most of the songs were 
about women and goats - the latter being your average Cuban's most highly 
prized domestic livestock. One particularly chirpy number, that could easily 
have been used in another drably sophisticated episode of Inspector Morse, 
turned out to carry a chorus along the lines of ‘My woman has ran off with 
our goat - Kill her! Kill her! Kill her!’ My point here being that without 
speaking the language (whether it be linguistic or musical) fair assessment 
can sometimes be tricky. 

This isn't exactly straightforward traditional music - Dromedary hail from 
Athens, Georgia - but to my ears it may as well be. Still. Music as I'm sure 
someone must have said at some point, is a universal language. After a few 
plays, images of overpriced eating establishments are banished entirely, 
leaving one with the positively baroque melodic interplay of two people 
plucking, strumming, hammering, and banging away on acoustic strings. It is 
thoroughly absorbing. Whilst I understand the large majority of these pieces 
are of Dromedary's own composition they speak in the same tones of mood 
as the traditions from which their inspiration is drawn: music which could 
only have come from warm climates where the melodrama of everyday life is 
reflected in the florid effervescence of Catholicism. And if that makes sense, I 
should probably add that it's meant as a fond compliment. 

Finally, stripped to it's most basic elements, Artifact reminds me of when, as 
a wee nipper, I first got an acoustic guitar and spent hours delighted by the 
ringing tones my own untutored hand was able to pluck from the magic 
strings. Although this is technically rather more sophisticated than I have 
ever been, the principal is the same. Dromedary take something which at 
first seems quite straightforward and familiar, and allow one to appreciate it 
with a wonderful new pair of lugholes. A convincing and joyful album. 

WAR ARROW 
www.solponticello.com 
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MIX BAG OF 
AURAL HONK 

RIK RAWLING takes advantage of the John Zorn / Tzadik promotion 

at Tower Records and concludes: 

“TOTALLY FUCKING INSANE” 


Eyvind Kang 

7 Nades 

USA Tzadik TZ701 3 CD 

This album begs for a 3 word review. And 
those 3 words would be: Totally. Fucking. 

Insane. 

Even John Zorn says ‘Kang is one sick 
puppy’ and he ain’t shittin’. This really 
sounds like the genuine article, the one I’d 
always hoped for - the sound of a 
certified lunatic with time on his hands 
and a rudimentary understanding of the 
recording process; a collect call from the 
very edge of the map. It’s the most 
consistently fucked-up and warped album 
I’ve heard since ‘Locust Abortion 
Technician’ which is no mean feat ‘cos I’ve 
listened to some really fucked up shit and 
this tops them all. Put it down to the 
jarring juxtapositions and the enigmatic 
titles (‘winged head over troubled waters’, 

‘thin, rabid pearly tunnel’) or the emphatic 
delivery - whatever the case, our boy 
delivers the pizza in all it’s festering and 
rancid glory. 

Kang is a violinist/composer who has 
worked with all the top nutters - Zorn, 

Frisell and Sun City Girls to name but a 
few - and their effect has rubbed off on 
him considerably. I think that only a stab 
at reggae is missing from the startling 
range covered in these 1 2 tracks, and it 
would not have sounded incongruous 
next to the spoken-word clips, brass 
snippets, modern noir soundtrack 
pastiches and ominous silences. Not 
forgetting the inevitable forays into full-on 
Japanoise that you might have anticipated 
but not delivered with such a sense of 
playfulness. One track has Kang delivering 
severe punishment to a violin while the 
sound of heavy rain provides a strange 
kind of free-jazz drums backdrop for him 
to work against. Such things are obviously 

ludicrous and should be dismissable as the work of someone who’s just 
taking the piss at our expense but something in the forcefulness of his 
attack and the pacing of his injuries to the strings makes you listen closer 
for any potential clue as to what he really means by all this. It’s like leaning 
in really close to a Schwitters original in some gallery and forcing your eye 
to soak up every last scrap of detritus as if you’ll somehow be able to 
answer the obvious question: What the fuck did he mean? 

Like waking to find a cold hand reaching under the duvet to cup your nuts, 
Kang brings an air of mystery and uneasiness to the entire proceedings, 



despite all the rabid eclecticism. With the keys 
to the avant garde escape hatch firmly grasped 
in his fist he’s clearly having a whale of a time 
and wants you along for the ride. There’s no 
way in a million years you’ll find this on a 
listening post in your local megastore so my 
advice would be to boldly go where few would 
dare to soberly go and you may be surprised 
what you find there. 

RIK RAWLING 08/03/2002 
www.tzadik.com 


Marc Ribot 

Shoe String Symphonettes 

USA Tzadik TZ7504 CD 

A long-time rent-a- twang for everyone from 
John Zorn to Tom Waits, Ribot brings an air of 
style to anything he’s involved with. This is a 
collection of his work for various films - none of 
which will be cropping up at your local multiplex 
anytime soon. Judging by the stills used to 
illustrate the CD booklet it would seem we are 
firmly entrenched in strangeoid arthouse 
territory which made lead to some silly-looking 
shit but what about the music that accompanies 
it? 

Rather than approach this as some ramshackle 
collection of unconnected pieces, I tried to 
absorb at as a fully realised single work. This 
approach got off to a bad start with the first few 
tracks though - because what sounded for all 
the world like Dick Dale and Walt Disney 
scoring for a haunted house film was so 
emphatically a film score hat it couldn’t really 
‘work’ without the images it’s meant to be set 
against - unless your usual flights of fancy 
involve cartoon ducks in Hawaiian shirts running 
around a gothic mansion chased by sentient 
bedsheets. 

Things do really come alive when he sets in with 
the guitar, even if it’s just solitary chimes against 
a piano, there’s a tension and release that you 
just don’t get from the self-conciously ‘creepy’ strings doing their ‘Don’t 
look behind you’ bit. The slightly more serious and ominous mood 
continues through the rest of the album, with shades of Morricone and 
even A Silver Mt.Zion - albeit with a jazzy backbeat, mournful trumpet and 
swells of strings. And amidst all of this you get sudden bursts of the ‘Can 
Can’ and even ‘Catch the Pigeon’ ! Which is bonkers and by all the laws of 
physics shouldn’t work - but it does. There’s little of Ribot’s actual guitar 
work throughout, focussing more on his compositions instead which is fine 
in itself but I can’t help wishing he’d taken more of an opportunity to stick 


47 




The Sound Projector Tenth Issue 2002 


his oar in when he had the chance ‘cos he’s a great player and never fails to 
lift the moment. 

This is an odd album, one that you don’t feel compelled to play again and 
again but when the moon is full and the wind is blowing a tin can down the 
street it could be the perfect accompaniment for all you insomniacs out 
there. It won’t put you to sleep but it will help you to get the most out of 
your wide-eyed 3am reveries. 

RIK RAWLING 12/03/2002 
www.tzadik.com 

John Zorn 

Filmworks X: In The Mirror of Maya Deren 
USATzadikTZ7338 CD 

It seems to me that it’s all too easy for the overtly-romantic male psyche to 
get all too easily wrapped up in the notion of the enigma wrapped in a 
poem that was Maya Deren. Successive generations of explorers of the 
fringes of artistic expression - the ‘avant garde’ if we must choose labels - 
have fallen for her ethereal presence and haunted 
eyes, seemingly always searching the dark horizon 
for some sign from the spirits she had given herself 
to. 

I’ve personally never seen one single frame of her 
filmwork and know of her only through articles 
I’ve read on the net, or via Grant Morrison’s 
chapter on her in Rapid Eye 3. And still I’m 
intrigued. Intrigued enough to buy this album 
anyway which is Zorn’s score for a film called In 
The Dream of Maya Deren made by Martina 
Kudlacek. A photograph of Maya’s face is used for 
the cover image - a black & white shot of her 
seemingly asleep with light falling through some 
kind of net casting nourish shadows across her lips 
and cheek. It’s a romantic image straight out of a 
Kieslowski film - the perfect woman as desired for 
by man in love and at his most poetic, with sluttish 
excesses pressed back into the lizard brain in 
favour of confused notions of something naturally 
pure and unadulterated, like an orchid or a swan. 

Maya Deren was a Russian whose family fled to the 
USA when the anti-Jewish pogroms kicked off after 
the Russian Revolution. At Syracuse University she 
developed an interest in film but it wasn’t until she 
moved to New York, ditched her husband and 
shacked up with another Russian exile - Alexander 
‘Sasha’ Hammid - that she made her first films, 
culminating with the much-celebrated and still- 
often-cited Meshes In The Afternoon. Following 
that film’s success she became the darling of the 
bohemian party crowd and aligned herself even 
further with the alternative arts scene of 1 940’s 
New York. After working closely with Katherine 
Dunham, the black anthropologist and dancer 
who first exposed American audiences to genuine 
Caribbean music and culture, Maya was inspired to 
make a film about Haitian Voudon and applied for 
a Guggenheim grant. Her aim was to use film and 
montage editing to make a comparative study of 
children’s games, Balinese trance dancing and the 
Haitian voudon dance footage that she intended to shoot during her first 
trip in 1947. 

Once immersed in this ‘alien’ culture Maya went off on one, seemingly 
possessed by the atmosphere around her. The anthropologist Joseph 
Campbell accompanied her on the trip and concerned by this decidedly 
metropolitan city-bound woman’s response to the Voudon influence he 
managed to claw her back from the brink and coaxed her through the 
process of writing a book on her observations and experiences - Divine 
Horsemen: The Living Gods of Haiti. Her approach to the material was 
objective and subjective and led to potent insights into a culture too often 
viewed from a cool, dispassionate and strictly academic perspective. Maya 
threw herself heart and soul into her sensations and used her prose to 
report back on what she found. The actual film never got made. 


She died at 44 of a brain haemorrhage but her work has continued to strike 
chords with new generations of artists, John Zorn being one of them. 
Though he was commissioned to compose the score for the film he had 
already made clear the debt he felt to Maya Deren’s influence on his own 
work in previous Tzadik releases. This time, however, he’s been restrained 
by the fact that his music has to compliment someone else’s images - and 
the result is some of Zorn’s most approachable and emotionally involving 
music to date. It’s so good you almost don’t want to see the film itself for 
fear of ruining the images that are evoked when listening to the music. 

The majority of the tracks feature Erik Friedlander on cello, Jamie Saft on 
piano, organ and Wurlitzer, Cyro Baptista on percussion and Zorn playing 
piano and percussion on 5 of the 15 tracks. Perhaps most surprising is 
Zorn’s piano work, particularly on ‘Drifting I, 2 and 3’ where he plays some 
extraordinarily beautiful lines, delicate and insistent and totally unexpected 
from the same man who gave us Leng T’Che. Apart from track 1 2 
(‘Voudoun’), a powerful drum-led rumble, which is clearly intended to 
accompany footage of a dance ritual, the rest of the album works towards 
embellishing the air of mystique and symbolic longing that seems framed 
within the most prevalent image of Maya Derne herself, from Meshes in the 
Afternoon, where she has her hands pressed against a window pane staring 
out at something real or imagined, black trees 
reflected against her Mona Lisa-like expression of 
peace and wonder and longing. 

This is as far removed from your soporific ‘chill’out’ 
compilations as you could get without resorting to 
amplified bluster. It’s music that, if you’re prepared, 
goes deep inside and dredges up something of 
yourself that you may not have considered or 
thought long since buried. It may even lead you to 
seek out Maya Deren’s work for yourself. I’m 
certainly curious. 

RIK RAWLING 07/03/2002 

www.tzadik.com 

John Zorn 

Songs From the Hermetic 
Theatre 

USA Tzadik TZ7066 CD 

The ‘avant garde’ is too often used as a convenient 
shelter for witless pranksters and charlatans and 
when lurching too far down those dank and skewed 
corridors often leads to those individuals who are 
looking to plow new furrows doing nothing more 
than disappearing up their own arses. 

The world is running out of new areas to explore - 
both physically and psychically - and too often the 
same tired old shocks and scrapes, squawks and 
smears are repeated again and again, as if we have 
goldfish memories and have never seen Duchamp’s 
‘Fountain’. Such an accusation has been levelled at 
John Zorn in the past (Steve Albini famously 
dismissed him as a player of ‘duck calls’ over the 
genuine musicianship of other, more significant 
talents) but I doubt it can be truly made to stick. 

Zorn has always fervently believed in the myriad 
potential of the ‘avant garde’ as a better way of 
expressing the psychic maelstrom of modern 
humanity than what passes for ‘popular culture’ and 
whatever arbitrary boundaries that may have been out in place by previous 
artists he’s sought to breach them. Few other artists, especially musicians, 
have rarely been as willing to explore all the possibilities open to them as 
Zorn has, and whilst I have been openly critical of his breathless eclecticism 
and prolfocity in the past, I’ve never lost admiration for his commitment to 
his art and his galactic self-belief that what he is doing is valid and right and 
necessary. I certainly can’t picture him in his New York home, sulking in the 
dark and crushed by the notion that the world doesn’t need to really hear 
his ideas. Clearly, with the surging waves of poptainment threatening to 
drown us completely we need, now more than ever, artists with his kind of 
knackers to stage a fightback. 

With all that in mind I took full advantage of the recent Tzadik promotion at 
Tower Records and picked up a selection of Zorn titles, this being the 
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obvious first choice. The 4 tracks on the album, inspired by the artists - 
film-maker Maya Deren, genuine American maverick Harry Smith and 
shaman/joker/performance artist Joseph Beuys - were created using the 
most disparate elements possible - everything from computers to flutes, 
piano, electronics and, on ‘Beuysblock,’ everything from moustache scissors 
to a carcass of a hare. All of which are perfectly in keeping with the 
decidedly unconventional aesthetic ideas and methodologies of the artists 
that have inspired Zorn and the whole venture reeks of that same pseuodo- 
shamanic high art tomfoolery that has duped gallery owners, tastelessly rich 
collectors and Guardian readers into denying the likes of Damien Hirst and 
Tracey Emin their rightful place in society - either driving a fork-lift truck or 
blowing rich Iranian bankers in hotel rooms to pay rent. 

‘American Magus’ and The Nerve Key’ are electronic and computer pieces 
respectively, both not all that dissimilar and, on initial listens, sounding not 
unlike a skipfull of chirruping mobile phones dropped into a lake. Repeated 
exposures reveal absolutely no semblance of a structure to hang your ear 
on - think Ryoji Ikeda spilling beer on his kit - and you ended up feeling 
that you might well be having your plonker pulled. This may be exactly the 
response Zorn wants - there’s just no way of telling but if this is ‘music’ 
then I am Kurt Schwitters. They don’t even work as ‘noise’ or ‘mood’ 
pieces - they just annoy. Again, this may be what 
Zorn was after. 

The other two tracks are some kind of 
improvement in that there’s something you can 
react to. 

‘In The Very Eye Of Night’ celebrates the vision of 
Maya Deren, opening with a sample of her speaking 
before into a muted unnerving landscape of bass 
rumbles and the persistent sinister rasp of night 
crickets. This is minimalist music that’s alive with 
dark potential, like a poisonous bloom nurtured in 
shadow. And if that sounds like pretentious wank- 
try Swans, committed to a deadline but with only 
half their kit ‘cos someone nicked the van. Alright? 

The aforementioned ‘Beuysblock,’ is the one 
you’ve paid your money for though and you expect 
it to deliver on the ‘inspired’ roster of items used 
in its creation. Unfortunately this is nowhere near 
as deranged or as unlistenable as you might expect. 

Piano and strings are used to create chambers into 
which Zorn pitches all his disparate sound effects 
in an attempt to evoke the techniques of Beuys 
himself. What sounds ridiculous on paper and 
something you’d expect from a bunch of spirited 
teenagers armed with a sampler is actually an 
entirely convincing echo of Beuys’ own 
performance pieces that uncomfortably straddle 
the perilous gulf between stupidity and intelligence, 
madness and stone-cold sanity. Zorn just about 
pulls it off but try playing this one at a party - I 
predict about five seconds before someone pipes 
up with ‘What’s this fucking bollocks’? Five 
seconds. 

Interestingly the accompanying sleeve-notes feature (amongst images of and 
by Deren, Smith and Beuys) a resume of Zorn himself - his dominant 
influences and achievements - as if to say, This is a definitive statement of 
myself as an artist, what I mean, what I am about.’ Musically it features only 
a miniscule indication of Zorn’s composition and performance interests (for 
example, it’s all about as far removed from Naked City as you could get) 
but it’s enough to establish the fact that he is entirely serious about his 
music and is vitally engaged in defining, via art, our most guarded of 
emotions and strangest of notions. My only real concern that in his rabid 
appropriation of techniques and possibilities he’s missing out on something 
like genuine inspiration. I’m forced to compare this album to another Tzadik 
release - Eyvind Kang’s 7NADEs and I’m afraid that the young upstart has 
caused an upset this time around ‘cos his insane but inspired mix bag of 
aural honk is one to make you sit up in your chair and check the clock to 
make sure it’s not reading Thirteen O’Clock. With the exception of the 
Deren track this is the sound(s) of ideas left too long in the gallery shadows. 
Perhaps they should’ve stayed there? 

RIK RAWLING I 1/03/2002 
www.tzadik.com 


John Zorn 

Taboo & Exile: Music Romance Vol.2 

USA Tzadik TZ7325 CD 

It’s impossible to review this album with any kind of coherence or 
convention to structure. All I can offer instead is the verbatim notes I 
scribbled when I listened to this for the first time, late one Friday night with 
rain slapping against the window. 

Track I - liquid beats like a theme to a dream. A roomful of warm rain 
through which a piano phantom dances. 

Track 2 - Duelling guitar howls against a SWAT-team-at-the-door 
drumbeat. Peter Green meets Black Flag. 

Track 3 - A violin with Tourette’s Syndrome duels against a gang of bully 
boy strings for supremacy of the sandpit in my head. 

Track 4 - Ritual dreams and handclaps from the acolytes as the flames 
illuminate their transfixed gaze aimed at the altar where SHE prepares 
herself. 

T rack 5 - Conventional rock riffs 
boom out from a teenagers house 
party where the local nutter who 
shouts at buses has run rampage 
through Mom’s bedroom with her 
underwear wrapped around his head. 

Track 6 - Drunken Klezmer. 

Track 7 - A lurch through a graveyard 
at midnight for Goths pissed on White 
Lightning. Frantic drums signal he 
arrival of a meatwagon full of cranked- 
up cops looking to crack heads. 

Track 8 - Sober Klezmer. 

Track 9 - Ribot at a late-nite lounge 
party where the lights are low and the 
spoons are all black. 

T rack 1 0 - It had to come eventually - 
free-jazz drumming and the 
characteristically hysterical shriek of 
Zorn’s sax. Manic in its desire to enter 
your skull, with all the subtlety of 
Sutcliffe’s hammer. 

Track I I - The sudden minimalism of a 
ticking clock, ghostly Oriental voices 
and a plucked chord in the cellar under 
the nursery. 

T rack 1 2 - A reprise of T rack 4, 
bringing the ritual full circle. 

This is a great album. Never dull, it 
enthrals the listener with a succession 
of moods and energies that seem 
contained by some hex within the silver grip of the CD. The first Music 
Romance collection was a big disappointment for me but this is perhaps my 
favourite of Zorn’s - the first time he’s brought together his sprawling 
range of influences and collaborators (Marc Ribot, Joey Baron, Bill Laswell, 
Mike Patton and many more) and managed to work the mix into something 
that achieves it’s lofty intentions. 

Special note must be given to the excellent job done on the packaging with 
carefully selected images of ritual (everything from Hermann Nitsch’s 
‘Aktion’ blood nonsense to a spectral figure stood in a circle of what look 
like giant horns) and the beautiful but disquieting cover image of a 
prepubescent girl, naked but draped in a white sheet, with a look of almost 
malevolent contemplation on her face. What we hear on the album is the 
music in her head and what it tells us is something we may not wish to 
know but there is no escaping it. 

You need this record in your life. 

RIK RAWLING 

12/03/2002 

www.tzadik.com 
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Climax Golden Twins 

Climax Golden Twins 
USA FIRE BREATHING TURTLE FBT 
007 CD (2001) 

Essential new CD of the Twins’, and this one 
includes a few early recordings from 1 993 along 
with the recent crop. Here be the full CGT 
band-playing experience, which makes it 
somewhat different to the other exotic, dream- 
scaping episodes which I’ve heard from these 
Seattle- based hipsters. Just to get a few 
‘knowledgeable’ references out of the way, think 
of Tom Waits, Can, early Pere Ubu, Peter 
Laughner, The Butthole Surfers, some of the 
better SST bands, and even The Fall circa early 
1 980s (if Mark E Smith would just stop ranting 
for five seconds and let us hear the band 
playing!). But CGT do not self-consciously display 
any ‘influences’ from the above shopping list of 
greats, and the craft behind their instrument- 
wielding is formidable; they are wholly original 
players, and likewise very skewed de-composers. 

Guitars, bass and drums leap into new life in 
ways never heard before, with incredibly taut and 
precise playing, great group dynamics, and every 
move informed by clever strategies of weirdness 
and invention. Not to mention the wayward 
sense of humour which rises on more than one 
occasion; a spot-on take-off of ‘beatnik’ jazz 
poetry for example. The band include Robert 
Millis, Jeffery Taylor, with guest players such as 
Jeph Jerman and Jesse Paul Miller (who should be 
familiar from their Anomalous / Fire Breathing 
Turtle releases), and Scott Colburn, famed 
Seattle producer most readily known from his 
Sun City Girls productions. The exotic found 
tapes and vinyl-samplings which comprise the 
more notorious side of the CGT’s activities (eg 
Victrola Favourites, their imaginary museum of 
wax cylinder recordings) are less to the fore on 
this occasion, but are deployed with chilling 
ingenuity to form occasional backing tracks, loop 
rhythms, or drunken slowed-down vocal parts. 
The total effect is as disorienting and reality- 
sapping as the ‘Sea of Holes’ cover art - red dots 
printed in a metallic red, dazzling Op Art, each 
hole presenting a gateway to a new dimension of 
nightmare. 

Keen to keep reinventing and re-exploring their 
own mythology, the Twins allow a flight of fancy 
on their press release, describing themselves as ‘a 
group of loincloth-clad sloth herders snacking on 
toucan drumsticks and rubbing the electronic 
equipment left behind by a recently cannibalized 
National Geographic crew’. ..a sort of faux- 
allusion to a faux-noble savage myth, populating 
the faux-Americas. The difference between CGT 
and jokers like Godspeed My Black Trouser- 
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Press is that the former can deliver a novel form 
of twisted rock music that actually lives up to a 
description like the above. Delectable, choice, 
delight. Buy now; disappointment impossible. 

ED PINSENT 08/01/2002 

PO Box 45243, Seattle, WA 98 1 45, USA 
www.climaxgoldentwins.com 



Dean Roberts and the 
Black Moths 

Play the Grand Cinema 
GERMANY RITORNELL RIT09 CD 
( 2000 ) 

Dean Roberts was once a member of 
experimental New Zealand guitar band Thela, 
whose members also included Rosy Parlane and 
Dion Workman, before he jetted off to Europe 
and signed a contract with Mille Plateaux, the 
latter activity raising a fair few eyebrows, mine 
included, as Thela’s textured guitar layers are as 
far away from the music usually associated with 
MP (these days anyway) as the proverbial chalk 
from cheese. Judging from this Ritornell release 
though, the partnership seems a happy one; 
Roberts and his Black Moths friends have welded 
a very agreeable and unified recording from 
apparently disparate elements including jangling 
guitar sequences, rotating cymbals, drones and 
passages of computer processing which might 
even pass muster with the head honchos of Mego 
and Phthalo. There is an uneasy atmosphere 
through which snippets of sound, texture and 
drone float in and out. I’m sure Brian Eno, one of 
the writers of ‘Cindy Tells Me’ which is (sort of) 
covered early on in the music, 
would be enthralled. Roberts 
surprisingly sings a fair bit but his 
rather ordinary voice does not 
detract from the proceedings - it 
just becomes another element that 
comes and goes in the constantly 
changing and unpredictable music. 

This is one recording I wish was a 
bit longer; another ten minutes 
would have sufficed. Let’s hope 
Ritornell / MP release a few more 
recordings like this one so we 
might have a bit more respect for 
this label. 

JENNIFER HOR 
www.mille-plateaux.com 

Dual 

Keimar Sty 
UNITED KINGDOM 
COOMBE RECORDS 
COOMBOl CD (2001) 

‘Live guitar drones, building up 
harmonic layers’, says the 
enthusiastic press release... I’m 
bored already. Despite the 
ponderous and grand ambitions 
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from Colin Bradley (ex-Splintered) and his 
collaborators, this CD is just another serving of 
very ordinary Ambient soup. Distorted electric 
guitars, treated through computers with 
absolutely bucketloads of effects, mostly digital 
echo layed on by the pound. Sheer muddy tracts 
of swampiness result, inducing mild nausea. 
Nothing like the clarity achieved by Robert 
Hampson with his guitars and studio in Main, or 
even the reverb experiments of Fripp and Eno in 
the 1970s. Occasionally, meaningless beats are 
brought into this Dual record for no apparent 
reason, except to add ‘drama’ to an otherwise 
non-happening stretch of musical meandering. 
Dual have high-minded aims, and have been 
peddling their brand of FX-driven slush to 
various arthouse venues, and (inevitably) scoring 
film soundtracks with it. I don’t know why this 
sort of lazy ‘minimalism’ always attracts 
comparisons with greater musicians, usually the 
Theatre of Eternal Music, Tony Conrad and The 
Velvet Underground, when quite clearly Dual 
haven’t one fraction of the intelligence or the 
ideas of those titans. Dual’s tone is portentous, 
conveying a sort of sternness and ‘serious’ 
demeanour that is probably intended as a token 
of the gravitas of these players, but it mostly 
conceals their mediocrity and lack of original 
talent. One too many ‘Ambient’ cliches here, I’m 
afraid. Listener, a copy of Tangerine Dream’s 
Alpha Centauri LP would be far better for you; 
there is a vinyl reissue available and this demands 
your money and attention first. 

ED PINSENT 05/02/2002 

67 St John's Way, London N 1 9 3QU 

info@comberecords.com 

www.coomberecords.com 

Keith Fullerton Whitman 

21 :30 for Acoustic Guitar 
USA APARTMENTB CD APTB002 
2001 


Quite a departure for the man more usually 
know to us as DJ Hrvatski, he of the 
faster-than-light breakbeats, this CD consists of 
two tracks of about equal length featuring lovely, 
delicate sounds, just the kind of music you need 
to wind down after encountering Mr Whitman's 
more frantic alter ego. 

The first track is reminiscent of early 70s 
electronic music tone poems and moves at a 
brisk, sometimes urgent, pace with crisp dulcet 
tones. The second track (both tracks are 
untitled) is more formless, dreamy and slow - 
tones float in space and gradually assume 
direction. Picture yourself visiting a forest and 
sitting on a log to wait for the birds and insects 
to get used to your presence; after some time, 
the animals accept you as part of the scenery and 
resume their normal activities. You are thus 
more than rewarded with exotic calls and rich 
patterns of tones and textures. 

It would be sad in a way if Hrvatski gave up his 
day job but if Keith Fullerton Whitman produces 
more music as good as this recording, at least 
we'll understand and hopefully forgive him if 
KFW prevails over Hrvatski. 

JENNIFER HOR 
www.apartmentb.com 

Noel Akchote 


Rien 

GERMANY WINTER AND WINTER 
91 0 057-2 CD (2000) 

According to the CD booklet (with WandW, you 
always get a booklet, not just a CD and front and 
back sleeves), Rien is a ‘journey, a road-movie ... a 
soundtrack’. To assist in this illusion, the booklet 
includes photos of objects referring to direction 
or movement, plus photos of city scenes and of 
an unidentified woman who could be a guide, a 
potential lover or at least a travelling companion 
and backseat driver. I think of a movie I saw years 
ago, Jean-Luc Godard's Alphaville, about a 
detective who ventures into a futuristic city (Paris 
of the 1 960s actually) ruled by a tyrannical 
scientist and his machines. When the detective 
flees the city with his companion, the last shots 
are (I think) of the roads at night from the 
driver's viewpoint, roadlights illuminating the path 
away from the city. 

The music does not suggest much of a journey; it 
seems you the listener must bring your own past 
experiences and imagination to the journey. 
Concept aside, there are lovely tranquil guitar 
textures ( some of which remind me of defunct 
New Zealand band Thela's work) accompanied 
by computer sampling and turntable work. There 
isn't much variation in mood in the music. The 
best tracks include ‘Gifle and ‘Cesse’ for the 
guitar work and ‘Coupe’ for the extended sonic 
explorations of Erik Minkkinen and Andrew 
Sharpley. The weakest track is the last, ‘Pousse’; I 
don't understand why experimental guitarists 
have to include post-rock tracks with ‘natural’ 
guitar playing at the end of their albums and in 
this case, the piece is absolutely unnecessary as 
the album is long enough already. 

Apart from this gripe, Rien is a pleasant recording 
of guitar / computer / turntable ambience with 
only very slight hints of darkness. The CD could 
have been more edgy and less inward-looking for 
a recording about journeys but if you want a nice 
ride for an hour or so, take a spin with Rien. 

JENNIFER HOR 

WinterProduction@compuserve.com 

Oren Ambarchi 

Suspension 

UNITED KINGDOM TOUCH T33: 1 8 
CD (2001) 

Oren’s Suspension is probably his most 
accomplished studio-recorded statement to date, 
threatening even to eclipse the masterful Stacte 
LPs. As regards those vinyl gems, you’ll have to 
take my word for it as to their excellence - 
they’re all sold out now. Suspension makes the 
Stacte experiments seem restless in comparison; 
Oren has forsaken that manic, pile-it-on quality 
that seemed to dictate that each experiment 
must build up to a fever pitch of overdubbed 
insanity as a climax. Suspension’s six 
compositions are more integrated, and soundly 
constructed, and the music continues to excite 
and affect the emotions deeply. 

This is one loud fucking record. Although it ain’t 
violent music, the bass levels continually go 
ballistic and hath twice caused the oaken beams 
of my fine Tudor residence to shake loose from 
the walls. (Fortunately, the resulting shower of 
plaster didn’t bother me as I was wearing my 



experimental-music poncho at the time, as is 
customary.) The splices in Oren’s loops are so 
up-front, it’s like being continually struck in the 
face by boxing gloves on mechanical arms, rigged 
up to a malevolent clockwork mechanism. Then 
again, who’s to say they’re splices? Magnetic tape 
is for the birds - this is probably just some digital 
glitch, but it still packs a fair wallop. One track is 
composed from sampled amplifier buzz; selection 
and editing, rather than playing, might be the key 
to this record. 

Suspension is very good listening. Besides 
ensuring all his usual quality control factors are 
functioning 100%, Oren still exhibits the same 
devotion to milking a small sequence of notes for 
all the value he can extract from them; it’s an 
attention to simplicity that doesn’t make him a 
minimalist (there’s quite enough of those fellows 
around), more like a good economist who lets 
none of his best recorded moments go to waste. 
As always, Oren’s process is effective, but it 
never dominates; at the end of the day, he 
delivers profoundly moving and emotional music. 

ED PINSENT 23/1 1/2001 

13 Osward Road, London SWI 7 7SS, UK 
TOUCH@touch.demon.co.uk 

Perlonex 

Peripherique 

GERMANY ZAREK 07 CD (2001 ) 

Another nerve-shredding Ignaz Schick production 

- this one is a sullen, brooding horror. It 
documents a Paris concert by Schick on live 
electronics, joined byjorg Maria Zeger on guitars 
and Burkhard Beins on percussion. The first long 
track is apt to induce physical sickness among the 
unwary, but not because it’s particularly extreme 

- it’s just so loaded and larded with 20 tons of 
old-fashioned angst and paranoia. Schick I assume 
provides the low-end bass rumbling with 
electronic devices of a secret nature, leaving 
Zeger to attack his guitar with the directed 
malevolence of a veteran slaughterhouse-man. 
This sorta nastiness has not been heard since the 
DAF guitarist took an electric vibrator to the 
neck of his axe. Even when the music goes quiet, 
the same bristling intensity of menace growls 
through every second of the continuous 
brooding and groaning. Perlonex used to be 
Perlon; their first release (Zarek 0 1 ) was 
reviewed in issue eight, and they’ve got a lot 
better since then - much more dynamic. Schick’s 
solo release Tabit (same ish) also exhibited the 
same bad-tempered grumbling qualities, and is a 
great panacea to cheer up those suicidal 
November days (by making you feel worse). This 
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newie seemed a little overlong on first 
spin, but now I appreciate that the 
sprawling dimension is necessary to 
accommodate every waking moment of 
this combo’s anti-social repulsion and 
pessimistic malaise. Keep a bottle of 
Gaviscon handy. 

ED PINSENT 10/12/2001 

Schreinerstrasse 33, D- 1 0247 Berlin, 
Germany 

info@zangmusic.de 

www.zangimusic.de 

Rafael Toral 

Violence of Discovery 
and Calm of 
Acceptance 
UNITED KINGDOM TOUCH 
TO:40 CD (2001) 


A collection of sumptuous and beautiful drone 
miniatures from this Portugese musician. Toral is 
one of the latest in an ever-lengthening list of 
experimental guitarists (to be fair, this CD took 
seven years to record) who presents ten ambient 
pieces performed wholly on guitar with one track 
also featuring a recording of ‘silence’ during a 
space shuttle mission. (Of course, the smart-alecs 
among you already know that space is not silent 
at all, buzzing as it is with emissions from stars, 
galaxies and other phenomena.) Despite the 
pseudo-Zen title of the CD which seems more 
appropriate to a David Sylvian recording, all the 
tracks are very serene, perhaps too much so; we 
find ourselves thinking at times while listening to 
this CD that it could benefit more from the 
exploration of a greater variety of moods and 
ideas in slightly longer and perhaps fewer tracks. 

We find it immediately captivating - it creates a 
sort of shell around the listener, a cocoon of 
emotion. Toral does it mostly through 
sophisticated manipulations of the electric guitar, 
leaning heavily on effects and treatments and I 
think some occasional found tapes. But you’re 
never aware of the instrument, only the 
transcendent power and gravitas of the music. 
Everything is slow-moving and kaleidoscopic, 
and conveys a certain majesty which commands 
respect and awe.. .you will be obliged, we guess, 
to slow down the hectic pace of your life to 
simply allow a bit of spacious contemplation. 

The blurred image of the pylon with its steel 
cables across a blue sky is a useful handle - the 
artist is a 1 00ft giant, playing a guitar as big as a 
pylon with his huge ivory hands. It conveys the 
scale and ambition of these guitarscapes. 

Toral is a magisterial artist controlling high- 
volume, wide-aspect and VistaVision 
Technicolor musical drones. Never dozing and 
allowing the process to take control, which 
would be exceptionally easy. The work unfolds 
at a manageable pace, a human scale. He never 
loses sight of his guiding light, and conveys a 
sense of his personal integration and wholeness 
with the world. The best pieces include 
‘Desiree’ which has a rich sound of celestial 
bells chiming to welcome travellers into the 
heavenly realms; ‘Measurement of Noise’ which 
seems to describe a journey in space and is one 
of the few tracks to explore an idea fully and 
take it somewhere; the relatively harsh ‘Maersk 
Line’; ‘Optical Flow’ with its plucked notes, 
which sounds intimate yet also feels epic; and 



the austere ‘Energy Nourish’. The last track 
‘Mixed States Uncoded’ is the least interesting, 
featuring conventional guitar sounds and the 
‘silence’ mentioned earlier. 

Photography by Heitor Alvelos adorns a greeting 
card slipcase cover and insert, in red, purple and 
blue colour schemes. The photos of light and 
energy waves and pulses are beautiful with their 
glowing shades of red, yellow, orange and blue, 
complementing the music well. These time- 
elapsed photographs of light sources create 
fascinating patterns, showing how forms in nature 
tend to echo each other; we could be seeing 
flocks of seagulls, teeming microbes magnified, or 
the Aurora Borealis. In the same way, Toral’s 
sounds seem to echo, magnify and restate all 
grandiose sounds in nature - waterfalls, 
rainstorms, soaring aircraft in the skies, or 
glaciers groaning as they slowly shift across the 
surface of the earth and rearrange the landscape. 
If you feel your own mental landscape could do 
with a bit of rearranging, then check in here - 
these sounds will do more than clear the 
cobwebs away.Jmagine a mighty cleansing force 



that sweeps away all the oil pollution, aerosol 
cans and garbage mountains in Alaska, leaving 
acres of pure snow and clean earth behind. 

ED PINSENT /JENNIFER HOR 22/1 1/2001 

13 Osward Road, London SWI 7 7SS, UK 

TOUCH@touch.demon.co.uk 

www.touch.demon.co.uk 


Steffen Basho-Jungens 

Waters In Azure 
USA STRANGE ATTRACTORS 
AUDIO HOUSE SAAH005 CD 
( 2002 ) 

Another triumphant release from this German 
acoustic 1 2-string guitarist. His previous work 
Inside remains an essential purchase, but this 
new one is even more completely realised; less 
troubled by dark feelings of angst, less fierce, 
although still propelled by the same tension and 
excitement. All instrumental pieces, of which the 
first noticeable element is the sheer craft in the 
picking and the playing; Jungens makes his 
acoustic instrument perform like a full orchestra, 
realising the dream of every solo guitar player. 
High notes, bass notes, all sounding in incredibly 
rich harmonies and complexity as his hands and 
fingers wander with ease up and down the full 
length of the fretboard. The neck of his guitar 
must be eight miles long! He’s fond of special 
effects, too - slides, jangling, muffled strings, 
strumming, hammering-on - all the old Country 
Blues tricks are deployed with remarkable fluency 
and facility. And there are many more influences - 
Eastern music, folk music, modern composition. 

But no empty showoff is he. He’s a musical 
craftsman, and thankfully one who has something 
to say. The form of these watery pieces is very 
much like the flow of a river; he produces a 
constant flow of clear, pure music, which changes 
all the time as the river bends. He explores 
constantly, never allowing a lazy riff to lull him to 
sleep or let the craft drift into a stagnant 
pool. He has a tremendous range and 
musical vocabulary, and a sense of history 
too; proud to place himself in a line with 
John Fahey and Robbie Basho, and their 
antecedents too. Look for Steffen’s fine 
‘expansive’ and raga’ work on Henry 
Kaiser’s new guitar compilation 1 56 Strings, 
where he’s up there with the best of the 
best - including the under-rated Rod Poole. 

In the words of the press release, Steffen is 
‘experimenting with technique, form and 
sound by merging minimalist composition, 
Eastern raga and the acoustic steel string / 
folk tradition’. ..a neat observation to which I 
can add nothing, except that if you like all 
those modes of music, you will simply love 
them all put together on this gorgeous, 
flawless record. 

ED PINSENT 09/02/2002 

PO Box 2827, Olympia, WA 98507, USA 
info@strange-attractors.com 
www.strange-attractors.com 
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Veronique 

avec un pessimisme lucide 
UNITED KINGDOM NAMELESS 
RECORDS NAM001 CD (2001) 

Very creditable debut here from a guitar-bowing 
fellow called David Bennett, who found a way out 
of his Manchester band Stray Light in order to 
explore his experimental leanings. His guitar- 
scapes deliver pleasing noise and can be every bit 
as good as those produced by Robert Fripp, 
Robert Hampson in Main, or even Keith Rowe. 
He exploits a variety of approaches, including 
using multiple guitars (‘MRI’ and ‘MRU’ were 
composed for four guitars), bowing techniques, 
electronics, and preparing the instrument with 
inserted pieces of metal and wood. TDLOV 
believes in leaving all the rough edges in the 
finished recording, which is good by me; the best 
pieces here are 75% white noise caused by 
amplifier hum, feedback and string-scraping, and 
the musical component has to struggle to be 
heard through the layers. And layers are what 
there be, in abundance; cavernous, sweeping and 
sumptuous slow drones. 

Bennett’s ambitions are high - he wants this 
music to be considered in league with his heroes 
of the avant-garde, including Morton Feldman, 
Gavin Bryars, Tony Conrad and Alvin Lucier. 
Judging by his titles like ‘Rust and Blue’ and the 
claim that his primary influences come from 
cinema and fine art, not from music, he also 
wants to align himself with colour-field and 
abstract expressionist painters - the great Mark 
Rothko in particular. Yeah, well get in line pal! 
Charles Hayward has also paid musical tribute to 
Rothko, and Morton Feldman knew the man - 
well enough to score a piece 
of music for the Rothko 
chapel in Texas. I love 
Rothko too, but it’s so hard 
to detect when something is 
really a significant influence or 
whether the guy here is 
simply into some heavy 
name-checking. 

ED PINSENT 25/1 1/2001 

PO Box 33121, London 
NW3 2WU, UK 
www.nameless-records.com 

Tim Olive 

[Untitled] 

CANADA CELO 003 
3" CD (2001) 

A miniature solo guitar work 
from Tim Olive. The third 
Celo release continues the 
label’s ‘tradition’ - a modest, 
short mini-CD of very quiet 
music, wrapped in a small 
colour xerox picture- 
postcard sleeve, with 
handwritten credits. This 
shows the intimacy and 
personalness of the music of 
Tim Olive (and of his friend 
Jeffrey All port, the 
percussionist). It seems Tim 
has been befriending 
musicians such as Yoshida 
Ami, Sachiko M, the Onkyo 


giants Taku and Toshi, and Greg Kelley, the 
excellent American trumpeter. (He recorded 
with the latter during a tour of the USA last 
year). Tim recorded these seven untitled tracks 
direct to DAT in Osaka. As usual eschewing any 
electronic effects, Olive turns in an incredibly dry, 
tight acoustic recording, played in real time. The 
guitar sounds more like a small creature than a 
musical instrument, a gerbil or hamster snuffling 
and squeaking to itself as it plays in the glass cage. 
It’s impossible to hear any notes, melody, or even 
a distinctive sound in this thin, bodiless music; yet 



it remains oddly affecting. I surprise myself the 
number of times I keep returning to it, as though 
supping on a mysteriously thin gruel that tastes of 
nothing, yet sustains life. Tim writes that, among 
other things, he used ‘a passel o’stuffs from the 
hundred yen store’ to realise this miniature. I’ve 
no idea why, but I find this detail particularly 



touching. 

ED PINSENT 27/01/2002 
celo@canada.com 


Transient V Resident 

Medulla 

UNITED KINGDOM DISCUS 13CD 
CD (2001) 

Martin Archer’s return with his old partner Chris 
Bywater, known for their exceptional work as an 
improvising duo on saxes and synthesisers. For 
this LP, they’re joined by occasional interventions 
from guest musicians Derek Saw on trumpet, 
Benjamin Bartholomew on guitars and Kamalbir 
Singh on violin. These episodes work very well in 
leavening the mix of this release, largely because 
they seem so ill-fitting and jarring at times - even 
if this isn’t intentional. They come across like 
add-ons, studio overdubs flown in at the eleventh 
hour.. .the effect is of two or more mismatched 
records playing at once. I find this delivers a 
perverse and queasy pleasure - like a cheese 
sandwich dipped in Greek honey. 

The long (LP-length) track ‘Culm’ features the 
solo violin of Singh, although it starts off featuring 
just such a mismatch - perhaps a cross between 
an early Tangerine Dream moog piece, an ‘ethnic’ 
tabla recording, some nameless Ambient mid- 
1 990s piece of driftery, and a low-key 
Radiophonics Workshop track doodling in the 
background. A successful juggling of elements and 
a continual reappraisal of their relationships; 
shifting grounds, and subtle increases in tension. 
Like the best of Archer’s non-specific 
collaborative works, you can never ‘see’ the 
whole thing at once, nor discern which direction 
it might be heading in. Listen with expectancy. 

However if you simply want the pure sound of 
Archer and Bywater jamming it up solid, there 
are plenty of long ‘progressive-rock’ styled long 
meandering pieces here, every one of them hard 
evidence of the constant inventiveness and 
hunger for experimentation we associate with 
these (still) largely under-rated players. They 
both seem to feel they have to work overtime - 
they sweat buckets in their tireless efforts to 
keep the music perpetually surprising. This might 
be achieved through editing, or post-production 
treatments, but I guess that it’s largely achieved 
here through hard work, real-time playing, and 
never falling asleep at the post. To make it even 
harder for themselves, they largely deny 
themselves the crutches of melody, rhythm or 
harmony - and consequently the music requires 
hard work from the listener too. But the surface 
is finely-produced and pleasurable, with the usual 
high standard of attention to detail, craft and 
production that is another Archer hallmark of 
quality (why isn’t he offered commercial 
production work?) Even the smallest squeal and 
buzz is as finely crafted as a piece of cathedral 
masonry. 

This CD was produced with assistance from 
subscribers, whose loyalty will not go 
unrecorded. 

ED PINSENT 25/1 1/2001 

PO Box 659, Sheffield SIO 3YR, UK 
www.discus.cwc.net 
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Volume Control 

THE SOUND PROJECTOR SALUTES 
THE MAGIC OF PAUL McCARTNEY! 


Paul McCartney 

Blackbird Singing: Poems and Lyrics 1965 - 1999 
Edited by and with an introduction by Adrian 
Mitchell 

LONDON FABER AND FABER ISBN 0-571-20789-8 (2001) 

Unlike that other TSP reviewer, I ain't mucking about here. No sirree! Have you 
readers ever known me to muck about on these pages? Before you all chorus as 
one, ‘YES!!!’, let me confess I was gonna call this article ‘Sutcliffe Jugend 
celebrate the Wonder of the Silly Love Songs 
of Paul McCartney’ until last night when 
my lawyer phoned me and advised I 
might be exposing myself to a potential 
libel action from the SJ camp since they 
never celebrate anything even remotely 
uplifting, hence the not-so-thrilling 
title you see before you. At least we 
can all breathe a little easier, yes? 

Anyway, I quickly discovered that the 
title of the book is a misnomer as the 
tome only runs to 164 pages instead of 
the 10-tonne monster I expected to 
have to carry home from the library 
by crane. Editor Mitchell admits the 
book only contains what he 
considers to be the best of Our Paul's 
lyrics and poems and as I flicked idly 
through the pages, it rapidly became 
obvious that what he thinks are Macca's best 
scribblings and what I consider are his best are 2 
completely (well, almost) different things: he might be talking a 
different language from moi. So we get ‘Why Don't We 
Do It In The Road?’ instead of the equally tautological 
‘Hello Goodbye’ which at 
least had hints of a 
communication 
breakdown despite the 
mindless repetition, and 
we get the sickly ‘When 
I'm Sixty-Four’, easily the best remedy for 
swallowing small objects this side of a 
Heimlich manoeuvre (though you get a lot 
of vomit) Macca ever committed to vinyl 
instead of ‘Fixing A Hole’ which 
incidentally was on the A-Side of the Sgt 
Pepper album (this is more Macca's finest 
hour than that of the Beatles since the 
concept was mostly his). Mitchell hits the 
‘best of nail on the head with ‘Fool on the Hill’, ‘Lady 
Madonna’, ‘Eleanor 
Rigby’ and ‘Maxwell's 

Silver Hammer’; on the other hand I feel like going bang 
bang myself on Mr Mitchell's head for omitting ‘Let It 

Be’, ‘Magical Mystery Tour’, ‘Get Back’, ‘Another Day’, ‘Uncle Albert’ and the 
Charles Manson favourite ‘Helter Skelter’ while allowing that ode to shonky 
second-hand car dealers, ‘Mulligan's Tyres’ to go through the metal elephant-shit 
detectors. You know, ‘Mulligan's Tyres / Oh cash coming in through the till / My 


desire is always to fleece men / Oh Mulligan's Tyres’. Whoops, sorry, 
must adjust my glasses better. Oh, now I see - ‘Mull Of Kintyre’. That 
still rates 3 hammer blows anyway. Plus there's a lot of other trash 
but I won't insult the good songs mentioned here by ticking off the 
prime offenders - at least the execrable name-dropping ‘Rock Show’ 
didn't make it into the book. 

The astute among you will notice that the best Macca stuff is from 
the late 60s / very early 70s when Our Paul had practically taken over 
as leader and main songwriter for The Beatles and the weak material 
is from the mid to late 70's when he was leader and main songwriter 
for, erm, his backing band Wings. Even so, many of Macca's songs for 
The Beatles, even some of his best, haven't stood the test of time 
well and now come across as rather twee museum pieces, very 
amusing and provincially tea-cosy English. John Lennon's songs 
and even George Harrison's songs (except maybe the 

Indian-influenced stuff) 
seem to have suffered 
much less from the ravages 
of time and therefore 
when you hear them now, 
they sound more contemporary. Not a 
whole lot more, mind (a lot depends on 
George Martin's music arrangements and the 
recording techniques used), but at least they don't 
sound cloyingly cute. 

The big surprises of this book are the poems, which as 
a group are much better than the lyrics in the 
book as a group (no doubt because poetry 
doesn't have to have an immediate effect and is 
not subject to commercial pressures and the 
whims and expectations of the public), and the 
lyrics of Standing Stone which was composed 
about 1 997. When you see those lyrics (no 
verses, no chorus, most of all no repetition, 
hooray!) of a fantasy tale set long ago about 
a shaman outsider who saves a shepherd 
tribe from marauding invaders by playing 
on their superstitions and thus wins the 
hand of a shepherd maiden, you just 
want to weep for the lost years of 
Macca's songwriting; I have never 
imagined that such beautiful imagery 
could've actually flowed from the pen of 
he who gave us ‘Silly Love Songs’. Has 
Macca still got The Power? Can he 
still put the boot into the likes of 
Oasis and their peers? Only time 
will tell, as they say. 

Well if you think I was mucking about, 
why don't y'all become reviewers 
yourselves? - it's very easy, you 
just have to fill in a 100-question 
general knowledge test with kids' 
stuff like ‘Name the chief god of 
the Aztecs (correct spelling 
please)’ or something like that ... 

JENNIFER HOR 
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Interview with Pal Aslo Pottorsoil 

12 December 2001 


EP Where is zang: situated? Where do you 
actually go to do your 
music/theatre/performance work? 

PAP At the moment zang: is situated in 
Stavanger. Both Helge Olav 0ksendal and 
me live in Stavanger and got most of our 
assignments here, zang: is a registered 
company that produces music and sound. 
We’ve also released some CDs and 
arranged concerts under this name. At the 
moment we’re trying to build up a network 
in Stavanger, but we’re planning to expand 
to other cities in Norway soon, and then 
maybe abroad. 

EP Is there any audience for what you are 
doing? Does anyone buy your CDs? Are 
they on sale anyplace? Do many people 
attend your performances? Have you ever 
taken it outside of your hometown? 

PAP I’ve done a few performances and 
concerts in other cities in Norway. One of 
them was Prosjekt 2, an audio-visual 
concept with acoustic and electronic sound 
and visual projections. This was a 
cooperation between Helge Olav Oksendal, 
Roger Egseth, and me, and it was performed 
at Ars Nova Art Festival in Bergen and Sting 
in Stavanger ( 1 998). We’ve also had a 
performance at a role-play festival in Bergen 
were we improvised on ‘garbage’ we’d 
gathered together the day before, and were 
we invited everybody to join us in our 



improvising. But mostly our projects 
have been in my hometown 
Stavanger. Stavanger is a small city, so 
there aren’t so people interested in 
experimental music. Or I rather think 
that they aren’t aware of it. But many 
people are interested in exploring 
new kinds of music. They just have to 
know that it exists. It’s very important 
with publicity to get people to go to 
concerts, but it doesn’t look like the 
press in Norway are interested in 
these new forms of music, so people 
never hear about them. 

The last year things have been 
happening here. We’ve done some 
collaborations with dancers and jazz 
musicians, which has attracted lots of 
people from different milieus. We’re 
also working on a new place that’s 
recently started up. The plan is that 
there’s going to be concerts, 
performances, poetry reading, 
exhibitions etc. It’s also going to be a 
place for more experimental forms of 
art. This weekend there was a 
concert with Norwegian noise-artist 
Lasse Marhaug and we had a sound 
installation with zang:. This new place 
has had a great deal of publicity, and 
there have been lots of people coming 
to all arrangements. I’ve also had a big 
performance there in June. This was a 
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multimedia performance with acoustic and electronic music, dancing 
performances, a visual installation and a ‘sound-ensemble’ with 12 persons 
playing on various small objects like plastic bags, wineglasses, metal-pieces, 
shells etc. 

Few people have bought my CDs, but this is my first solo- release and I 
know there’s a bigger audience for this kind of music in other countries. So 
I’m working with getting in contact with people around the world. It’s not 
so important for me to sell many CDs, but to get people to listen to my 
music, so I’ve done lots of trading and got quite a bit of good music in 
exchange, for instance from Ernesto Diaz-lnfantio, Ralf Wehowsky and Koji 
Asano. I’m also working on promoting myself for radio stations and 
magazines. Selling CDs will probably come later. But my CDs are at sale on 
different mailing lists. 

EP Do you get any money from the government? Or would you 

prefer to do everything by yourself? 

PAP It’s not easy to get any money from the government if you don’t have 
any musical education or make any kind of popular music, but 
there are a few institutions giving money for projects like mine. It’s 
not important to me to do everything by myself. If I could get 
any money from the government I would be very pleased. But 
the way it is today I’ve realised that I have to do everything by 
myself with the small economic fundament that I’ve got. 

EP Are you familiar with the international scene of 
improvisers and electro-acoustic music, or would you 
prefer to keep clear of it all? 

PAP I’m familiar with parts of these scenes through 
different music magazines and listening to lots of 
different music. I’ve also started making contacts with 
different artists from these scenes. I think it’s very 
interesting listening to other peoples music, hearing what 
they do, reading their ideas on music and performing etc. I 
get much inspiration from this. I would very much like to be 
more informed on what’s going on. As long as I’ve got a 
clear idea on what I want to do myself, I find this very 
interesting. 

EP Are you aware of the history of these forms 
of music? Does it affect what you are doing? 

PAP I’m aware of some of the history of these 
forms, especially the history of the electro- 
acoustic form. I’ve read about and listened to 
lots of music, both electro-acoustic and 
improvisation, and it has affected me in the same 
way as all the music I listen to, whether it’s pop, 
electronica, improvisation or contemporary music, 
don’t think it’s necessary to know all about history to 
make good music, but I think it can be an advantage. 

EP How are your homemade instruments manufactured, what 
are they made of? 

PAP In this project I’ve been working with a friend of mine, Anders 
Gjerde, who has collected most of the objects. Some of the objects we 
use as instruments without any further treatment like metal plates, casks 
etc. But mostly we make simple constructions out of the objects. It’s 
primarily the sound that’s important, but there’s also a visual side to it. 
There are no limits on what we’ve used for instruments, but we’ve 
made most of our instruments out of objects we’ve collected in 
industrial-places, things in different kinds of metal which we’ve 
arranged in percussion sets, for instance we’ve made a 
xylophone-like instrument out of metal-pieces. At the moment I’m making 
mobiles which I’ve built out of nails, shells, thin metal, stones and ceramics. 
I’ve planned to use them for an installation. I find mobiles fascinating 
because they can make their own soundstructures without any human 
interference only dependent on how you’ve built them, what you’ve built 
them of and what environment you’ve placed them in (for example the 
interference of the wind). 

EP How do you make your electro-acoustic compositions? Do you use 
computers at all or only magnetic tapes? 

PAP I mostly use computer, but I use it as a magnetic tape with extended 
possibilities when it comes to editing my sound material. The first step in 
my working process is to gather sound material. For sound material I use 
field recordings, recordings of our improvisations with different objects, 
synthetic sounds and recordings from concerts, improvisations with other 


musicians etc. I also use much of the same material when I’m improvising. In 
this way I get to know my material better. The second step is to work with 
my material on the computer. I often work on several compositions at the 
same time and use the same material for both, but in different ways. I first 
try to select sounds or pieces that are good and get rid of all the junk, then 
try different pieces together, and maybe manipulating some of them. It can 
often take lots of time before I’m ready to start composing. It’s almost 
impossible to say anything about my methods of composing, because it 
depends on what sound material I use. I try to let the material decide in 
what direction the composition is going to go and to do what feels right 
when I listen closely to the sounds. In this way you can say that there’s an 
important element of improvisation in my compositions. 

EP How did you meet your other musician-artist friends? 

PAP The musicians I’ve worked with on a permanent basis are long time 
friends of mine. Most of them I’ve gone to school with and we’ve played 
together since we first met. Helge Olav 0ksendal and I started a rock- 
band together when we were 15-16 years old. This band lasted for 
about three years. Since then we’ve been living in 
different cities and working on each our solo- 
project. Helge Olav has a project called H O 
H, which has consisted of various, and ever 
changing constellations. But we’ve also 
collaborated on projects like Prosjekt 2, as 
mentioned earlier. A year ago Helge Olav 
moved back to Stavanger, and we decided to 
start a company together because we 
wanted to try to live of our music. This 
company got the name zang:. The idea is to 
produce music and sound for film, theatre, dance, 
exhibitions etc. We’ve also played together in different 
improvisation groups, one with saxplayer Frode 
Gjerstad and Klangpark together with Anders Hana, 
David and Anders Gjerde. 

I’ve also been working a great deal with Anders Gjerde, which 
I met through school. Anders has been working on 
experiments with electronics and percussion 
instruments. As I wrote earlier we’ve been working 
together on building instruments which we’ve used for 
improvisations. The last year I’ve been playing with 
various jazz-musicians. One of the most interesting 
projects has been a free-improvisation group with 
Helge Olav and Frode Gjerstad. Frode Gjerstad is a 
well-known jazz musician and has played with people 
like John Stevens, Evan Parker, Peter Brotzmann etc. 
He is also known for his collaborations with young and 
interesting musicians. We had been to many of his 
concerts and thought that he was one of the most 
interesting musicians in Norway so we got in touch with 
him and asked him if he was interested in doing a project with 
us. Through Frode we also got to know other interesting jazz 
musicians like Anders Hana. 

EP What drives you personally to create your work? What is your 
artistic motivation? What are you trying to say with your music? 

PAP It’s always difficult to describe what you want with your music and 
I’ve thought about this a lot. I don’t really have any complex idea behind 
what I do, it’s really quite easy. The reason I’m doing this is that I’ve got 
a huge fascination for sound. I hear music in all kinds of sounds, 
independent of the source producing the sound. This gives the 
things that surround me a new dimension. I’ve also used the 
same approach in my visual works (photo, film). This is what I 
want to give to people. I want to try to get people to pay more attention to 
the things that surrounds them, and to make them aware of the beauty of 
sounds. Therefore I use lots of sounds that can give them associations to 
things and events in their everyday life. But I also try to alienize some 
sounds or to break the illusion by manipulating the sounds or placing them 
in a different context. I think this is a positive message, which can help 
people to find values in things they usually take for granted. It can also get 
people to be more open-minded, for instance, when they see the beauty in 
different kinds of noises. 

Contact: paal.asle@c21.net 
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A COUPLE RECORDS . . . 

Pal Asle Pettersen 

Komposisjons 

NORWAY NO LABEL NO NUMBER CD-R 
(ND) 


A set of solo tape compositions by Pettersen. He 
collects environmental sounds in a paper bag, and 
once back home, he puts them under a lamp and 
studies their structures. His source material is treated 

to a high degree of abstraction, and to form a av Improvisasjoner mellom 

... . i • i Helge Olav Oksendal. Slav 

composition he proceeds to tape-splice between 
several distinct timbral zones, one after the other, to 

create disturbing effects. Some of these zones sound fascinating - I’d love to 
stay longer in them, but the composer is keen to crack on to the next 
station. He’s a man on the move. 

If I had one criticism it would be the unfinished quality of these 


zang: 

transformasjoner 


Various Artists 

zang: transformasjoner 

NORWAY NO LABEL NO NUMBER CD-R 

(ND) 


This CD is compositions derived from Pettersen’s 
improvising project - he’s joined by his friends Frode 
Gjerstad, Helge Olav Oksendal, Steve Hubback and 
Anders Gjerde - who helps Pettersen in building home- 
made instruments from found objects. Some of these 
fellows are improvisers, who have donated their music 

ilad, PAIAsle Pedersen, 

to be used in transformation experiments, remaking 
the improvisations through tape edits and electro- 
acoustic treatments. The most extreme examples of this exciting method 
are on the three ‘Collage’ pieces by Pettersen - these are quite astonishing, 
very wild treatments of the source with crazy shifts, drop-outs, silences and 
shocking dynamics. The like of this has not been heard since Richard 
Maxfield’s 1 960s experiment. 


compositions. The pieces are a little shapeless, a little disorganised; none of 
the compositions fully satisfies as a whole, but each one has many long 
moments of shining success; and the composer never resorts to cliched, 
familiar sounds. He creates deep, sonorous effects on a par with any 
electro-acoustic composer from the French school, and his work has a 
simple, hand-made quality that sets it apart from the ultra-slick work of the 
Empreintes Digitales brigade with their expensive banks of computer- 
assisted equipment. Pettersen creates gloomy ‘prog-rock’ hellish 

geographies, and uses juddery tape 
wobbles to build up quirky, clunking 
rhythms. Through increasing the layers, 
he generates drama and excitement 
without getting into Robert Normandeau- 
styled histrionics. A good little ‘showcase’ 
on a CD-R; don’t know if this is 
commercially available or what. We may 
need to watch this fellow’s work with 
interest. 

ED PINSENT 13/02/2002 


The ‘manip impro’ tracks perform similar transformations, mostly featuring 
Frode Gerstad’s clarinets and clattering percussion, with the occasional 
grunt and yelp from the enthused performers. These are varied slightly with 
a sparing use of electronic buzzes and whirrs, intervening in the 
performance. Another method used elsewhere involves making tape loops 
and repeats out of certain musical phrases, and creating an entirely new 
long composed tape-piece out of live-improvised fragments. It’s to 
everyone’s credit that they allowed their 
work to be manipulated in this way, 
giving freely of their energies which still 
shine through even after these extensive 
treatments. It’s very important, however, 
that the hand yielding the editor’s 
scissors and tape belongs to a 
sympathetic soul. Again, another CD-R 
compilation, unclear whether this is 
commercially available. 

ED PINSENT 13/02/2002 
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The Crackling Esther 

AWAIT THE HEALING COSMIC RAYS 

BE YE MINIMALISMO OR MAXIMAL I S ED , THESE STEEL VESSELS DELIVER K LANG 



Amoeba 

Watchful 

USA Relapse Records RR 6441-2 CD 
(1997) 

Wooah. Rarely is the case for the prosecution so 
positively fecund with damning evidence. Let's 
take a look at the facts: they're called Amoeba; 
watch springs and sextant-type contraptions on 
the sepia-tinted cover, like one of those old 4AD 
records; titles include 'Origami' and 'Big Clouds'; 
musically we get plenty bongos, flutes, acoustic 
guitar and the sort of phased multitracked 
harmonies of whispered voices that Enya just 
couldn't stop herself from churning out by the 
lorryload. Furthermore, there's a distinct lack of 
heavy-metal guitar, bum gags, songs about 
football teams, and music hall patina. This could 
almost be the soundtrack to slow motion 
footage of victorious goals scored for Match Of 
The Day. The defence is going to need to bring 
out something pretty serious to keep this from a 
stretch in the stripey hole. 

Technically, I should hate this. It should, by 
rights, be just another platter loaded high with 
nebulous soporific new-age mush trying to pass 
of vague ethnicisms and washes of ethereal synth 
as deep and meaningful. But - Lord, forgive me - 
it's (choke) pretty damned impressive. One gets 
lost in the lush pastures of electro-acoustic 
sound, crafted with an intimate knowledge of 
these elusive notational sequences that 
unexpectedly cause a commotion amongst the 
hairs on the back of the neck. The first few 
listens were punctuated by spasmic thought 
packages alerting me to the fact that I've heard 
this ‘sort of thing’ a million times before, 
answered briefly by spluttered explanations that 
‘yes, maybe so, but obviously I've never heard it 
done properly before,’ - gloriously cut short as 
I'm carried away on another euphoric surge of 


velvet-rich tonal impressionism. 

I've never ever ever trusted or had any time for 
the hordes of 'earthfart' bores. If anything, 
Amoeba have strengthened the degree of my 
contempt. Having been completely swept away 
by this masterfully conceived and (advanced 
apologies for this one) hauntingly beautiful disc, 
all those other know-nothing new-age ambient 
snake-oil peddlers seem more pointless and 
vainglorious than ever before. 

WAR ARROW 

Relapse Records Inc., PO Box 25 1 , Millersville, 

PA 17551, USA 
www.relapse.com 

.[AKA Ben Hatchelt] 

Everything's Exactly How You 
Left it 

SPAIN SPA. RKSP3/BH1 CD EP 
( 2001 ) 

Entertaining melodic instrumental tunes-with- 
noises from this young British performer who 
simply wishes to be known as ‘dot’. Little Dot 
was a Harvey Comics character who was 
obsessed with polka dots, but I expect our young 
man here spurns such frivolities and is more 
interested in who put the dot in dot-com 
companies. Strangely enough for one so 
obviously electronically gifted, he leaves no e- 
mail address on this release. The cover artwork 
(not by him) views all modern architecture as a 
bad mistake; completely ignoring modernist 
triumphs, it sees only a row of grim, foreboding 
bunkers. I don’t expect that matters much, 
though. In fact I doubt there is little meaning to 
any of this work. 

ED PINSENT 05/01/2002 
www.sparkreleases.com 

Cor Fuhler / Gert-Jan Prins 

The Flirts 

USA ERSTWHILE 01 7 CD (2001 ) 

An intense CD of all-electronic improvisation. 

We think this is the first release by Fuhler and 
Prins together (which could be one reason they 
called it The Flirts), although they’re well- 
established in the Euro improv scene. Their 
partnership is another offshoot of the grand 
MIMEO orchestra which was organised under 
the auspices of the magisterial Keith Rowe. 
MIMEO also contains elements of MEGO 
laptoppery, some Japanese ‘Onkyo’ players, and 
more traditional European jazz-derived 
improvisers; besides being a splendid collective 
that unites so many of these diverse trends in 


modern music, it might be leading to further 
developments, like the present recording. 

Both the players have thrown themselves 
headlong into live electronics, although they 
started with different disciplines - Fuhler as a 
pianist, Prins as a drummer. Possibly for one of 
them this is the first time he has used electronic 
and non-musical instruments to the exclusion of 
all other instruments (so he's ‘flirting’ with his 
equipment as well). The music certainly lives up 
to the name, much of it being highly energetic 
and bubbly, rushing about a lot of the time with 
some (relatively) quiet periods. If you're worried 
that this might mean ‘noisy’, fret not: part of the 
music can be noisy especially towards the end 
where there are some industrial-strength booms 
but Fuhler and Prins adopt a restrained, almost 
minimal approach throughout and include some 



delicate moments as well - they sure know how 
to handle the dynamics of the music and the 
equipment. Recorded in Prins’s studio in 
Amsterdam, the feeling that emerges after 55 
minutes of this stuff is slightly claustrophobic, the 
sense of studious researchers elaborating and 
refining their crazy theories of noise. 

Though there are seven tracks, it's probably best 
to hear this CD as one continuous recording; 
after you've heard it a few times, you will soon 
be able to work out when the tracks start and 
finish, plus you'll also appreciate the musicians' 
confidence in shaping the music and creating a 
very lively little beast in the process. The Flirts is 
abrasive and gritty - not a friendly set of tunes. 
The music gets vicious at times, presenting 
barbed-wire fences to the listener who dares to 
make a dash across the no-man’s land. Plenty of 
noisy twittering, wasps’ nests exploding, and 
clockwork beetles running amok. Each sound 
carries its own particular brand of built-in 
repellence, be it the harsh squealings of 
turntables fed through Cor Fuhler’s EMS Synthi 
AKS (one of Merzbow’s weapons of choice, we 
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believe), or the wild and detuned FM 
modulations and radio blasts emanating from the 
kingdom of Prins. At first spin, everything about 
The Flirts appears utterly random and confused; 
a few more listens, though, and the continuity 
starts to leak through. It’s still crazy; barely a 
single phrase is left untreated, everything is 
distressed or disrupted to some degree. 
Followers of Mego who may feel a bit let down 
with some of that label's recent offerings, rejoice: 
this is Mego-style music you can listen to without 
having to apologise to your friends that you're 
still listening to Mego. 

One might also say that the spirit of AMM lives 
on in crystalline fragments such as this, each one 
like a diamond containing a little of the fire of the 
great mineral from which it was struck. The 
computer-generated plant porn art by Friederike 
Paetzold is also sure to generate some lively 
conversation amongst your coterie, though what 
you will make of the front sleeve where two 
flowers are on the verge of pollinating each 
other may depend on where you live and your 
religious / social backgrounds .... assuming you 
live in a country where such an image is not 
censored ... their stamens like crossed 
swords.. .what evil blooms may result? 

ED PINSENT / JENNIFER HOR 

www.erstwhilerecords.com 

Cray 

Undo 

FRANCE BIP-HOP BLEEP 09 CD 
( 2001 ) 

A solo turn from an Australian ‘new guy’ - Ross 
Healy, perhaps not as ‘sexy’ as Oren Ambarchi 
or Pimmon, but this intriguing release follows an 
earlier solo turn he had issued on Fallt and is 
something of a grower. True, its subtleties are 
not immediate grabbers; he puts his weakest 
track up front and you may be tempted to 
dismiss him as yet another Ambient ape on the 
strength of this yawner. Could be a mistake. He’s 
attempting to produce a species of painting in 
sound, so these are very static episodes which 
occupy an imaginary art gallery in your head and 
invite contemplation like gigantic abstract 
paintings. There’s an intelligence in the way he 
assembles his kinetic elements, allowing very 
gradual changes to accumulate into layers; but 
he’s also keen to make use of accidents and 
glitches, both in the process of editing and in the 
physical mistakes that machines are often capable 
of. ‘Everything is meant to be in the music’, 
drawls Healy in sonorous tones, ‘if an accident 
happens I leave it in. There is no right or wrong 
in sound’. 

Allowing his rampant id to dictate his sense of 
morals, Cray cuts loose and lets the machines 
have their say. So we hear tape drop-outs, or 
minor computer malfunctions, as part of the 
work. Fine. This is decent stuff and far less 
processed-based than it may appear from reading 
this tosh. There is order and disorder, and a 
space for the listener in the resultant gaps. And 
thankfully (unlike more aggressive releases on 
this French Bip-Hop label) his dynamic is not 
drum-beat driven; he prefers a delicate, internal 
rhythm, much harder to find a way into. A bit of 
everything finds its way into the sounds - 
electronic buzz, whirr and swoosh shall be his 


meat, while fragments of found sounds (the 
inevitable children’s voices) shall be his vegetable 
platter on the side. Light distortion is permitted 
(so many records like this hide behind loads of 
distortion to cloak lack of talent, like a cartoonist 
who uses too many shadows). Ambling, 
mysterious and investigative, these pieces have a 
very illogical progression (unlike the far more 
rigorous and decisive work of his musique 
concrete heroes), but the inconsequentiality is 
not a bad thing and there may well be a place for 
this CD in your rack. 

ED PINSENT 08/12/2001 

BP 64, 131 92 Marseille, Cedex 20, France 

ip@bip-hop.com 

www.bip-hop.com 

Cydobe 

The Visitors 

UNITED KINGDOM PHANTOM 
CODE OMCO 02 CD (2001) 

Arriving some two years after their debut CD 
Luminous Darkness, here’s a staggeringly 
excellent release from Stephen Thrower and 
Simon Norris. That predecessor CD was nothing 
to be ashamed of, although Thrower feels that in 
retrospect it was a somewhat overlong CD, 
suffering slightly from the dilemma facing many 
musicians who have a 70-minute canvas to fill up. 
Where Darkness could have been cut 
somewhere after the first two-thirds, The 
Visitors feels absolutely right in duration as it 
draws to a fully satisfying close after some 50 
minutes. During that time, we’re pulled into a 
time and space travel adventure that seems 
almost infinite in its reach. 

Luminous Darkness hinted at diverse esoteric 
pursuits and an interest in paranormal 
phenomena; The Visitors ups the ante, and 
focusses on speculations about extraterrestrials 
and outer space visitations. In the wake of The X 
Files, and endless Channel Five ‘documentaries’ 
featuring wretched camcorder footage of UFOs, 
this might appear to be an overdone and banal 
theme for two such intelligent and sophisticated 
musicians to be involved with. Far from it; The 
Visitors is far more deep and far-reaching in its 
scope, proposing all manner of possibilities above 
and beyond the usual alien abduction fantasy- 
cliches. To this listener, the most attractive 
dimension is the suggestion that aliens may be 
angels, sent to redeem us. The aliens may be 
stewards of the cosmos; the track ‘Sentinels’ for 
example could be describing the extent of their 
benign project (and judging by the gorgeous 
Theatre of Eternal Music styled ending, it has a 
happy outcome). There are magickal hints in a 
title such as ’First memorable conversation with 
a Chimera’, a naming which connects to John 
Dee’s angelic conversations (a theme also 
explored by Coil, with whom Norris continues 
to perform), conveyed by intensive music that 
spirits the listener into the same trance state as 
Dee’s medium, Edward Kelley. 

All the above may lead you to expect lyrics, 
voice samples - an abundance of words. On the 
contrary, not a single intelligible voice features 
for the length of this fully instrumental work; yet 
it leaves you with the feeling that vast amounts of 
information are being transmitted, and that 
somewhere beneath the sumptuous surface of 
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musical sounds, an alien speech is constantly 
chattering. All we need is the wit to decipher it. 
The beautiful music is packed with hidden 
content, ensuring several years’ worth of 
listening value as you return time and again to 
unpack each elaborately-constructed track. The 
Visitors is not a lightweight release to be 
absorbed in a single sitting; the content and 
themes require slow absorption, exploration, 
and patient listening. Cyclobe deal in 
hieroglyphics, not soundbites. 

The Visitors is allusive; it never preaches a direct 
message, but activates our minds to explore 
similar avenues and bring our own experiences 
of the mysterious to bear. This is made clear by 
the rustling noises of trees in the wind which 
commence certain tracks, a haunting sound 
inviting us to join the voyage into the unknown. 
Pretentious guff it ain’t. Even if you’re indisposed 
to accept this, the lush sound of this record will 
not disappoint you. Partly studio constructs, 
partly improvised, always composed from solid 
ideas, the layered and polished music is superbly 
crafted (aided on one track by friend and studio 
whiz, Thighpaulsandra) and imparts a glowing, 
incandescent quality to this splendid release. 
Thoroughly recommended. 

Cyclobe are interviewed this issue. 

ED PINSENT 02/02/2002 

Unit 7-1-7 Seager Buildings, Brookmill Road, 
London SE8 4HL 

mailorder@worldserpent.demon.co.uk 

www.worldserpent.com 

Dion Workman / Rohan 
Thomas 

K 

THE NETHERLANDS SIGMA 
EDITIONS SIGMA 006 CD (2000) 

Two clever people slaved for days in a 
Rotterdam studio to yield up this fresh batch of 
electric cookies. The first ‘bake’ is a collection of 
microscopic, imperceptible digital clicks which 
eventually multiply in number and volume, 
forming a swarm of tiny organisms chirping 
merrily above a distinctive motor whine. To hear 
it is like being baked alive in a microwave over 
21 minutes - an experience which I can 
recommend. Or allowing small metal mosquitoes 
to fly in and out of your ears, which is also 
something I’d encourage you to try. The second 
‘bake’, a tad shorter, has more presence to it; a 
low and brooding hum, which comes close to the 
‘inaudible’ power of Toshimaru, the Japanese 
feedback-mixing desk man. By inaudible in this 
context, I mean there may be more going on 
within the sound than is immediately apparent to 
us. However, let’s face it - I’m being generous to 
this slight and insignificant work. Either I’m 
getting used to enduring this sort of steely, digital 
non-music, or it’s nowhere near as ‘extreme’ as 
its creators would like us to think, because it’s 
surprisingly easy to come to grips with and 
leaves little impression on you, either during or 
after listening. Somehow it’s lacking in real body, 
and meaning; all process, zero heart. 

ED PINSENT 08/01/2002 

PO Box 3101, 3003 AC Rotterdam, The 

Netherlands 

www.sigmaeditions.com 
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Giuseppe lleasi / 

Domenico Sciajno 

Right After 

USA ERSTWHILE 020 CD (2001 ) 

All electronic, all fragmentary and all gorgeous. 
Seven substantial tracks of electric racket from 
these two Italian guys. ‘At a greater distance’ is 
the first thing you hear, a claustrophobic episode 
built up painstakingly from tiny miniature sound 
events. It’s nearly painful to endure; a bramble 
patch of barbs and nettles, stings and pricks a- 
plenty for the ears, with free-form ‘soloing’ of 
bizarre clonks, pweeps and whirrs over the top. 
The insane logic of their improvisational path 
makes the continuity virtually impossible to 
follow; a fantastic achievement, sure to alert the 
ears of a world of jaded listeners who think 
they’ve heard everything. 

Two Main Rooms’, by contrast, has threads of 
thought which are easier to follow, but the 
ground on which this edifice stands keeps shifting 
constantly. This I I minute cut is mostly vacuum- 
cleaner drones with added minimal bleeps 
(always a winning combination in this house), but 
the final effect is far from comforting. There’s a 
slightly malevolent undercurrent here; you 
awake from your musical trance to find severe 
trauma has been effected to your body through 
continual abrasion, like large sheets of 
sandpaper which wear down your extremities to 
bleeding stumps. 

Oddly enough, both these guys began their 
careers toying around with more conventional 
instruments - Giuseppe lelasi with the guitar, 
Domenico Sciajno with the acoustic bass, 
although the latter is no stranger to electronic 
composition, which he studied in Holland. After 
a few years of searching for like-minded players 
and many sessions of acoustic improvising (most 
notably in a trio with Ruggero Radaele), they 
went into a studio in Palermo for a few days and 
came up with this giraffe of a record. While the 
cut-up sleeve art of Friederike Paetzold may lead 
you to expect the steely incoherence of a Mego 
release, these Italians have evolved a special 
brand of unintelligibility and atomisation all of 
their own. Hell, they even do the click-and-cut 
thing with far more imagination than most of the 
spotty upstarts in the electronica pool. 

ED PINSENT 02/02/2002 
www.erstwhilerecords.com 

Javier Hernando 

Luz Nacarina 

SPAIN GEOMETRIK GR1 9 / 

MICROGAMA01 CD (2000) 

Ten tracks of very competent but largely 
unexciting electronica from this Spanish fellow. 
Each track has at least one good idea - two ideas 
if you count the nifty titles, such as ‘Bruma 
Caustica’ and ‘Gris Omega’. Loops, sparing 
effects, clever combinations of two or more 
elements, and unpredictable repetitive 
structures. Intriguing sounds too, particularly on 
the opener ‘Efluvia’. But, once having introduced 
themselves, each track finds it has nothing much 
to say for itself, so it shuffles around for a while 
and then disappears. The collection is like a gift 
set of gorgeous ceramic artefacts that are not 



practical to use in the kitchen, so you keep them 
in a box in the cupboard for many years. Some 
foreboding sleeve art - grey photographs of 
urban scenery. 

ED PINSENT 10/02/2002 

PO Box 18041, 28080 Madrid, Spain 
rotor@ran.es 

Kozo Inada 

c[] 

GERMANY SELEKTION SHS 007 CD 
( 2001 ) 

Here is c[] and elsewhere this issue is d[]. I seem 
to recall a[], presumably his first release, made it 
into the Very Special Nothing Music section in a 
previous issue, in which case we’ve missed out 
on the b[] somewhere. In the intervening 
months, Kozo has opted to transform himself 
into a Francisco Lopez soundalike - the whole 50 
minutes here is a classic example of the ‘roaring 
silence’ effect which the famous roaming 
Spaniard has made so conspicuously his own 
domain. However, the resemblance is but 
superficial. Kozo has arrived at a similar place 
through taking a different path. ..he knows he is 
after a certain centre of harmony and strongly 
wishes to ‘carry the listener to this place of 
harmony’. But (unlike Lopez, who is thoroughly 
conscientious in controlling every aspect of his 
performances and recordings) Kozo achieves it 
by relinquishing control. Like any good occult 
Surrealist entering a magic trance through 
spiritualism or by inhaling near-toxic levels of 
forbidden spirit-based substances, Kozo has 
bravely chosen to ‘ignore all conscious sensory 
input’ in realising his compositions. Precisely how 
he disciplines himself to arrive at this desirable 
point is something of a mystery, but I guess there 
are plenty of creative musicians who would give 
their right cerebellum to enter such a personal 
and private sensory deprivation tank at will. 

Once locked inside his carapace, Kozo reports 
(through layers of amniotic fluid) that he is in ‘a 
type of subconscious realm with stillness and 
motion, giving me a feeling of harmony without 
perception. ..after you discover this niche, you 
will identify a feeling that can totally devastate 
you afterwards’. He speaks of an ‘inorganic 
energy, which controls all things’. Blimey.. .well, I 
just know that some sceptical listeners are going 
to hear little more than amplified vacuum-cleaner 
noises if they spin this strange little disc. 
Nonetheless, I fly in the face of reason and I 


suggest that Kozo has succeeded admirably in 
harnessing that inorganic energy he speaks of, 
and conveying it in a series of intense episodes; 
simply through processing sounds through a 
computer, using his ‘natural rules’ (ie he does 
not work to a pre-ordained system). And he can 
certainly deliver a package that will totally 
devastate the listener, as I will vouch. ..my 
nervous system now resembles the ruins of 
Carthage. In fact, being right inside a vacuum 
cleaner or even a vacuum flask is not only how 
this CD sounds, but how it feels; a torrent of air 
sucking the very skin off your body and leaving 
your soul naked and exposed to unknown 
elements. Or perhaps a lone body suspended in 
an unfamiliar dimension, awaiting the arrival of 
the healing cosmic rays from another planet. 

Within the space of four tracks, of which the 
exact duration is uncertain, Kozo moves his 
project swiftly from the impersonal numerical 
anonymity promised by the sleeve to something 
very human, a fascinating new slant on a form of 
spiritual enlightenment. I recommend that you 
strap a barrel of brandy to your neck and 
attempt this voyage across the Antarctic of the 
mind. ..following a different path to Lopez who is 



waving at us from the snowy waste below, while 
we float by suspended on a sheet of magic 
perspex.. .yet we all arrive at the same magnetic 
pole of aesthetic fulfilment. Better keep a sharp 
eye out for this one, if ye be desirous of 
purloining a copy.Jt’s inside a rather non- 
descript olive green package by Charly Steiger, 
the house designer at Selektion. 

ED PINSENT 22/1 1/2001 

Hohenstaufenstrasse 8, D-60327, Frankfurt a M, 
Germany 

www.selektion.com 

Novisad 

Seleya 

GERMANY TOMLAB TOM 1 3 CD 
( 2001 ) 

Solo work by Kristian Peters of Rostock, with 1 3 
short instrumental tunes. It’s mostly loops of 
short melodies, very slightly distorted and 
layered with additional foreign bodies of noise, 
creating a mildly nostalgic sensation (the faded 
photograph effect, in sound). A simple cover 
illustration evokes happy childhood memories of 
playtime and sunny days. For purely studio- 
crafted music, the sometimes-poignant emotions 
conveyed are fairly affecting, but the overall 
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statement remains far from profound. Nice, but 
the one idea is overstretched; hard to believe it 
took two years to create something so 
lightweight! 

ED PINSENT 27/1 1/2001 
info@tomlab.de 


Pimmon 

Orquesta Del Arrurruz 
THE NETHERLANDS STMLPLMT 
STCD 150 3" CD (2001) 

A fine set of slippery noises and denatured 
samples from the ever-reliable Mr Pimmon. This 
latest entry in the annoying Staalplaat ‘material’ 
series is packaged in a green box with felt and 
astro-turf- suggesting something fairly surreal, 
like a game of cards in the middle of a wild rugby 
match. In fact, that’s not far off from describing 
Pimmon’s approach - like the shrewd card 
player, he manipulates his many-layered elements 
with skill and strategy, but neither is he afraid, 
like the rugby player, of bringing his opponent to 
the ground with a flying tackle. Aye, he gets 
sweaty and shirtless if the situation demands it, 
bear-hugging these sounds into submission as he 
slams their face into the canvas. Listening to his 
work is not just a spectator sport, either.. .though 
you won’t exactly be performing the Watusi to 
these beatless twitching, rubbery, colourful 
sounds, your mind and body will be propelled 
into a twisting vortex as you soar skywards, your 
entire being convulsed by desires and impulses 
you have not felt before. 

The title translates as Arrowroot Orchestra, a 
nifty linguistic sorbet - the titles, especially 
‘Fantasma del Vigilante’, are equally intriguing. 
Pimmon constructed this fruity bombe out of 
Glenn Gould piano samples. ‘I tried to create 
some of the social nervousness and fears that he 
exhibited,’ says Pimmon (Paul Gough, speaking 
on the mobile from his Australian abode), ‘but 
also the emotion and joy he was able to enthuse 
in his playing.’ I would never have divined any 
such thing from simply listening, but I’m sure 
Pimmon shares the same outlaw spirit that 
motivated Gould to tear up the rule book and 
perform Bach the only way he felt was right (and 
mightily enraging his conventional classical music 
audience in the process). 

Like so much modern music, this is something 
that probably has no real existence outside of 
the hard disc, yet when it’s re-activated on your 
stereo it can spring into a strange new life. The 
very title suggests an orchestra of non-musical 
quantities, perhaps a series of electronic 
nonsense syllables which mean nothing out of 
context, yet when reassembled by a master 
technician such as Pimmon, can start to make 
sense. Retwine the spindly tendrils of your brain 
to act as decoders of this sonic soup, slurp it up 
through the straws of your nose and ingest the 
whole mess into your system. 

ED PINSENT 22/1 1/2001 

PO Box I 1453, 1001 GL Amsterdam, The 

Netherlands 

info@staalplaat.com 

www.staalplaat.com 


Radboud Mens 

Sine 

THE NETHERLANDS STAALPLAAT 
STCD 147 3" CD (2001) 

No real surprises here; another release in the 
Staalplaat material series of modern electronica, 
a range of CDs notable for their wacky offbeat 
packaging, and unfailingly tedious music within. 
This yawner is sandwiched between two steel 
plates which are perforated with a pattern of 
holes. If that leads you to expect heavy industrial 
metal music, think again. Sine is a short collection 
of tepid electro bleep and bloop music. Funky 
geiger-counters get down at the Cyborg disco, 
bopping like automatons to the micro-chip 



orchestra of digital gnats. I’ll admit that Mens 
produces some decent abstract noises 
occasionally (all created with software, not 
synths), but they’re trapped in a constricting 
pattern of lame 4-square riddims emanating from 
the beatbox. Not a single piece develops beyond 
this dreary formula, or escapes the trap of disco 
banality; the music is stuck in neutral, and 
enduring such dullness gets depressing very 
quickly. 

ED PINSENT 02/02/2002 

PO Box I 1453, 1001 GL Amsterdam, The 

Netherlands 

info@staalplaat.com 

www.staalplaat.com 


Ralf Wehowsky / Kevin 
Drumm 

Cases 

GERMANY SELECTION SCD 030 CD 
( 2001 ) 

Quite superb (and short) set - two beautiful 
pieces of minimal musique concrete, working 
within the framework of an economical RLW 
composition. One musician provides a steady 
whirring hum, while the other tidies away last 
night’s crockery. Miniature flying saucers buzz 
around the room, signalling to each other with 
alien-language bleeps. Indoor fireworks are lit 
and crackle merrily. A man butters his toast and 
uses bubble-wrap to trigger electronic samples. 
Later, the work becomes more labyrinthine, with 
a vaguely metallic shimmering vibration 
increasing in intensity until it becomes an 
unbearably sweet and cloying presence. A 
spinning gyroscope mechanism made of copper, 


2002 

defying gravity, whirling about thy ancient 
sconce. There are tasty broken-amplifier 
hummings, sudden edits switching between 
abstract fragments, and delicious broken guitar 
noises from Drumm. Ralf Wehowsky knows 
exactly how to get the very best from his 
sounds. It’s as though he had managed to hone 
all of his early abrasive work into a single, short 
and intense statement. Cases? Mental cases, the 
pair of them! Another triumph from Selektion, 
the home of the brave. 

ED PINSENT 06/01/2002 

Hohenstaufenstrasse 8, D-60327, Frankfurt a M, 
Germany 

www.selektion.com 

Rsundin 

Lorez Plaza / Limp 

BONBON RECORDS BBCD07 2 X CD 

( 2001 ) 

A very weird double-CD set from Ronnie 
Sundin, the Swedish lone wolf of out-there 
electronica. He’s so out there he’s beyond 
Isolationism; he makes hermits, outcasts and 
Trappist monks look like party animals. I’m 
currently listening to Limp, the disc with the 
crazy tics and beats running through it, and 
enjoying a bewildering hour thereby. According 
to the Bonbon Records website, this recording 
was built up from ‘live improvised signal 
processing of various soundfiles.’ The tracks are 
short, all intensive, all cut-ups, and proudly 
bearing meaningless names like ‘oocl’, ‘dego’ and 
‘moot’, employing distancing tactics similar to 
CD_Slopper. Along with the whirring and 
humming effects conjoining to form near- 
rhythms, shuffling along like wounded prairie 
dogs limping over a steel floor, we also enjoy the 
fabbo sound of El Sundino tapping away happily 
on his drum machine as though he was a six 
year-old child playing with a typewriter. An old- 
fashioned typewriter, you understand, not some 
modern PC keyboard. As the ‘work’ grinds on, 
we hear several other examples of very inventive 
approaches to generating digital rhythms - to the 
exclusion of everything else, and expecting us to 
enjoy these single-minded, myopic forays as 
music. Rsundin acts as though he was discovering 
electronic rhythm for the first time, and writing 
the rule book at the same time as he was 
learning to speak the language. 

As you may have gathered, I think this is a very 
good project for him to be involved in. It makes 
listening to this mind-baffler a new voyage of 
discovery every time. There is something 
peculiarly detached about it - unlike his other 
environment-based recordings, this CD seems to 
make no reference to the world outside of the 
hard-drive. For this reason it seems remote and 
inaccessible, almost emotionally sterile; I’m 
amazed at the level of enjoyment I find within it. 
As Isolationism goes (remember that tag?) I’m 
sure a record like this is also rewriting the rule 
book for that canard. For this reason I’m sure it 
will appeal to the modern man, whose 2 1 st 
century fate is to be hermetically sealed, 
detached and untainted by grubby reality; 
trapped in the narrow fissures of hyperspace, 
seeking ersatz reality through the screen of a 
computer and deriving sexual pleasure from 
bytes transmitted over a phone line. 
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Speaking of equipment, I’m in the lucky position 
these days of having four possible places to stick 
my CDs. At the moment I’m trying to listen to 
the first CD on the living room HiFi while I play 
the second one over my PC’s speakers. It’s 
amazing how well they work together - in fact it 
amounts to a much more fully- realised piece of 
music this way. Nothing is in synch, but how 
could you possibly expect that? The composer 
himself responded to this ploy of mine: ‘wow, 
i've never tried playing the Lorez/Limp-set 
simultaneously... i better try it myself some day...’ 

The harmonising of the two discs arrives through 
serendipity. Perhaps Rsundin starts with 
disconnected fragments and expects us to find a 
way to restore everything to a coherent whole. I 
doubt it, though. Modern life, besides being 
hermetically sealed, is also characterised by its 
extreme disconnectedness. Lorez Plaza still 
stands up on its own, a set of very imperceptible 
rumblings, high-pitched drones, and static 
episodes. Enigmatic and severe, but endlessly 
fascinating - you could listen to these wispy 
digital abstractions for hours. These are 
‘computer processed field recordings, low 
resolution, static and meditative’. R Sundin is the 
man behind Bad Kharma (not heard by this 
writer) who apparently used to deal in loud 
volumes, so this new gentle approach might be a 
nice surprise to his legions of fans. 

ED PINSENT 05/02/2002 

http://bonbonrecords.cjb.net/ 

Stephan Mathieu / 
Ekkehard Ehlers 

Heroin 

THE NETHERLANDS BROMBRON 02 
CD (2001) 

What is this - yet another environment record 
with fireworks? Used to be, running water was 
the ‘greatest hits’ of all those documentary 
recorders, now it’s fireworks. Actually, the 
fireworks are just a snappy way to start the 
record off - the remainder is a bona fide 
electronic platter using laptops, but also a lot of 
real-time playing of real-life musical instruments. 
The melodica, organs, and guitars are treated 
through the computer using such software as 
Max/Msp Soundhack, Logic Audio and Protools. 
With some tasty chords struggling to be heard 



across a blizzard of light noise, this record could 
make a viable alternative to the Fennesz groove. 

The pair deploy an awful lot of distortion - my 
poor speakers were rattling so much, I had to 
prise them out of the ceiling the next morning. 
Both rhythm tracks and melodic top-lines are 
deliberately fed through layers of greasy 
distortion, with extra distress and interruption 
to add interest to the surface, to give it that 
sheen of crackly authenticity. On at least one 
track, the distortion itself takes the part of 
another instrument, duetting with a nifty 
electronic piano that delivers its tasty chords 
with added clunk-factor. 

The packaging to this clunkaroid-fest (a 
Brombron project jointly realised by Staalplaat 
and Extrapool) was produced by Alorenz in 
Berlin and Knust in Nijmegen, which I mention 
simply because it resembles old-fashioned 
modernism in a n appealing way; like endpapers 
for a book on modern architecture produced in 


ProjectName /Tin.RP 
AlbumTitle /HungeR 


the 1920s. Its near-cubist pattern is printed in 
red and blue on coarse white paper, all adding to 
the ‘retro’ feel. 

In all, hearing this record’s half-decent melodies 
strained through the rainy frosted glass of studio 
intervention is a bit like hearing Kraftwerk’s 
Trans-Europe Express rethought as a wind-up 
Hornby toy, in a child’s attic playroom filled with 
steam. I take it all to mean that half of the 
information we receive in life is unreliable, and 
either arrives from a suspect source, or is being 
poorly received. What we all need is a better 
pair of antennae fixed onto our heads. 

ED PINSENT 23/1 1/2001 

PO Box I 1453, 1001 GL Amsterdam, The 

Netherlands 

www.staalplaat.com 

Thilges 3 

Johanna Zyklus 
AUSTRIA THILGES NO NUMBER CD 
( 2001 ) 

Thilges 3 is a trio of three European jokers, 
Armin Steiner, Gammon and Nik Hunter, who 
claim to use only analogue synths and thereby 
achieve a fine flexibility in their music that you 
can’t get with Midi-based technology. Active 
since 1 996, they once sent me some annoying 
mini-CDs wrapped in jiffy bags which I can’t 
seem to get rid of. Here, they turn in an 


electronic soundtrack CD for a performance art 
piece by two Germans. On first listen, this mix of 
portentous melody and slow drum machine 
beats seemed reasonably doomy and depressing, 
but right now it comes over as a bit ineffectual, 
even a bit dated; there’s plenty of miserable- 
sounding synth wails, and an obsessive rhythm 
produced by an autistic repetition of the same 
few miserable notes. A bit like hearing some 
pale, suicidal youth complain about the same 
things over and over. The pall of gloom is 
interrupted by occasional voices uttering 
profound sayings (in German) in a cold, clipped 
fashion. Musically, it doesn’t really develop very 
much, but this lack of progress can contribute to 
the claustrophobia and may even add to your 
listening enjoyment. Thankfully, the performance 
is quite short. Not a very distinguished outing, all 
in all. 

ED PINSENT 31/12/2001 
thilges@thilges.net 

Tin.RP 

Hun_geR 

FRANCE BURNING EMPTINESS INC 
NO NUMBER CD-R (2001) 

Incredibly harsh, ruthless and monotonous 
electronic gumbo from a bizarre underground 
French duo. Virtually everything about this 
steely, brutalist record resists any kind of 
comprehension or absorption into your 
bloodstream. The creators are next to 
anonymous; one ‘B..L’ contributes ‘vocals, poetry 
and mental terror’, while his compadre ‘DDN’ 
adds the ‘digital distortion, clicks and noise’. The 
spare, loud, inhuman sounds they set forth are 
intensely tough to listen to; while their titles and 
info are all expressed as near-gibberish in 
computer form, filled with //forward-slashes, 
point_less _Under_Lines_ and #gates#. And the 
CD itself is probably virtually impossible for you 
to obtain, as it suffers from the same fate as 
most contemporary underground music.. .’Album 
usually distributed through the CareWare 
system’, is their pitiful lament. ‘If you care about 
the music, send us something (eg mail, poem, 
nice letter, music, software etc).’ Sentiments 
which have been echoed by many other losers, 
I’m sure. 

This little CD is a miniature belter of vicious, 
robotic, electric noise - relentless, obsessive, and 
charmingly repellent. The complete lack of 
techno beats makes it a big plus for me, although 
there are plenty of pumping sequenced rhythms 
here for those that need them. Be warned, 
though - it’s like being grabbed by the tentacles 
of a merciless giant squid. Th’ numerous tracks 
all blend together into one seamless mass, and 
the musicians exhibit no interest whatsoever in 
studio craft or technical skill. This might almost 
be a punk-rock digital record. ‘Heavy use of 
software bugs and two-bit digital degraders’ is 
how this grubby, obnoxious, dirty noise is 
realised; the very antithesis of Kraftwerk, it’s 
trying to make machines every bit as smelly, 
mean and nasty as real human beings can be. Can 
y’ dig it? 

Things can’t be that bad for these jokers though, 
since they’re enjoying their 15 minutes of fame 
out there in cyberspace through webzine 
reviews; and although I’m playing a CD-R edition 
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at time of writing, there is a ‘regular album’ 
version which comes with a beautiful 
heavyweight black paper package. I also see a 
message urging us to fight against the CD-R tax 
(is there one?), which the creators see as 
another sign that ‘they’ (the authorities) are 
trying to kill off underground music. However, as 
I inject another dose of this ‘burning emptiness’ 
into my veins, it feels like the underground is 
alive and well. ..in a sick kinda way, judging by this 
monster, it’s a ‘living breathing piece of dirt’. 

ED PINSENT 05/01/2002 

5 boulevard du marechal koenig, 1 3009 
Marseille, France 
http://tin rp.free.fr 

tu m' 

.01 

SWITZERLAND CUT 006 CD (2001 ) 

Italian electronic improvisation from our three 
amici Andrea Gabriele, Rossano Polidoro and 
Emiliano Romanelli, recorded in 2001 in their 
studio in Citta Saint Angelo. Excellent work from 
all; the trio bond together like Evo-Stik, working 
their separate lines of thought into a very 
coherent series of musical arguments. Like 
desserts on a sweet trolley, some very attractive 
electronic sounds are proposed - muffled, 
filtered noises, and crystal-clear tones; loops and 
static clicks forming approximate rhythm tracks, 
squiggles and doodly notes building up into lines 
of near-melody on the top. They aren’t 
interested in disrupting the train of thought with 
shock effects, roars or explosions; instead, 
everything develops and builds, and the 
interactive dynamics of playing are exceptional. 
Maybe a mixing desk is used, maybe they’re very 
intuitive players; it is not clear what form of 
instrumentation they favour, but this is hardly 
relevant when faced with musical statements of 
such cohesive clarity. Tu m’ resemble three 
muttering old men in the cafe, brooding over 
their cups of strong black espresso, and putting 
the modern world to rights. Through grinding 
their teeth and lashing their tongues, eventually 
they wear down the blocks of our resistance. 
Realised with the help of Jason Kahn, who 
designed the minimal cover and released this. 

ED PINSENT 10/02/2002 
www.cut.fm 

Various Artists 

Format 5 

GERMANY TOURETTE TICK 2 CD 
( 2001 ) 

A minimalist and brutal compilation of Class-A 
modern instrumental electronic music, produced 
in Germany. For those disillusioned with 
absolutely everything, this music will not 
disappoint - and will reaffirm your faith in 
nihilism. Can you exist on a diet of steel and 
industrial lubricants? Now’s your chance to find 
out, as you munch on these six substantial 
morsels of gruel, grit and grain. 

26 minutes of Fennesz and Zeitblom - and that’s 
just for openers - here performing as Golden 
Tone. They dwell in a harsh netherworld where 
metallic bird calls are in the air, where an ocean 


of mercury crashes waves against a shore of iron 
pebbles, and where cybermen speak to each 
other on miniaturised cell phones. Frank 
Bretschneider, on his piece, deals in miniaturised 
bleeps and subsonic buzzing undercurrents, 
applying his austere skills like a rivetter 
assembling a scale model of a battleship. The 
only permissible dynamic is a slow and steady 
increase in volume. An insufferably slow ‘rhythm’ 
emerges from the patterns. This is a madman’s 
concept of dance music, stripped apart and 
reduced to absurdly simple mechanics. 

Signal is a trio with Bretschneider, Olaf Bender 
and Carsten Nicolai. I’m not an expert in this 
area of minimal electro mayhem, but I have a 
vague impression that Nicolai was some sort of 
pioneer into these arctic wastes. Their ‘Signal 
Defects’ has a beat-box rhythm that, in this grim 
company, is positively funky - a jolly beat which 
isn’t scared off by the fierce growling drone on 
top, nor the crazy random swirls that come 
floating in like deranged winged insects. O + A 
(Bruce Odland and Sam Auinger) turn in a short 
and depressing episode that probably started 
with a documentary recording of cars whizzing 
by on the grey tarmac; siren tones, sub-level 
voices and long humming chords are gradually 
added to create a sad vision of decay, loneliness 
and a vague sensation of pointlessness. Wolfgang 
Mitterer has a nifty radio experiment called 
‘Radio Fractal’, which I found very enjoyable with 
its carefully dissected and processed radio 
voices; probably enjoyable because it appears 
old-fashioned, like one of Stockhausen’s 1960s 
experiments that stayed in the can. Wolfgang’s 
work sags a bit, though, when he brings in the 
more familiar ‘dark ambient’ backgrounds. 
Berliner Theorie (Sam Auinger and Rupert 
Huber) close this comp with a gorgeous looped 
drone called ‘Mantilla Matador’, a long 
mesmeriser which gathers foreign elements as it 
wobbles uncertainly through time and space. 

This CD came out of a sonic arts festival in 
Berlin, called ‘Format5 Signatures of electronic 
sound art’. The tracks here are truncated and 
adapted versions of works intended for gallery 
installation and playback over a sophisticated 
multi-channel system (inside a Baroque church, 
apparently). I imagine the work would sound 
awesome under these conditions, but it doesn’t 
fare badly on this release either. We hear tales 
of how electronica like this is growing into a 
multi-media thing on the continent, and 
musicians of this ilk can boast of converting 
‘rooms into sound arenas, or office containers 
into chill-out zones.’ I’d like to have some 
evidence of these manifestations in the UK 
before I come to a mind on that, but if this 
release is anything to go by, the signs are looking 
good for what is laughingly known as a ‘new 
media’ future. 

ED PINSENT 16/02/2002 

Liebermann, St Georgen 1 5, D-95448, Bayreuth 
ReLiT o@T -online.de 

Vitriol 

Randonee 0.06 
PORTUGAL SIRR RECORDS SIRR 
2001 MCDCD (2001) 

Gradually this increases the anxiety levels, slowly 
letting a tip-tapping tension leak out of a chrome 


pipe. Whines, squeely loops and humming will 
hold you spellbound in the near-darkness of a 
winter’s night. I think the Vitriol duo must own a 
fleet of renegade typewriters; perhaps some 
1 975 Smith-Corona electric typewriters, which 
misbehave when the power is turned on. 

Perhaps this record is what it’s like to live inside 
the typewriter of William Burroughs, or inside 
the mind of Brion Gysin...or worse yet, inside 
the underpants of Allen Ginsberg. I’ll take a good 
dark storm please, but served in a glass tumbler. 

Vitriol are two guys from Lisbon, Paulo Raposo 
and Carlos Santos. This short record (five brief 
tracks) was realised partly in Portugal, but also in 
Berlin - the modern home of alienated minimal 
electronic emanations. The titles are intriguing; 
‘ropica pnefma’, for example, looks like some key 
letters dropped off a sign advertising a sex- 
pervert type holiday in the tropics. Quelle de 
cryptic. In fact, the music sounds like vital parts 
of the tape dropped off too. Lurking among the 
treated moanings there are some recognisable 
documentary recordings (water, children crying), 
suggesting this may be a modern traveller’s 
restless take on the IRCAM way. Punk musique 
concrete broken into segments for the short 
attention span of young modern piccaninnies. 
Speaking of which, the title track was part of an 
Internet project. I have no idea what this means, 
but I suppose that putting music over the web is 
a reliable way to communicate with a world of 
receptive listeners. 

This record does require loud volume to remain 
effective. I liked it on my first spin, then over the 
PC’s tiny speakers it came across a bit 
more.. .uncertain. Louder is better, although my 
attention still wanders at the end. By all means 
however, take a sip of this Portugese wine. 

ED PINSENT 05/12/2001 

rua cidade nova lisboa 220, 5A, 1800 Lisboa, 
Portugal 

sirr.ecords@clix.pt 

www.geocities.com/sirr_pt/index.html 

Werner Dafeldecker and 
Boris D Hegenbart 

Eis 9 

GERMANY GROB 31 9 CD (2001 ) 

Lots of pleasant sounds, delicate percussion and 
intriguing but transient electronic effects abound 
here but overall this recording seems disjointed 
and insular with tracks that are not that distinct 
from one another apart form the choice of 
instruments and effects used on each track. The 
music is too quiet and self-absorbed to live up to 
the bright, sunny artwork on the CD sleeve; 
Dafeldecker and Hegenbart seem more 
preoccupied with tinkering around on their 
equipment than with other aspects of music 
composition or improvisation like dynamics, 
structure, texture, atmosphere and cohesion. At 
least there are enough interesting bits and pieces 
floating in the space of this recording for a DJ to 
make use of (tracks 6 and 7 are most useful in 
this regard). Recommended if you're a DJ and 
you need some nice electronic gamelan 
orchestra sounds and fragile percussion effects 
to build up your sampler library. 

JENNIFER HOR 

www.churchofgrob.com 
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Crouton 


Crouton Records seems to embody all the fine values of the small press. CDs are pressed in limited 
editions, and shipped in attractive and decorative packaging where not a single detail of design has been 

neglected. What’s more, the music turns out to be very good also! The label is run I think mostly by musician Jon Mueller from his HQ 
in Wisconsin, and besides using Crouton to showcase his own music and that of his friends, he uses the same platform to publish his poetry 
and short-story texts, which are sometimes included within the packaging. These too 
display the same classy production values which put a lot of shoddy independent CD 
releases to shame; they’re nice to handle, look good, and arrive in a variety of shapes and 
sizes. Everything about a Crouton tells you that this more than a mere product, it’s an 
artefact from someone who cares about their work. 

Music on Crouton label spans many modes - there’s a fair bunch of acoustic improv, but 
also good electronic music, sampling, tape-work, songs, computer processing, and other 
interesting avenues of activity. Not every Crouton release contains staggeringly innovative 
or original music, but who says it has to be? It’s performed well, and has a lot of heart; it 
isn’t careless or silly music, nor does it sacrifice its craft on the altar of novelty. 

Interview with Jon Mueiier 



EP What motivated you to start your own 
record label? 

JM An interest in the freedom to do projects 
that I wanted to do without having to convince 
someone else that they're worth doing. 

Chris Rosenau and I put together the first 
release (Emergency Room Egg) and wanted to do 
it our own way (design, remixers, etc.). We had 
the idea completely figured out and thought, why 
try to convince another label to release this - we 
already knew we wanted to. So we did. With 
each release, this happens again. 

EP How successful has it been over the years? 

JM Successful enough to keep realizing our ideas, 
which is all we hope for. Unfortunately, it is not 
so successful that I can call musicians I'd 
like to work with from around the 
world, send them plane tickets, and 
have them come and record in my 
mansion. 

EP I like the imaginative packaging. Each 
solution seems different. Are the visual 
solutions supposed to match the music 
in some way? 

JM The design is done by our friend 
Scott Kawczynski in Brooklyn, NY. He 
has unique ideas and a keen approach to 
interpreting what we do. He knows 
each release can be very different from 
the previous and so he keeps his ideas 
as flexible. His work is definitely an 
integral part of each project. 

EP Do the CDs sell well? Do you have 
an international following? Do you have 
any impression of what your audience is, 
and what they make of the music? 

JM For the amount of work that we release, the 
sales are quite positive. We have a few European 
distribution outlets and I know a lot of CDs are 
exported from our U.S. distributors as well. So, 
there is some international following, especially 
Japan, but I really have no idea what people think 


of it all. It would be interesting to hear their 
reactions and their stories of what sense it all 
makes to them. 

EP Texts seem to play an important role in each 
release - stories, poetry, concepts. I like the idea 
that your release programme can satisfy two or 
three artistic impulses at once. Are the texts 
integrated conceptually with each release? Or are 
they simply 'bolted on' afterwards? 

JM The text portion of each release directly 
correlates with the recording, the artist, or a 
specific concept which was predetermined. In 
the case of the Pianobread book/CD, the book 
came first (years earlier), and the music was 
created as accompaniment. This was also the 
case for the Telecognac Flor release, although 


that recording was produced specifically with the 
text in mind, where Pianobread was much more 
loosely based. This year will also see a book 
release including no music. 

EP Tell me more about the music. What is the 
history of the Crouton 'scene'? Did it start as a 
local nexus of friends and improvisers, which has 


since grown to include international musicians? 

JM The music centers around ideas Chris and I 
have. Sometimes we involve the addition of 
people we think will better realize the ideas. 

Both the discs with Aranos and Jarboe reflect this 
- there is no way we could have made that music 
on our own and had it turn out as effectively. To 
me, that is what a collaboration should produce - 
enhancement and discovery. 

In the case of the Folktales series, we wanted to 
extend the core concept of what we do to 
others, both international and not. Crouton is 
essentially an idea - not a label or anything else. 
An every person has a fundamental idea, or story. 
The Folktales series features solo individual 3" 
CDs which provides an opportunity for people to 
tell their story through sound. 

EP How do the collaborations come 
about? Are all recordings made in real 
time, or is overdubbing permitted? 

JM We've done bothlive recordings and 
CD trading through the mail. Each 
method can produce interesting results. 

In both cases, you have to assess the 
material that's before you and act 
accordingly. 

EP Free improvisation seem to be the 
'nucleus' of the music, yet there is a 
healthy open-mindedness that includes 
virtually all modern experimental music 
from noise to laptop. Have you always 
had this broadminded approach to 
music? 

JM Improvisation plays a big role, but 
there are some composed works that 
also fit into our scope. The Pele and Collections 
of Colonies of Bees releases are based on various 
improvisations - then strictly formed into precise 
compositions, involving weeks of rehearsal before 
the recording begins. 

‘Noise’ and ‘laptop’ are just devices to use, the 
same way we use our respective instruments of 
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Aranos / Mueller / 

Rosenau 

Bleeding in Behind Pastel 
Screens 

USA CROUTON CROUOl 0 CD 
( 2001 ) 

Jon Mueller with buddy Chris Rosenau, joined by 
the notorious Aranos on a huge range of 
instruments and vocals. Aranos is a Steve 
Stapleton / David Tibet collaborator and 
something of a dissident in his native Czech land. 
These seven tracks are a brilliant mix of 
fascinating instrumental music of many modes, 
including The Other is B Flat’ which is guitars, 
violins and percussion all delivering a Popol Vuh- 
styled raga effect, only much looser around the 
edges - like a frayed Persian carpet where the 
patterns are still visible. A very ‘circular’ and 


Hal Rammel / Jon Mueller 
/ Chris Rosenau 

Raccoons 

USA CROUTON CROU008 CD 
( 2000 ) 

Decent honest acoustic improv, played with 
energy and verve by Jon and Chris with 
improviser Hal Rammel. Again, the drumkit leads 
most of the music and while it isn’t particularly 
original or ambitious as improvised music goes, it 
has conviction. There are some moments of 
sagging where the combo marks time with bits of 
scraping, tinkling and puttering about in the 
garden - but when they play full on, they can 


Jon Mueller 

Pianobread 

USA CROUTON CROU003 CD 
(1999) 

A generous full-length sampler CD with tracks 
from friends and contributors. A fair amount of 
conventional free-noise improv, mostly led by the 
drumkit of Mueller himself - so often the changes 
in the music happen in accordance with his 
signals. One track has live turntable playing. Chris 
Rosenau does a little Eno impersonation with 
electric piano landscapes, while John McCoy doe 
full-blown science-fiction landscaping. With 
contributions from Jason Wietlispach, Dave 
Gelting, and Rebecca Gray with the above in 
various combinations of acoustic free blowing. 
This one warrants a bumper heavy cardboard 
package with the title embossed, and the 
inclusion of a little booklet printed on art paper. 
It’s a short story by Mueller from 1 999: The face 
is a beautiful perfect face. It is perhaps a face of 
anyone that has become the ingredient of 
pianobread.’ 


drums and guitar. Why can't a 
country song have the sound of a 
computer melting down? Why 
can't an instrumental rock song 
have birds singing instead of 
people? 


EP Tell me about your own 
musical career, your interests and 
influences. Tell me more about 
Hal Russell - leader of the NRG 
Ensemble? What was it like to 
study with him? 


Rosenau and Muller at work 


JM My interest in music began by 
listening to my parent's rock 
albums as early as the age of 3 
(from what I remember). As I 
young child, I studied piano and 
guitar, and listened religiously to 
70s rock groups like Uriah Heep, 

Kiss, and Kansas. When I was 9, I 
discovered Gary Numan, whose 
use of the keyboard and 
synthesizer inspired me to think 
outside of the usual rock 
instrumentation, and eventually 
lead me to other forms of music. 

At the age of 14, I began playing 
the snare drum alone in the 
basement and eventually got a standard drum kit. 
Early on, I worshipped the technical acumen of 
Dave Lombardo and Daniel Denis, and the more 
conceptual approaches of Z'ev, and F.M. Einheit. 
Eventually I discovered players like Joey Baron 
and Han Bennink, who equally combined the 
elements of rule and concept that I enjoyed. I 
have been playing and studying the drums for 
over 1 5 years now. In 1 990 I studied jazz 
percussion privately for a year with Hal in 
Chicago. He was an amazing guy and a good 
teacher. As concerned as he was about teaching 
me the rules of notation, signature, etc., he was 
equally concerned with having fun, something 
many of my other teachers overlooked, which as 
a kid, turned me off to learning more. I'll never 
forget my experience with Hal, how blunt he was 
with his opinions of musicians, and how seriously 
and passionately he played. 


trancey CD, although it has its longeurs - long 
tracts of timbres echoing for their own sake, and 
a bizarre poetry-voice piece that is an acquired 
taste. Still, this is probably the best Crouton 
release in the batch and the one to own. Arrives 
in an origami sleeve - two interlocking pieces of 
card forming a flap. Printed in a pale yellow sleeve 
with swirling calligraphy worthy of Marian 
Zazeela. Emblazoned with the deathless couplet 
‘Landscapes filled with melted ice underpants’. 


roar. The last track has a 
lot of shortwave radio - 
even a numbers station? 
Sometimes, electric guitars 
and feedback is also used, 
the guitars mangled in 
particularly inventive ways. 
All these are good 
solutions to the 
improvising situation. 
Packaged in a mini-book 
format stapled with a 
brass ring, and a stencil of 
a raccoon on the cover. 


Jarboe / 
Telecognac 

Over 

USA CROUTON 
CROU007 CD 
( 2000 ) 


A unusual one in the 
catalogue - three tracks 
make up a mini-LP of 
versions and remakes, 
derived from a song by Jarboe, one half of Swans. 
Jarboe is here as voice tracks only, but the work 
is true to her spirit. She has pulled the track 
apart, while Telecognac (Jon and Chris, joined by 
friends on guitars and piano) remake it with lots 
of new music. There’s energetic drums, bass and 
clarinet work to start with, all very creditable but 
the middle track is the most effective; Jarboe’s 
voice is rendered into a stuttering moire pattern, 
through which the disturbing lyrics about a gold 
idol, flames, and blood are barely recognisable. 
Her voice becomes an agonised wail as track 
proceeds - sinister and mean, while the weird 
oscillating drone sounds are punctuated with 
strummed guitar stabs and electric pianos taking 
the place of the chimes of doom. Bob Drake has 
recently attempted a ‘scary’ record (see 
elsewhere) - he should take a lesson from this 
dark miniature. 


SOME RECORD REVIEWS 
by ED PINSENT 
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Mueller / 

Rainey / 

Wollscheid 

Folktales 
USA CROUTON 
CROUTON NO 12/ 

FOLKTALES NO 2 3 X 
3" CDS (2001) 

A showcase for two 
redoubtable guests - 
saxophonist Bhob Rainey, and 
conceptual installation artist 
Achim Wolschied. Folktales 
comprises three mini-CDs 
packed in a gatefold wallet 
which opens out into a frieze 
of a cityscape. Jon Mueller’s 
electronically processed drum 
solo set is a tiny triumph - 
detailed, buzzy and insistent 
clattering. You never forger 
that there’s ‘real’ playing going 
on underneath the special 
effects. On occasion, he 
comes close to delivering a 
painful high-end drone noise - 
not bad for a player whose 
music is generally more on the polite side. Bhob 
Rainey delivers a meditative, concentrated set of 
sax blasts - after the initial uncertainty of breathy 
gasps and yelpings, he wrenches out a longer 
sustained discourse, like a lecturer on the 
podium gaining confidence with the audience. 

The real treat here though is Achim’s set of 
gorgeous CD-and-laptop music, proving once 
again that he can knock a trillion electronica 
youngsters into a cocked hat without even barely 
trying. He also proves he is more than capable of 
making a pleasing electronic sound (although on 
other releases, he usually chooses not to). His 
short episode is clever, layered and tricky - 
ringing changes within a subtly-shifting range of 
tones and dynamics. The control he exercises 
over his few simple sources is remarkable, and a 
work of calm beauty results. 



CD 

mego 040 LP 

mego 049 CD 

mego 053 CD/LP 

mego 054 

mego 055 

mego 056 12 


MERZBOW 

PITA 

KEVIN DRUMM 

FENNESZ/O’ROURKE/REHBERG 

DACM 

COH 


ATasteOf .... 

Get Down 

Sheer Hellish Miasma 

The Return Of Fenn O’Berg 

ShowroomDummies 

Mask of Birth 


mego 057 
NORIKO TUJIKO 
I forgot the title 


a slightly oversize wallet printed on white card, 
printed with grainy black-and-white photographs 
of a wooden door. Text inserts with strange 
stories also bolster the theme. 


CONTACT 

Crouton Music, PO Box 
070352, Milwaukee, Wl 
53207-0352, USA 
crouton@croutonmusic.com 
www.croutonmusic.com 


Telecognac 

Memory 
USA CROUTON 
CROUOl 1 CD (2001) 

Memory doesn’t quite live up to 
its ‘surreal’ or foreboding 
ambitions and, while deliciously 
mesmerising, the music is 
fundamentally soft-centred. Jon 
and Chris joined by their friend 
Scott Beschta. A CD of electro- 
acoustic treatments of classical 
music, sampled string loops 
forming a very sumptuous effect 
and not dissimilar to Rapoon. 
On top of the loops are added 
violins and chaotic crackling or 
squeaking effects. Dreamy and 
nostalgic, these simple effects 
can’t help but evoke the 
‘Memory’ of the title. Package is 
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RIK ROARING 

SI ALL RANTING SI ALL RAILING SI ALL ROCKING! SI 


Boards of Canada 

Geogaddi 

WARP WARPCD101 CD 

How many times I have heard this lot’s 
first album Music Has The Right To 
Children described as the ‘ultimate chill- 
out’ album? And how many times have I 
thought that people were talking 
bollocks? 

Don’t get me wrong, I think it’s a good 
record, one of the best things in the 
‘electronic’ genre, but there’s no ‘chill- 
out’ for me when that thing’s playing - it’s 
far too eerie and unsettling for me. Those 
soothing kids tv themes that they’ve 
warped and moulded beyond recognition 
evoke unpleasant memories and 
sensations for me. It’s like being 10 again, 
on the cusp of puberty, tiring of childish 
pursuits and curious about what lies 
ahead. The promise of something 
awesome is whispered in your DNA and 
summer holidays are no longer blissful 
escapes. Suddenly there’s too much space 
and the things that adults say don’t sound 
quite the same. You begin to sense that 
they’re not always telling you the truth and the 
world is no longer a playground full of safe 
options. 

If that was BoC’s intention with that album then 
they succeeded admirably but I had to wonder 
how they were going to follow-up on a work like 
that. Following the critical acclaim of their initial 
effort (check out the reviews on Amazon!) I 
knew they would either be turned on by a music 
press that favours the guitar this month or 
praised to holy heaven for saving 
electronic/dance music from the ever-increasing 
prospect from disappearing up its own arse. 

Well I’m pleased to report that the fellas have 
come up trumps with an unchallenging collection 
of bleeps and bloops, swipes and samples. 

There’s nothing here you haven’t heard the 
phantom promise of before - in Autechre’s 
more soulful moments, for example - but the 
BoC boys manage to make these familiar 
landscapes their own. This time around they’re 
not shivering under cold spring skies, they’re 
basking in summer sunshine, sprawling in the 
grass while the birds chirp in the trees and the 
insects eat other insects. This is one 
you probably could ‘chill out’ to but 
there’s always that undercurrent of 
disquiet, of things not quite as blissful 
as they seem that just about saves this 
from falling into monged-out happy 
hippy territory. 

The Shoredith Twats out there will be 
creaming their combats over this one 
but we should all be wary of this 
continued slippage into ‘prog’ territory. 

The connections seem obvious: 



combats= flares, beards = beards, woolly hat = 
goblin hat, laptop = Moog....you can see where 
all this is going. 

Don’t say you weren’t warned. 

RIK RAWLING 19/02/2002 
www.boardsofcanada.com 

Black Rebel Motorcycle 
Club 

B.R.M.C. 

UNITED KINGDOM VIRGIN 
CDVUS207 CD 

Uncut magazine is a load of old tosh, essentially a 
junior version of Mojo for guys my age who can’t 
yet stomach 1 5 page articles on Buffalo 
Springfield. Uncut magazine has been tiresomely 
championing the ‘alt.country/Americana’ that’s 
been going on for the past few years, bringing to 
our attention such vital performers as Lambchop 
and The Handsome Family. Needless to say I 


think it’s all a load of wank, but then what 
do you expect from a magazine whose title 
is an anagram of ‘U Cunt’? 

Anyway, Uncut didn’t like the BRMC 
album, even likening it to Lupine Howl, not 
a wholly improper comparison and what’s 
wrong with that? The fellas in Lupine Howl 
were, if you’ll recall, the main components 
of Spiritualized when they made Ladies and 
Gentlemen We Are floating In Space - a 
fine album. Then arch twat Jason Pierce 
sacked them all via astral projection or 
whatever form of communication he 
chooses to interact with us lesser beings 
via, casting them adrift to make the 
interesting but somewhat malnourished 
Carnivorous Lunar Activities of... album in 
2001. 

Well, parts of BRMC sound a lot like that 
album. They also sound a lot like 
Spiritualized, Jesus & Mary Chain etc etc 
(but fuck all like The Stooges and MC5 
which are comparisons I’ve seen 
elsewhere). Harmonies, riffs, bit of 
feedback, songs about love and guns and 
Jesus - and all that black leather, we’ve got 
some Velvet Underground going on here 
too. Maybe if I was 18 years old this lot would 
have blown my tits off, much like J&MC did to 
my generation back in the late 80's (while I was 
listening to The Cult) but I’ve been here too 
many times before. 

Like many new bands they sound like the sum of 
their influences, all carefully measured out, 
poured into a test tube and subjected to the heat 
of media attention. I give them about 6 months, 
tops, but, for now, they are one of the more 
interesting musical prospects I’ve heard in a 
while. They do overstay their welcome though 
and by track 1 0 you’re wishing they knew when 
to knock it on the head. They seem aware of 
what they’re doing - which can often be a 
hindrance with this kind of music. Too much of a 
studied approach to the material and you’re 
going to lose whatever velocity you might have 
had in he first place, not something a band 
wanting to blow minds can afford. It’s far better 
to come at it with a certain amount of wide-eyed 
naivety, which will often be enough to carry you 
through the hardest of muso’s assessments. This 
doesn’t work for all bands and it might not work 
for BRMC but they’ve got the influences and the 
styling and a fair portion of the media 
behind them so who knows? 



JQM9 



Y&ss 1 792 A 


All reservations aside though, I still think 
Uncut were wrong about this band, as 
they are about most things that vibrate in 
the space beyond their narrow orbit. 
Fuck this ‘alt.country’ bullshit, let’s have 
some feedback and some passion. 
‘Whatever happened to our rock n roll?’ 
Good question. 

RIK RAWLING 13/02/2002 
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The Damned 

Live Anthology 

UNITED KINGDOM SANCTUARY 

RECORDS CMDDD357 CD 

Am I biased towards this album because I 
drew and designed the cover artwork? A 

Actually, no. When I first copped for the 
job I had to wonder if the world really 
needed another botched Damned a 

anthology, seeing as the dusty racks of 
every 2 nd hand record shop in the country y_ 
were currently groaning under the weight 
of thousands of unwanted copies of Final 
Damnation. But let’s get something clear :a 
from the outset - my affection for The 
Damned is, like so many of my musical a 

inclinations, rooted deep in the swamp of T 
adolescence. When I first got into music 
properly, that is, buying records with my 
pocket money and playing them on a truly B 

fucked old turntable that needed a I Op r 

piece sellotaped to the end of the stylus -£5- 
arm to stop it skipping, I quickly fell under 
the influence of the new British Heavy fj 

Metal scene and the drawn-out arse end of 1 B - 
punk. I had no time for the political , 

fumblings of The Clash, the Pistols were a 6 
spent force and acts like X-Ray Spex and 
UK Subs were just crap. It was important to | J 
me that a band had a sense of drama and, 
perhaps more vital, a sense of humour. . 

After being blown away by The Dickies with k 
their two A&M albums (The Incredible 
Shrinking and Dawn of, respectively) I T 

needed a home-grown equivalent and I 
found it in The Damned. 

Four mad twats from down South, one of 
‘em strapped into a warp-speed Dracula fixation, 
another who looked like your deranged older 
brother who’d just escaped from the mental 
home - and a drummer called Rat. Could it get 
any better? Fortunately, the band could deliver 
on the promise of their potential, most 
significantly with their TOTP mime-job on ‘Love 
Song’ which blew my fucking mind then and still 
does today whenever I hear that bowel-churning 
opening bass riff. There was no turning back 
after that. I got the album Machine Gun 
Etiquette, I got the single and I stuck with them 
as they stumbled blind and drunken into the 80s 

- even when they started charting and wearing 
frilly cuffs and shit. I bought Light At The End Of 
The Tunnel when they first claimed they were 
splitting and assumed that was it, the end of an 
era. 

But here we are, 2002, and the band are still 
going strong. Yes, there’s been line-up changes - 
Rat has long gone, Sensible went and came back 

- but the fact that they are still here is testimony 
to their own bloody-mindedness and their 
enduring appeal in the hearts of those who care 
about pure rock and roll nonsense. Lester Bangs 
used to blather on about rock being at its best 
when it was at its dumbest - and I’m inclined to 
agree with him. Once rock started to worry 
about its I.Q. we got ‘prog’ and all its attendant 
horrors and in more recent times we’ve the 
hagiography of those same dullards from the 
likes of Mojo and Uncut. I’m not saying that 
there can’t be rock with brains behind it but the 
testimony of the past 50 years is that such a 
combination rarely works. If you’re going to get 
people off, if you’re going to stir the emotions 
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that matter, then don’t go appealing to the 
intellectual vanity of your audience - aim for 
their genitals instead. Then again, we’ve got the 
situation right now where the NME is willing to 
champion any shower of spotty urchins who can 
cop an old riff and a tramp’s haircut and they’re 
missing the point completely. Yes, they’re making 
a racket, yes they’ve got the lyrics about cars and 
girls and cops and fucking, but it’s all done with 
such knowing and such crass cunning that it 
reduces the potential of that music to do 
anything other than bore to death everyone 
except the 14 year olds who’ve got no reference 
points for the styles these bands are stealing. 

When a band of miscreants somehow manage to 
stumble across a 3-minute blast of Tourretic 
deliverance then it only really truly counts if all 
those involved in it’s creation - from the band 
themselves to the studio urchins to the record 
company dickheads right on through to the 
teenage shoplifters and emotionally-stunted 
adults who go and get the fucking record - have 
NO real idea why or how it works, All they 
know is that it does and no complex equation or 
clever use of a Thesaurus is going to explain the 
mystery. And that’s how it should be. The only 
way to define such works in a language that 
everyone can understand is to give in to the 
simple truth and state quite clearly that it ‘rocks.’ 

The Damned - live - rock. And these 2 discs 
prove that. A haphazard collection of live tracks 
cobbled together with no real concern for dates 
or venues or any of that crap. Everything you 
would expect to find is here - ‘Plan 9 Channel 7', 
‘Neat Neat Neat’, ‘Smash It Up’, ‘Love Song’ and 


the awesome ‘New Rose’ - and often 
more than once. You get some top rants 
from Captain Sensible, who proves he’s 
lost none of his boyish charm by calling 
Princess Diana ‘a fucking slut.’ You get 
some truly shambolic ‘jam’ sessions. But 
most of all you get a blastwave of pure 
energy as the lads absolutely rip through 
the songs. The sound quality could often 
be most politely described as ‘piss poor’, 
there’s feedback all over the shop and the 
crowd road like exactly the kind of 
+ pissed-up hooligans you’d expect at a 

Damned gig - but all of that somehow 
I adds to the effect. Let’s face it, The 
I Damned would not benefit from John 
Mutt Lange production values or a crowd 
of shuffling dullards nodding politely - 

they need that rawness and unadulterated 

orgone throb that you only get from that 
which is base. It needs to sound like 
** something that 14 year olds with a large 
comic collection and a shed full of White 
Lightning could just about knock out 
themselves. It needs to be so far removed 
I from Pro-Tools and The Wire that it 
might as well be beaming in from the 8 th 
dimension. Because there will always be 
some part of us, that nose-picking, sheet- 
sniffing incubus buried deep inside, that 
needs to have this every once in a while, 

I just to be reminded of what it was like to 
howl at the moon and run naked through 
.... • , the mud. 

Lots of new, young ‘hip’ bands, the kind 
that the gimps at the NME love to 
champion, are all blindly leaping on the 
‘garage punk’ bandwagon (the one that’s 
just disappearing over the horizon as I 
type this) but they are, for the most part, making 
an utter balls of it. They are conforming to what 
they think is an easily aped formula and bringing 
not one atom of fresh inspiration or energy. 

They are one long yawn that is threatening to 
crack my jaw. 

The Damned meanwhile, 25 years on (25 !!!!) are 
still firing on all cylinders. Figuring out how 
they’ve done it is like trying to nail jelly to the 
wall. Just accept it and enjoy it. 

RIK RAWLING 15/02/2002 

www.sanctuaryrecordsgroup.co.uk 

Kronos Quartet 

Released 1985-1995 

USA NONESUCH 7559793942 CD 

I first heard Kronos Quartet via the soundtrack 
to the Michael Mann film Heat. I was greatly 
impressed by their contribution to the glacial 
tone of the film and wanted to hear more from 
them. I didn’t expect them to have been so 
prolific over the years, nor to have been involved 
with so many projects and collaborators. Rather 
than take chances with individual albums I 
thought a compilation would be the best way of 
avoiding disappointment, and I would argue that 
if you’re even slightly curious about the state of 
modern ‘classical’ music then you could do a lot 
worse than start with this 2 disc collection of 
one decade’s worth of the best of their output. 

As with any collection of an artists work there’s 
going to be some clunkers - but this is often 
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down to subjective taste. It’s not like they ever 
had a single that inexplicably charted but 
everyone thinks is shit, this is very much a 
release that the artists themselves have had a 
strong hand in the compilation of. As a result 
there’s some tracks on there that may have been 
chosen because they had a great time in the 
making of, even if the actual results are 
somewhat ‘flawed’. Certainly the tracklisting 
itself leads to some jarring juxtapositions - 
‘Amazing Grace’ alongside Steve Reich’s 
‘Different Trains’ being just one example. Such 
diversity is testimony to the groups undisputed 
abilities but never really allows any kind of 
sustained mood to be established. This isn’t an 
album you can ‘chill’ to because just as you are 
leaning back into Gorecki you suddenly get hit 
with a dose of Terry Riley’s ‘Salome.’ At least it 
never gets boring. Easily the most successful 
track for me is their coruscating version of 
Barber’s Adagio for Strings which still evokes 
profound images of doom, despair and 
redemption. 

And easily the most unsettling is their totally 
misguided but hilarious attempt to render Jimi 
Hendrix’s ‘Purple Haze’ as a classical string piece. 
It’s so absolutely Wrong, so totally and 
categorically does not work that all you can do is 
marvel at the folly of any artist who will, 
inevitably, take themselves a little bit too 
seriously sometimes. There’s no way they were 
doing this ‘just for a laugh’ - otherwise you 
would have to level the same criticism at the rest 
of the album, which is all given the same serious 
consideration as a child’s funeral. 

All in all, a somewhat frustrating experience and 
for curious initiates I would suggest the Heat 
soundtrack as a better starting point, where they 
appear alongside Einsturzende Neubaten, Terje 
Rypdal and Moby - a curious mix which helps 
make their indulgences more palatable. 

RIK RAWLING 19/02/2002 

Mark Kozelek 

What’s Next To The Moon? 

USA COLUMBIA/LEGACY 02- 
4851 76-10 CD 

Mark Kozelek 

White Christmas Live 

USA SUB POP SPCD587 CD 


The Red House Painters were a band who, 
though I’d never ever heard them, seemed to 
always be lumped into the same category of ‘golf 
rock’ reserved for the likes of Hootie & the 
Blowfish and Counting Crows. 90s versions of 
AOR monstrosities like REO Speedwagon and 
Asia, only now laden down with New Man 
sincerity and constipated with guilt. Un-fucking- 
listenable shit as far as I was concerned and 
judging by the fuzzed out cover photos and track 
titles it seemed that RHP were no different and 
thoroughly deserved to be tarred with the same 
brush. 

Not that I’m not open to that kind of music - 
but only when it’s done with some kind of skill 
and passion. Too often it sounds like bored 
session musicians going through the motions 
while some egomaniac singer/songwriter who 
still can’t quite grasp all the chords mumbles and 
moans his way through bad poetry, ‘connecting’ 
with divorcees everywhere. 

And so it was unwittingly that I stumbled into 
their orbit when I bought What’s Next to The 
Moon? 

This is a collection of old AC/DC songs, written 
by Bon Scott and radically re-arranged by 
Kozelek himself. The boldness of this venture is 
what inspired my to cough up initially but I 
honestly didn’t expect it to be so good. 

However, when the first gentle refrains of ‘Up to 
My Neck In You’ hummed through the wires I 
was transported to that ethereal plane that all 
those Nick Drake fans had been telling me about 
for years. Lest we forget that the original version 
of this song is an amped up blues howler with 
Bon himself screeching at the top of his lungs, 
here it becomes an almost tender love song 
whilst retaining lines like ‘I’ve been up to my 
neck in pleasure, up to my neck in pain, up to my 
neck on the railroad track, waiting for a train’. 

Other songs given the treatment are ‘Riff Raff, 
‘Walk All Over You’ (cock rock at its most 
exaggerated, from ‘Highway to Hell’), ‘Rock N 
Roll Singer’ (which now sounds less of a brag and 
more like a wistful dream) and, incredibly, ‘Bad 
Boy Boogie’ - which is by some weird alchemy of 
acoustic guitar transformed into a convict’s last 
confession from Death Row. Kozelek himself has 
said that it would have been so obvious to go 
and do a series of Leonard Cohen covers, whilst 
here was 
something brave 
and radical that 
no-one would 
have expected. 

His main 
inspiration was 
Bon’s lyrics 
themselves which 
were always solid 
and true and I’d 
like to believe that 
the man himself 
would have been 
proud to hear 
such a powerful 
tribute to his 
muse. 

White Christmas 
Live is very much 
a companion 
piece to this 
album. Recorded 
on 2 separate 


nights in Sweden it captures the intimacy of 
Kozelek’s one-man show with crystal clear ‘You 
Are There’ production values. He plays a couple 
of AC/DC songs, an amusingly disjointed version 
of ‘White Christmas’ and a load of tracks from 
the RHP back-catalogue. These latter songs, 
unfamiliar to me, I expected to find the weakest 
but over repeated listens turn out to be the 
strongest in the set. 

‘Cruiser’ is a subdued epic, evocative of so many 
images and emotions, and all from one geezer 
strumming a guitar and singing with his deep and 
resonant voice. Music that matters should always 
be this simple and if it doesn’t move you, or at 
the very least engage you beyond the usual 
chartbound radio fuzz, then you don’t deserve 
it. It’s not all serious though - he plays a song 
about his cat, he jokes between songs, and 
generally gives the impression that he’s a sound 
geezer who loves what he does and has found 
the perfect level for his art. 

I play these albums at anytime of day or night and 
they work on so many levels. Useless for 
moshing or amping up your soul prior to a night 
on the lager they are for the times when you’re 
tired and weary and in need of a lift or just 
easing back in the chair with a bottle of red. I feel 
more human listening to these records, which is 
no bad thing. 

Highly recommended. 

RIK RAWLING 13/02/2002 

Various / Lux Interior (The 
Cramps) 

Radio Cramps - The Purple 
Knif Show 

USA MUNSTER RECORDS 
MR1 51/1 999 CD 

If only more radio shows could be like this.. .Lux 
Interior of The Cramps got to spin some of his 
favourite rumbles from the crypt back in 1 984 
and this CD captures the best of that 
transmission for eternal posterity. A potent 
reminder to future generations of that lost age 
before ‘rock’ got commodified and those making 
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it had no formulas to work to and no Rolling 
Stone to try and cop the ear of. Lux keeps his 
insane interludes to a minimum, announcing the 
acts and occasionally reminding us that we’re 
now in ‘Hollyweird’ or ‘Lux Angeles’, and just 
lets the music play. And what fantastic music it is. 

Now you can call it ‘nostalgia’ if you want, but 
does that apply to a time before I was even 
conceived? 

Most of these records are dredged from the 
mid-60's swamp when rock n roll was slowly 
mutating into an altogether stranger kind of 
beast. The sound was getting rawer as people’s 
amps got trashed, the musicianship was of a 
more ‘expressionist’ bent and there was a 
unspoken consensus urge to ‘deconstruct’ the 
now ‘trad’ rock standards. This was never more 
evident than with The Swamprats from 
Pittsburgh, Ohio (Lux: “I’ve been there and it is 
The Pits”) and their awesome rendition of ‘Louie 
Louie’. There’s so much energy and exuberance 
in their delivery that it renders all previous 
recordings of it, and that includes Thee 
Headcoats and Motorhead, redundant. Sounding 
like it was recorded in a shed by men who were 
either as pissed as fuckers or supernatu rally 
hung-over, this is where the true spirit of rock 
came from and can still be evoked today. 

Elsewhere there’s ‘Jack The Ripper’ by The One- 
Way Streets which is as raw as a hunk of beef 
sliced from a cow's flank and features the kind of 
howl-a-long chorus that you'd only 
expect to hear inside an asylum on 
a full moon night. There's also the 
infectious groove of the 'New 
Interns Watusi' by Earl Hagan and 
The Interns and the appropriately- 
named Mad Mike and The Maniacs 
doing 'The Hunch' and sounding 
not unlike Ian Dury and The 
Blockheads after a night on the 
spiked punch. And lest we forget 
the 'Turkey Neck Stretch' by 
Grady O'Neal and The Bellatones 
and, obviously, 'The Fuzz' from 
Link Wray. Everything you'd 
expect and more from the twilight 
zone between Buddy Holly and 
co's plane going down and The 
Beatles deciding that brass bands 
and spouting a load of half-baked 
hippy shite was really what the 
kids wanted. This is 'rock' that's as 
dumb as fuck - but it knows it and 
revels in it. 

Long before the soul-soiling 
tedium of 90's 'irony', long before 
the alleged 'revolution' of punk, 
here was music from the heart 
and the gonads, bereft of any 
notions of 'cool' or any dreams of 
'success'. 

This timely release by Munster is a 
powerful reminder of the kind of 
sound people can make when 
they're inspired by something that 
cannot and will not be defined. Do 
NOT fucking dismiss this as 
'kitsch' or any other term you 
don't understand. Come down off 
your high fucking horse, bin your 
jazz wank and your avant garde 
prog-rock marimba concept 
albums and taste once again that 


purest and rarest of flavours - the real thing. 
RIK RAWLING 19/01/2002 

Iggy and The Stooges 

Raw Power 

USA COLUMBIA/LEGACY 02- 
4851 76-10 CD 


If you're fortunate enough to live in a town that 
features a branch of the Fopp chain of record 
shops then this album can be yours for £5. Five 
pounds. Five measly quid. For the same price you 
can purchase: 

1 .8 copies of Men Only 

5 bags of chips from the Rendevous cafe, 
Denmark Street, Bristol 

2 bottles of Newcastle Brown in my local pub 

One eighth of a massage at 'Club X' in Stokes 
Croft, Bristol 

Now you can argue amongst yourselves as to 
whether or not spending your cash on one of 
the above ventures would be more useful to you 
but I'm here to argue that, in the long run, you're 
going to wish you'd bought Raw Power. 

Why? Well, no doubt you've read that it's an 
inferior product to the critics’ favourite that is 


Funhouse? And no doubt you'll have been 
subjected to a totally fucked and scratched copy 
of the vinyl version at some pot heads house 
party back in 1 987 and been appalled by David 
Bowie's kack-handed production job? But you 
should dismiss these things to the past and 
consider that this is the new and improved 
version. Finally, somebody somewhere got Iggy 
Pop himself in to do a proper production job on 
this truly 'raw' material and the result is a 
quantum leap in terms of sound quality and 
overall delivery of Iggy's original intent which, 
judging by the way the riffs to 'Search and 
Destroy' literally EXPLODE out of the speakers, 
was to KILL THE BASTARDS. ALL OF THEM. 
Who those bastards are is irrelevant, let's just 
rest assured that they're dead now and won't be 
bothering us anymore with their Yes albums. 

It's still appropriate, when circumstances demand 
it, to state in the clearest possible terms that 
something 'rocks'. The term has been devalued 
over the years by chinless gimps all over the 
Western hemisphere who apply it to anything 
that sends a surge of blood from their brainpans 
to their gonads, and it's time that the word was 
reclaimed by those who know in their hearts 
what it really means. 

Few bands and even fewer albums ever truly 
'rock'. Many dare to do so but fall way short, the 
Holy Grail still way out of reach of their greasy, 
sperm-encrusted fingers. They either don't have 
it in them or somehow fail to 
tap into the vat of lava that boils 
somewhere between the 
guitarists plectrum and the 
drummers hi-hat and the lead 
singers crotch. And that 
shouldn't be surprising. Many try 
and should fail because if it was 
easy to tap into that primal 
energy then our species would 
have already peaked and we'd 
be ashes cast on a wind of post- 
apocalyptic destruction. 

No, I'm afraid that to 'rock' is 
only for the chosen few and The 
Stooges were most certainly 
that. If you've got even the 
slightest fucking idea what I'm 
on about then you'll know that 
The Stooges may well have been 
the best band on Earth that 
there has ever been. And they 
weren't singing 12 minutes epics 
about Gandalf and goblins and 
they weren't playing anything 
you could sit in your bedroom 
and mooch over. They were a 
lightning bolt to the genitals, an 
explosion of frustration and lust 
and jungle violence. The sound 
of the riot that goes on in our 
heads every day when we're not 
numbed by the daily grind and 
the demands of conformity. And 
Raw Power was their finest 
moment. And seeing as Iggy was 
there right in the thick of it who 
better to make good the fuck- 
up that Bowie made of it back in 
the 70s when he was still 
deciding if he was man, woman 
or alien? 

The sleeve notes from Iggy 
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himself give some valuable background on the 
band's history, the recording of the album and 
the updated production work. One thing is clear 
- Iggy was, and is, one smart motherfucker. Far 
from the deranged drug-addled madman (that 
came later, in Berlin with Bowie) that Mojo- 
authorised legend has documented, Iggy was In 
Control and knew exactly what he wanted from 
each of the songs on the album. For a start off, 
no-one writes lyrics like Iggy and the lyrics to 
'Search and Destroy' are some of the finest ever 
penned and you can fuck off with your John 
Lennon ‘Imagine’ bollocks. ‘I'm a streetwalkin' 
cheetah with a heartful of napalm, I'm the 
runaway son of the nuclear A-bomb’ - the images 
those words conjure and the force of the 
imagination behind them are powerful and 
unequivocal and just as relevant now in these 
Middle East meltdown times as in the early 70s 
when Viet Nam was still going on. And who else 
could sing 'Penetration' and not come off 
suspect? Is Iggy tapping into his feminine animus 
here, or sticking his arse out of the closet? 
Somewhere amidst the confusion hides the clout 
of the song. 

Musically there's no doubting Ron Asheton's 
guitar playing which is at it's most volatile on the 
afore-mentioned 'Search and Destroy', 'Your 
Pretty Face Is Going To Hell' and the 
unbelievable 'Death Trip' which, with the 
exception of The Damned and a couple of The 
Pistols' singles renders the entire UK 'punk' 
movement redundant. Drum and bass are both 
rock solid and with new production, unbelievably 
loud. I can't play this album above level 4 on my 
shitty Sharp mini-system 'cos it nearly shakes the 
windows out of their frames. Maybe Iggy just 
went into the studio, turned everything up to I I 
and let it run? Whatever he did, it WORKS. This 
thing still comes in under 40 minutes and goes 
like shit off a stick without an ounce of fat on its 
bones. 

As I type these insignificant words 'Death Trip' is 
hammering through my headphones and I am 
reminded of the story of Pandora's Box. Legend 
has it that Pandora couldn't stifle her curiosity 
and sought the secrets of the universe. When 
she foolishly opened the box she loosed all the 
ills of the world to ravage mankind for eternity. 
The only thing allegedly left in the bottom of the 
box was 'hope'. 

Perhaps it really was a copy of Raw Power left in 
there and when Pandora played it she realised 
that she had done man a favour. Eternal paradise 
would be so dull. Boyzone piped in through 
angel-fart speakers and no horrible people with 
bombs in their shoes. 

I'd rather the world we've got, for all its faults. If 
Armageddon is due, at least it's got a great 
soundtrack. 

RIK RAWLING 19/01/2002 


Set Fire to Flames 

Sings Reign Rebuilder 
CANADA ALIEN8 RECORDINGS 
CD13-01 CD 


Self-indulgent art-fart pretension. Pseudo- 
symphonic, avant garde, emotionally-crippled 
bullshit. 

Misguided notions of significance and second- 



generation hippy codswallop. 

That's what I think of this 
near-mythical 'musical 
community' in Montreal that 
has spawned all those piss- 
poor albums you see in 
second hand shops with their 
hand-made covers torn and 
covered with mould. On a bad 
day, that is. 

On a good day, I think that 
(some of) this music is 
fantastic and I almost get a 
feeling for what they're trying 
to 'say'. To begin with I'll 
confess to a certain bias for 
Canadian art, seeing as it's one 
of my favourite countries and 
somewhere I'd be willing to 
live if circumstances allowed. 

It's a young country, a big 
country, sparsely populated 
for the most part with a sense 
of potential and optimism still 
trembling within its borders. It 
hasn't the baggage of ancient 
history draped across it's back 
like Britain has - all those 
pointless traditions and 
brainless tribal conflicts and 
old men in wigs and inbred 
German gypsies living rent- 
free in Buck Palace. But 
Canada still has its share of 
problems, as you’d expect from a prosperous 
Western hemisphere country with an indigenous 
population to suppress (whilst exploiting their 
culture for the tourist trade at the same time) 
and the cloying proximity of the USA with all its 
stupidity and ignorance and centuries of bile 
rising up like a tsunami across the 47 th parallel 
and threatening to crash down upon it. Canada is 
still suffering from the death of intelligence and 
true individuality, of character and substance in 
daily life, of anything that resonates on a level 
below our daily radar. 

These are the things that feed into SFTF, a 
‘supergroup’ made up of members of, you 
guessed it, godspeed you black emperor! and 
label mates Fly Pan Am, etc etc. and if you’re 
familiar with any of that lot then you’ll pretty 
much know what to expect before you even load 
the disc into the CD player. 

But first, pause a minute to consider the 
packaging which obviously took some time and 
effort to put together - a gatefold card sleeve 
and booklet with the pre-requisite scratchy 
writing and fuzzed out photos of abandoned 
buildings, car lots, old signs, humans in silhouette 
- again, there’s no surprises. 

In attempting to do away with the cliches of rock 
and grunge and hardcore, ‘Post Rock’ simply 
replaced them with its own set of moves and 
screens - all those albums with photos of 
electricity pylons and cities at night - it’s no 
wonder fuckdumb 2-minute bullshit like Blink 
1 82 came back, if only to raise the youth out of 
its stupor. Anyone who’s been to a ‘post rock’ 
gig will testify to the shambling dullness of the 
entire experience. Once, only once, did I ever 
feel anything and that was the first time I saw 
gybe! live and that was simply because they were 
so loud in as small as space as the Fleece and 
Firkin. Everything else has been shit. You can’t 


replace passion with numbing volume and as 
soon as you’ve got 3 unwashed hippies who 
could have been selling the Big Issue that 
morning settling down onto plastic chairs to play 
drones it’s time to split. 

In many ways I hope this is the last EVER album 
in this vein, but I know it’s not. gybe! have 
recorded with Albini and Tortoise still walk the 
Earth - so it’s not over yet. But this could be the 
last ‘post rock’ album because everything is in 
there - every cliche, every bad idea, and every 
great moment as well. 

Spoken word tramp drivel - check. Creaking 
doors and tape hiss - check. Repeated chord 
progressions - check. And not forgetting the 
drones, the drones, the fucking drones. Parts of 
this album, the parts where the gybe! lads got 
more of a say in the proceedings, sound really 
good - like out-takes from f~#~a, the rest of it 
is clearly Fly Pan Am up to their usual nonsense 
and not a lot else. It’s not lacking in atmosphere 
or passion but it’s done with either such strain 
or such a total lack of effort (the ‘Will This Do?’ 
mentality that pervades all mediums right now) 
that you wish they hadn’t bothered. 

This is the post-rock equivalent of ELO’s Out of 
the Blue - they’ve chucked everything into the 
mix, over-confident of their abilities and the 
patience of their audience, and hoped they could 
get away with it. They can’t and they won’t. 

Perhaps it’s time for them to knock this 
refusenik shite on the head. I don’t want to deny 
anyone their dreams but it seems to me they are 
on a hiding to nothing and the art they’re 
producing, once vital and invigorating is now 
suffering from the law of diminishing returns. It’s 
always better to go out on top, not slumped in 
the gutter. 

RIK RAWLING 13/02/2002 
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Angel high wires 

12 songs with words by Geraldine 
Monk, music by Martin Archer. 
Sung by Julie Tippetts, Steve 
Roden, Sedayne, Rachel 
McCarron. Played by Martin 
Archer, Philip Thomas, Chris 
Cutler, Chris Meloche, Mick Beck, 
Charlie Collins. Available online 
(secure) priced £ 12.99 via 
www.voiceprint.co.uk. 

For details of other Martin Archer / 
Transient v Resident releases, photos, 
reviews, MP3s, composition notes, visit the 

new Discus website at WWW.discus- 
music.co.uk, or write to Discus at 
PO Box 658, Sheffield S10 3YR, 
England. 

Discus releases still priced 
only £6.00!! 


L /tinhbug 

The allure of Rood/ide Curio/ 


sprawling, electro-orche/trol dynamics 
and heavily electronically 
altered teH lures 



by four of 
California's 
heaviest free 
Improvisors 


/colt amendola 
steuart liebig 
g.e. rtin/on 
r*l/ clrne 

recorded vVe 
ai brunoy 
son Ironei/co 


by 
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The Phantom of 

Liberty 

IMPROVISED MUSIC IS 
IMPROVING (IN) THE PAST 



Axel Dorner 

Trumpet 

FRANCE A BRUIT SECRET 
ABS03 CD (2001) 

I have seen this excellent German 
improviser puffing it up with his trumpet 
in a live setting some years ago. Here 
are two long, breathy blasts of improv- 
stroke-compositions, recorded in a 
Berlin studio. The first cut, with the help 
of some judicious editing and FX, creates 
the illusion of continual breathing for 25 
solid minutes. It’s barely recognisable as 
trumpet-playing as the activity is 
commonly understood. It’s the sound of 
amplified and filtered breath, the player 
utterly focussed on the interface betwixt 
his lips and the metal mouthpiece, 
making a meal of the heavy vibrato 
action as he pours his soul into the 
metal tubes. To hear it is to gain wings. 

A soaring clean tone and yet not a note 
in sight. This glorious work is a 
sustained and powerful statement of 
studio improvisation. And it’s more 
aerated than ten king-size bars of Aero. 

Dorner has been based in Berlin since 
1 994, is represented on some 2 dozen 
recordings, and has racked up an 
impressive CV of group work playing 
with some of the finest combos in 
European and American improv. Over 
here in the UK, he’s added to the ranks 
of The London Jazz Composers 
Orchestra, and the very excellent Chris 
Burn’s Ensemble (who we don’t enough 
from these days). Dorner’s second cut here is 
more like a mini-symphony, as he overdubs 
various degrees of farting and blarting breaths 
with startling pauses and dynamics. It starts with 
two hippos farting in stereo, but the range soon 
increases to other astonishing effects - far less 
reliant on studio filters this time. He’s an 
improviser, not simply with the notes of a 
trumpet, but with the very breath that circulates 
around the guts of his instrument; he controls it 
masterfully, and inventively. He also produces a 
very human music thereby.. .the breath of life, 
inscribed into music. Which makes this a very 
life-affirming CD in anyone’s book. Another very 
worthy addition to Michel Henritzi’s small but 
distinctive label, which specialises in quiet, precise 


and exquisite music. Concurrent with this is the 
new Brandon Labelle. The previous two releases 
were from Onkyo giants Taku and Toshi. Collect 
the set! 

ED PINSENT 12/12/2001 

12 rue St-Chrodegand 57000 Metz France 
m_henritzi@club-internet.fr 

Bhob Rainey / Greg Kelley 

Nmperign 

GERMANY SELEKTION SHS 009 CD 
( 2001 ) 


Seven tracks of live in the studio 
improvisation from this pair; 
Kelley on trumpet, Rainey on 
soprano sax. They’re part of a 
happening improv scene in 
Boston USA, a nexus which 
includes a music series at the 
Zeitgeist Art Gallery, concerts at 
RRRecords and the Twisted 
Village record store. On this 
record everything starts out with 
imperceptible breathy and spacey 
playing, gentle squeals and puffy 
breezes. It’s like watching a team 
of engineers repair a central 
heating unit, but doing it very 
slowly, as though discovering a 
boiler for the first time and re- 
inventing new functions for the 
assorted copper pipes and ducts. 
A Zen approach to the art of 
home repairs, perhaps; try using 
that argument to console 
yourself when you’re wasting 
another day at home waiting for 
those stupid workmen who 
never turn up. 

The performances on Nmperign 
soon degenerate into more 
conventional improv, which is to 
say familiar chattering and 
blurting and whooping noises 
leaping from the brass bells, 
along with vocalising and crazy 
wailing through the mouthpieces. 
This isn’t a bad thing, but my 
preference is for the quieter 
passages which seem somehow - 
erm, creamier, and non -fattening; at their best 
this duo can capture the universe in a 
soapbubble. Having captured it, they then feel 
compelled to burst the bubble and let the prize 
fly away. Hmm - I seem to be restating the text 
by Maria Klein, which effuses ‘If anything can hold 
the elusiveness, complexity and instability of 
truth, whatever that may be, just for a moment, 
why not this porous, open-ended kind of music? 
Oblique, elliptical, expansive, hovering and 
vibrating, surrounding, converging, sensuous and 
precise.’ This effusion rattles on in like manner 
for 4 pages, in a fold-out text pasted into a triple- 
gatefold digipack designed by Charley Steiger. 
She’s also gone to town with the overlaid fonts 
and distorted texts on the cover, which succeed 
in rendering the names and title of the package 
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completely unreadable, even when you know 
what it’s supposed to say. We’re almost back in 
the 1970s hell of gatefold sleeves adorned with 
unreadable Roger Dean lettering. 

ED PINSENT 26/01/2002 

Hohenstaufenstrasse 8, D-60327, Frankfurt a M, 
Germany 

www.selektion.com 

Dworzec 

Wednesday 

New Zealand Metonymic 01 4 CD 

( 2002 ) 

Dworzec here present 2 tracks of live, 
improvised music which can remind one a little of 
Keith Rowe working perhaps with really tough 
and steely guitar strings and a rusty saw without 
the backing of radio or other found sound 
recordings. The 1st track begins simply enough 
with guitar strings being rubbed or stretched to 
produce a clear steely drone, gradually building 
up to a level where it chugs along with various 
effects popping up to push the piece along: 
engine-like putterings, bell-like tones, something 
like a violin around the 1 5 th minute - these are all 
grist to Dworzec's mill here. The 2nd track starts 
off slightly more purposefully before shading into 
passages of shimmering metal waves, truncated 
and sometimes savage guitar patches, bass drones 
that almost disappear , resonating bells, murky 
bass rumblings ebbing back and forth, an 
accordion-like instrument in there somewhere ... 
a chiming drone takes charge and ascends into 
the heavens while saxophone buzzes away 
below, the piece soon reviving with new life ... 
Altogether these tracks are more intricate than 
they at first seem with new developments 
occurring right up to the end; one's attention is 
held fast and the time speeds much faster than 
the 40 minutes' playing time would suggest. 
Dworzec are certainly worth paying as much 
attention to as one can possibly afford. 

JENNIFER HOR 

tinshed@clear.net.nz 


Greg Kelley / Jason 
Lescalleet 

Forlorn Green 

USA ERSTWHILE 01 9 CD (2001 ) 

I can’t even play this now without thinking of 
Soylent Green, the famous dystopian science 
fiction novel and film. It contains an astonishing 
long track called ‘Conquest of the Earth’; through 
processed trumpet and tape loops played 
through computers, this duo conjure up an 
awesome doomy bellow never heard on God’s 
earth before. Never heard, except perhaps at the 
very depths of the ocean, where creatures with 
more gifted sensory organs than ours might hear 
the groans of an enormous dying sea-monster, 
with a belly the size of the Rock of Gibraltar and 
a large downturned mouth filled with rows of 
sharp teeth. It’s well worth price of admission 
just to hear this epic beast. The remaining set is 
likewise replete with the moribund feelings of 
alienation; Tight Spot’ groans with despair, the 
echoing trumpet evoking the voice of a giant 
struggling against the bonds of the distorted 
electronic squealings that wrap around him like 
steel wires. ‘Autumn Leaves’ simply groans, for 
no apparent reason, perhaps filled with 
existential doom and despair at the onset of 
another bleak winter in some nameless 
Northerly clime. 

Hats off to these young American players. 
Electronic / acoustic music has never sounded so 
fresh; any recognisable and familiar sounds have 
been ruthlessly expunged from the final product, 
leaving only strangeness and mystery behind. You 
rarely hear improvised music laced with such 
darkness, such brooding emotion. The playing is 
slow and deliberate, yet often filled with 
stumbling phrases of uncertainty and fear. The 
duo are like refugees in an H P Lovecraft story, 
fleeing from some nameless horror whose 
uncanniness they dare not even attempt to 
describe; the creeping madness that will haunt 
the rest of their days is evident in every musical 
phrase. Come to think of it, they aren’t situated 
that far away from Lovecraft’s New England 
territory. Another set of primary evidence from 
the Boston improv scene, these four tracks were 
recorded in 2000-2001 in assorted venues 
around Boston and Cambridge, USA. 

ED PINSENT 27/01/2002 
www.erstwh ilerecords.com 

Jim Denley and Martin Ng 

Vergency 

GERMANY GROB 322 CD (2001 ) 

Turntablist and CD player musician Martin Ng 
teams up with Australian improviser Jim Denley 
on wind instruments to turn in a slightly more 
accessible recording than Ng's recent 
GCTTCATT excursion. The duo achieve some 
remarkable textures and layered sounds with the 
unusual combination of acoustic instruments 
(primarily flute and saxophone) and Ng's 
manipulation of ‘instruments’ that to the general 
population have a usually passive function. 
Stand-out pieces include ‘Vergency’ with its 
distorted breathy flute sounds, the breathiness 
itself being more important than the production 


of pure flute tones; ‘Flexure’ where sax and some 
heavy breathing intermingle with a flurry of 
cheeky noises from Ng's finger-tips; 

‘Async_ology’ where Ng unleashes a volley of 
noises spluttering machine gun-style amid a 
background of furious sax and percussion. 

‘Nodes’ and ‘Fireface’ have a crackly menacing air 
about them. Some of the tracks on this CD were 
recorded live in Melbourne in February 2000, 
probably during the Melbourne leg of the 
Whatismusic? festival, some tracks were 
recorded live in Sydney in 1 999 and only 3 tracks 
appear to be studio recordings. 

Listeners will be very aware of the actual physical 
playing of the wind instruments - you can almost 
hear Denley sucking in huge gulps of air and 
blowing it all out during the flute sequences. 

Space and silence play a large role especially on 
the final track where much of it is silent; all tracks 
feature space to some degree with the result that 
some can sound a bit disjointed with bits here 
and there hanging around waiting for someone to 
string them together - on the other hand, the 
tracks are much easier to assimilate and are not 
so full-on as on GCTTCATT's ‘ampErase’. Fussy 
reviewer that I am, I would've liked to hear Ng 
distort Denley's playing a lot more into blizzards 
of sound textures and atmosphere but as most of 
Vergency is live improvisation, I guess there's only 
so much the two can do and achieve in a live 
situation. An enjoyable recording otherwise for 
those interested in hearing unusual combinations 
of instruments and playing techniques. 


ROWE 

BEINS 



ZAREK 06 


JENNIFER HOR 

Alte Kolner Strasse 1 0, D-40699, Germany 
www.churchofgrob.com 

Keith Rowe / Berkhard 
Beins 

Grain 

GERMANY ZAREK 06 CD (2001 ) 

Burkhard Beins is one of the ‘New Berlin 
Reductionist’ school who also features on a fine 
remix CD as one half of Activity Center - 
reviewed on Michael Renkel’s page this ish. Here, 
he joins up with Keith Rowe, the distinguished 
UK improv guitar-man who never sleeps. Rowe 
has appeared on so many CDs in the last couple 
years that he’s almost matching his partner 
Prevost for extra-curricular activities outside 
AMM. These are three longish tracks recorded in 
Berlin, one of them live - and it’s a brilliant 
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collection of slow improvised music that 
persuades me this ‘genre’ is improving all the 
time. The metallic bendy clattery activity of 
‘Grain I ’ contrasts nicely with the low groaning 
and scraping of ‘Grain 2'. Plenty of amplifier hum, 
single notes explored for at least 5- 1 0 minutes at 
a time, and minimal percussive clatter. A very 
quiet and expressive approach to improvising, 
one that’s worth examining alongside other 
recent improv developments such as Japanese 
Onkyo music, and the tinkly percussion of Jeffrey 
Allport. On Grain the players are constantly 
working to eliminate unnecessary excess, and 
striving not to get in each others’ way. The 
residual music that ends up on the CD is intense, 
mesmeric, and packed with minimal detail; it 
provides a large and open space to explore. Get 
in there! 

ED PINSENT 31/12/2001 

Schreinerstrasse 33, D- 1 0247 Berlin, Germany 

info@zangimusic.de 

www.zangimusic.de 

Klaus Janek 

Kaspar 

USASOLPONTICELLO SP-004 CD 
( 2001 ) 

A lively double-bass solo LP from this Italian 
improviser and musician. Very energetic ‘sawing’ 
motions and actions are faithfully captured on the 
excellent recording, which adds to the intensity 
of the performances. The presence of the 
instrument and the man fills the room. A very 
raw production, with no edits nor overdubs in 
sight. I notice this release is intended as another 
musical homage to Kaspar Hauser, although 
unlike our Italian electronic friend Andrea Belfi, 
Klaus makes no mention of the Werner Herzog 
movie and refers exclusively to the actual 
presence behind this ‘tragic historic figure’. The 
Kaspar Hauser myth of the ‘innocent’ who grows 
to maturity inside a prison cell and is released 
into the world as an adult is not uncommon, 
although this manifestation takes place in Europe 
in 1830 and is a true story. Certainly, this 
sympathetic record does its level best to portray 
some of the circumstances of Kaspar’s plight; in 
particular the utter isolation, the claustrophobia 
of his living quarters, and the limited range of his 
half-formed thoughts going round in circles. 
Which isn’t to say the music is either futile, or 
limited; but it does manage to enter into the 
childlike state of mind which is so crucial to 
understanding this theme. 

ED PINSENT 19/02/2002 

195 Three Oaks Drive, Athens, GA 30607, USA 

info@solponticello.com 

www.solponticello.com 

Keith Rowe / Toshimaru 
Nakamura 

Weather Sky 

USA ERSTWHILE 01 8 CD (2001 ) 

This could just be one of the best improv 
records we’ve received this issue.. .Keith Rowe, 
the great English guitarist, founding member of 
AMM, the man who has reinvented the tabletop 
guitar and now continually reinvents himself in a 


series of excellent contemporary releases and 
impressive collaborations (MIMEO, Burkhard 
Beins, Taku Sugimoto). Here he joins forces with 
Toshimaru Nakamura, the Japanese king of 
feedbacks, the guitarist who in an impressively 
radical leap of faith gave up the familiarity his own 
instrument in exchange for the no input mixing 
board, a desktop instrument that isn’t an 
instrument at all and one that makes it twenty 
times more difficult to produce music of any sort. 

Two key elements make Weather Sky so 
essential - simplicity and power. It can’t be said 
often enough, but modern improvised music is 
becoming simpler all the time - a very good 
development too - and the radical Onkyo 
musicians are among the prime exponents of this 
simplicity. You’ve often heard the famous John 
Cage utterance, repeating the words of 
composer Morton Feldman: ‘now that things are 
simpler, there’s so much more to do.’ Weather 
Sky is clear evidence of this. Where is the rattly- 
plunky school of improvisation, the men and 
women who bash pots and pans together, rub 
balloons across guitar strings and twinkle their 
quicksilver fingers like leaping caterpillars at 
speeds of mach number? Not on this record. It’s 
an aural document of two men doing very little, 
except creating vast tracts of space to cultivate 
the most serene, clear, beauty outside of a 
nature reserve in Northern Japan. 

The power of the music is its understated, 
humming presence, the underground chambers 
full of red-hot lava flows which might erupt at any 
moment, the low growls of a ferocious cougar 
prowling through the night jungle. Toshi’s 
mountains of feedbacks demonstrate how much 
power he has at his control, how little of it he 
allows to slip off the leash and trickle down into 
our mouths, one drop of water from Niagara 
Falls. Keith Rowe might not even be touching the 
strings most of the time, but blowing his electric 
fan to allow powerful resonating acoustic beams 
to emanate, like the Northern Lights shimmering 
in an arctic waste. ‘A timeless work of art,’ say 
Erstwhile, and no mere rhetoric this. The 
pregnant suspension of time in live performance,’ 
whispers Ed Baxter into a tin can connected by a 
piece of string to your awaiting ear. The physical 
manifestation of an exquisite sense of 
proportion.’ 

These written impressions should, I hope, be 
passing on some sense of the massive dimensions 
of this music, and the way it occupies space and 
time in a more permanent, intransigent way than 
the usual laws of physics should allow. To sit and 


listen is to be delighted and moved, certainly, but 
the lasting effects are also ponderous - somehow 
you can’t shake off the weight of its grandeur, 
and the memory of it is sweet and poignant. The 
experience is there on CD to enjoy repeatedly, 
but even constant repetition may not nail down 
the heart of this ethereal beauty. As indicated 
above, I personally think this minimal, focussed 
intensity is an improvement on ‘busy’ improvised 
music, but this release has no intention of wiping 
out any school of thought to replace it with some 
new strand of endeavour. That said, I’m 
encouraged that a veteran like Keith Rowe has 
put his weight behind this exciting new 
development. Ersthwile 018 could well turn out 
to be a pivotal release, historically important 
besides being earth-shatteringly beautiful. 

ED PINSENT 18/03/2002 

www.erstwhilerecords.com 

Morphogenesis 

In Streams Volume 2 
UNITED KINGDOM PARADIGM 
PD1 7 CD (2001 ) 

The second volume of In Streams, which was 
reviewed last issue; a must-purchase for fans of 
this outstanding UK group, and for lovers of high 
quality electro-acoustic. In some ways this even 
surpasses its companion volume; more dynamic 
performances, and well recorded. The studio 
recording ‘24 track analogue’ displays some of 
the most subtle group-working yet heard from 
the Morphos; perhaps the studio environment is 
the best place to capture the fine detail of their 
playing, particularly when dealing with the smaller 
and more intimate sounds that arise from the 
scraped bits of metal scattered on Adam 
Bohman’s table of fun. On the other hand, the 
full roarage and densely melded sound-alloys of 
the five-strong combo leap to the fore on the 
intensely powerful ‘Live at the Shepherds Bush 
Empire’ cut, from July 2000. Here, the Morphs 
did their best to win over a sceptical Sonic Youth 
audience (an incident we won’t dwell on, as it’s 
becoming something of an anecdote in avant 
circles). After some slightly uncertain bowl- 
chiming at the start, they bring in the nasty 
electronic big guns after three minutes, and never 
look back thereafter. Of course, even over the 
course of the three years represented on this 
comp, they still only ever play in one tempo - 
slowly, as slowly as a big earthenware jar of 
molasses pouring down three flights of stairs into 
the parlour below. But it doesn’t matter. The 
variety comes from the sheer quantity and 
volume of sound-events - ranging from the tiny 
and abrasive to the majestic and sweeping - 
which the hard-working players manage to cram 
into their impressive wide-screen vistas of sound. 
Imagine five or six painters working 
simultaneously on a huge abstract canvas, using 
anything and everything from single-hair sable 
brushes to hand-rollers dipped in emulsion. And 
you still wouldn’t believe what you’re hearing. 
Also here - the conclusion to the 1 997 Spitz 
Concert, and a short three-minuter from the Red 
Rose club. Decorated with a large number of full- 
colour photographs (by Juliet Singer) of the 
artists at work, with their equipment and 
ambience around them. One of these is a striking 
image of Michael Prime’s bio-adapter equipment. 

ED PINSENT 21/02/2002 
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paradigm@stalk.net 
www.stalk.net/paradigm 

MOSQ 

MOSQ 

FRANCE RECTANGLE REC-UEE1 
CD (2001) 

‘Everybody is permanently tuned in,’ writes 
Noel Akchote, enthusing about this latest 
release on his improv label. Brother, if 
these four French badauds were any more 
tuned in, they’d be a shortwave radio set. 
Akchote is writing about Erik M, Charlie O, 
Akosh Szelevenyi and Quentin Rollet, the 
four players who make up the MOSQ 
acronym on this spiffy new release. Their 
four live tracks demonstrate a novel 
approach to what is nowadays becoming 
quite a familiar set-up in the modern music 
arena, when a turntabler joins forces with some 
improvising jazz musicians, and extra electronica 
‘glue’ is added by other members to hold 
everything together. Otomo Yoshihide has done 
it flawlessly (for example in Metal Tastes Like 
Orange); Merzbow has done it noisily, much to 
everyone’s surprise; and many lesser digital 
duffers have attempted the same ploy, only to 
end up floundering in a hideous mess. 

MOSQ floundereth not. They turn in a finely 
balanced madness, and a shining example of 
electro-acoustic improv music. They blend and 
bond like grapes pressed in a respectable 
vineyard, and yield a heady brew. ‘Galati’ is a 



tj' 








sustained rich moan from Charlie O’s Hammond 
organ, with occasional honking blurts from 
saxmen Akosh and Rollet, while Erik M - who has 
also released the excellent Frame, a cut-up 
record for Metamkine in 1999 - adds simple 
punctuation of percussive beats from his 
tonearm. ‘Bursa’ is more excitable music, built 
around a sax freakout full of wild squeaks and 
barks, which towards the end melt and mingle 
into some superb ‘tinkling’ keyboard work; again, 
Erik’s backing rhythms are exemplary, minimal 
and simple, yet supplying a driving energy that 
makes this a small-scale simulacrum of your 
favourite 1960s free jazz record. ‘Missiri’ is more 
moody and perhaps even more meandering, with 
its jazzy flute and recorder sounds tootling over a 
basic organ drone with splinters of sampled din 
coming from salvaged vinyl. There’s great use 
here of the old trick where the run-out groove 
of a crackly old disc takes the place of brushes on 
a cymbal. 

Finally, there’s the hypnotic ‘Wuta’, my personal 
favourite as it’s all so perfectly simple, ploughing a 
narrow furrow of deep and grumbly bass notes 


and swirling rhythms, sawn gently apart with 
rasping sax puffs, and never varying the trancey 
formula in all often minutes. You can certainly 
feel ‘the ensemble leading the unity’ here - I hope 
all concerned treated themselves to two litres of 
good red wine apiece. A winning set, excellent 
live sound quality, and a lovely sleeve painting of 
pigeons on a branch by Takayoshi Sakabe; a 
sleeve note informs us about pigeon’s blood 
being a cure-all for various ancient ailments. I 
have no idea if this information is important, but I 
certainly felt a lot better for hearing this curative 
CD. The MOSQ ‘project’ is apparently driven by 
leader Quentin Rollet who goes way back with 
his old mate Akosh. Quentin appears to be 
associated with such names as the Akosh S New 
unit, and a French rock combo called Noir Desir. 
The maturity of the orchestra is alike its history 
and richness’, states Noel. ‘It is made of multiples 
and pluralities.’ I guess this is just a very French 
way of saying there’s a lot of music happening on 
this record. Can you handle it? Then tune 
in...permanently. 

ED PINSENT 28/01/2002 

info@rectangle.org 

www.rectangle.org 

Musica Elettronica Viva 

Spacecraft / Unified 
Patchwork Theory 
ITALY ALGA MARGHEN PLANA-M 
15NMN.038 CD (2001) 

Here’s a major historical release - two long 
pieces from this seminal and important combo. 
‘Spacecraft’ is from 1 967, the ‘classic’ period with 
pretty much the original line-up of MEV players; 
the other track is from 1 990, with added guests, 
and provides an interesting contrast - of which 
more below. The ranks of MEV were fairly fluid, 
but the core members were I think composers 
or classical musicians who turned to 
improvisation using unusual instrumentation, 
setting themselves an enormous challenge 
thereby. On ‘Spacecraft’ we hear Allen Bryant, 
Alvin Curran, Fredric Rzewski, Richard 
Teitelbaum and guest Ivan Vandor on the sax. 
(While we’re on names, there’s a stupid mistake 
on my part in issue eight, page 101, where I 
wrongly identified Alvin Lucier of the Sonic Arts 
Union as an MEV member. He isn’t, but Alvin 
Curran is. The only connection is they’re both 
named Alvin.) Like AMM, MEV were formed in 


the mid 1960s and found a degree of acceptance 
for their new and challenging work within 
audiences who liked free jazz. There is a rare 
split LP called Live Electronic Music Improvised 
from c. 1969 on the Mainstream label, where 
MEV and AMM contribute one side apiece. They 
also had a release, Sound Pool, on the BYG label 
in France. MEV stands for Musica Elettronica 
Viva; but the meaning behind the AMM acronym 
must of course remain a secret. 

Richard Teitelbaum - who went on to realise 
some excellent LPs pairing his moog synth with 
the saxes of avant-garde jazz composer Anthony 
Braxton - describes with relish a shopping list of 
MEV’s instrumentation at that time, which seems 
to have been foraged from the detritus of their 
contemporary urban European environment. 
‘Frederic’s amplified glass plate to which he 
attached coiled and stretched springs...all highly 
amplified. ..Alvin used contact mikes to amplify a 
large Italian olive oil can. ..and various items of 
junk he scavenged at the site of the gigs...Allen 
Bryant’s old electronic organ he had bought in 
the Roman flea market and re-wired by trial and 
error until he got the sounds he liked’. And 
believe me brothers, the sound they produce 
more than lives up to the descriptions in that 
grotesque catalogue! 

But there’s a lot more to MEV than just collecting 
weird instruments - their attitude to improvising 
was innovative, disciplined, and exemplary. 
‘Spacecraft’ was the product of their dedicated 
collective energies, which Frederic Rzewski 
describes in his notes; these clearly indicate the 
depth of commitment these guys had to creating 
their work, and the intellectual capability, 
endurance and craft they needed to keep it going. 
He describes the plan for the work in astonishing 
detail. MEV did not see the improvisational 
process as guaranteeing a happy outcome every 
time. On the contrary, they knew that with their 
strong personalities, intellectual baggage, musical 
knowledge and preconceived ideas, each 
improvising situation - rather than liberating them 
from their musical conditioning - might tend to 
place them inside a complicated labyrinth. 
However, keeping in mind the ‘fundamental unity 
which is the final goal of the improvisation’, they 
learned that ‘the secret of the labyrinth is that 
the way out is not forwards or backwards, to the 
left or to the right, but up. To go up, it is 
necessary to fly.’ 

And, over the course of 4 1 minutes, that is 
exactly what they do - they fly! Volaverunt! The 
Spacecraft lifts off, and flies, over the monstrous 
mass of heaving, lurching sound. This thick 
porridge of sonic gloop is a marvellous and varied 
range of unearthly noises, acoustic sax notes 
blending with electronic thunderbolts, harsh and 
soothing sounds combined with incessant 
clattering, knocking, and weird droning. It’s a 
glorious, messy work. The 1990 piece ‘Unified 
Patchwork Theory’ is quite different; cleaner, 
tidier, every sound is crisp, separated out, quite 
unlike the churning, full-on organic blend of the 
1 967 piece. But it is just as effective; it features 
guest players Steve Lacy on soprano sax and 
Garrett List on trombone, voices and electronics. 
With Rzewski’s chopped-up piano chords and 
Lacy’s near-melodic lines, it nearly resembles a 
deconstructed jazz suite in places - but that 
component is so mixed up with many other 
elements, this observation is rendered redundant 
very quickly. The musicians walk a razor’s edge 
across the canyon of chaos, their poise and 
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control betokening an uncanny mastery. 

This historical documentary release is thoroughly 
recommended - with this and Eddie Prevost’s 
Silver Pyramid release, we have another ‘secret’ 
chapter in the history of improvisation which has 
yet to be written. The work of MEV is only now 
coming to be understood; there is even a 
mystical dimension to it, described in Rzewski’s 
notes when he speaks of a profane space, 
occupied by demons, of smashing images, and 
creating new rituals. The musicians, through 
playing, exorcise their personal demons; if you 
listen, you too will be purged of evil, as the 
uncanny noise awakens you from your torpor 
and ‘breaks the spell of stupidity’. This sound’, 
Rzewski says of MEV’s music, ‘which may be 
called anti-music, awakens the soul to its 
demonic state; and only then may the exorcism 
begin, the struggle to cast lines through the 
tumult to another soul’. 

ED PINSENT 31/12/2001 

Emanuele Carcano, via Frapolli 40, 20133 Milano, 
Italy 

algamarghen@iol.it 

O'Rourke / Prime / Prevost 

Alpha Lemur Echo Two 
UNITED KINGDOM MYCOPHILE 
SPOR 05 CD (2001 ) 

Here’s a revelation, two superb tracks from 1 994 
and 1 990, vintage cuts of improv-electro- 
abstracto-dronio noise, only now fit to see the 
light of day after maturing for years in the fecund 
cellar of Michael Prime. I can’t recall any other 
instance where these three mountebanks have 
played together before or since; the combination 
certainly works incredibly well here on ‘Lemur’, 
plucked from a live setting in London from 1 994. 
Jim O’Rourke the Happy American is there on 
stage, adding some very minimal guitar work and 
electronics, veteran AMMster Edwin Prevost 
moonlights from his million other improvising and 
jazz activities to add cymbal scraping and high- 
precision drumwork, while Michael Prime simply 
bubbles along. Quite literally - he contributes 
water sounds and bioelectronics, which is to say 
plant-life energy converted into electronic 
impulses and rendered into music. He also 
contributes radio samples - including tiny voice 
fragments, foreign music elements, and (near the 
end) chopped-up segments of Dave Brubeck’s 
Take Five’. Over 35 minutes, this uncanny 
mixture of musical ideas soars, flies and bellows 
and roars, always assisted by the spring-heeled 
boots of Prevost, that nimble athlete of the drum 
kit. Amazing noisy progressions and organic 
constructs are built up. An image abides of an 
unknown scientific experiment (like those 
pictured on the CD covers, treated images from 
old science magazines), which is sometimes a 
useful way to get a handle on recondite improv 
music, and especially apt when faced with such 
an unusual combination of intelligent and gifted 
players. I still can’t quite believe they ever got 
together in the first place. 

For the gorgeous droning perfection of ‘Alpha’, 
Prevost drops out and the two remaining players 
are joined by Adam Bohman with his objects, 
and Andy Hammond on a second guitar. This 
earlier studio work (from 1 990) was more of an 
immediate ‘grabber’ for me, mainly because it’s 


so strangely moving - a sweet and sad drone-a- 
thon. The four contributions of sound meld 
perfectly, instantly; all is an indistinguishable blur 
of music, and no element is out of harmonic step 
with its brother. The O’Rourke mix might have 
helped achieved this effect, but the four players 
should be proud of their work on ‘Alpha’. Out to 
infinity its limbs do stretch. 

A wildly successful piece of experimental music, 
transcending any narrow boundaries of ‘genre’ or 
‘style’. These days it’s increasingly easy for people 
to get together and make an indeterminate or 
shapeless noise, just as surely as it’s easy for 
people who can’t cook to make a pizza by 
covering a dough base with their favourite snacks 
and goodies. But, rather than bedding down in a 
compost heap of their own making, these players 
show how their sheer energy, focussed thinking 
and constant invention will ultimately allow them 
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to hold aloft the glittering prize. 

ED PINSENT 28/02/2002 

30 Petten Grove, Orpington, Kent BR5 4PU, UK 
mikep@myco.demon.co.uk 

Phosphor 

Phosphor 

FRANCE POTLATCH P501 CD (2001) 

Six tracks recorded by a large combo of players, 



some of which are part of ‘New Berlin 
Reductionist’ school: Burkhard Beins on 
percussion, Aleddandro Bosetti on soprano sax, 
Axel Dorner on trumpet and electronics, Robin 
Hayward on tuba, Annette Krebs on guitars, 
Michael Renkel on guitar, Ignaz Schick on live 
electronics, and Andrea Neumann. Many of these 
names have excellent solo or group releases to 
their name, reviewed elsewhere this issue, which 
I can recommend. This group release, for some 
reason, fails to gel. It may be a bit too 
reductionist, or - not wishing to sound pompous 
- not reductionist enough. At any one time, 
there’s either too much happening in the music, 
or it isn’t quite minimal enough. Either way, it’s 
rarely as interesting as it ought to be and never 
completely engages the attention. There are 
some decent moments now and again, but to 
reach them you have to wade across huge tracts 
of polite improv-vagueness; non-descript 
shuffling, moaning and creaking, and mostly spun 
out in dreary slow-motion. I expect my opinion 
will be proved wrong ultimately though, because 
these are all great players and this recording may 
turn out to be as historically significant as one of 
the early Company records. Recorded in Berlin in 
over two days in April 200 1 , and released on 
Jacques Oger’s label; Michel Henritzi, who runs 
the fine A Bruit Secret label, contributes a sleeve 
note (in French). 

ED PINSENT 27/01/2002 

BP 205, 7592 1 Paris Cedex 1 9. France 

potlatch@worldnet.fr 

www.potlatch.fr 

Sylvain Bonvalot / Cyrol 
Darmedru / Lionel 
Marchetti 

Crete 

FRANCE EKTIC EKT/002 CD (2001 ) 

A fairly mediocre improv outing which pitches a 
dull saxophone against two electronic players. 
The sax bits (by Darmedru) are largely annoying 
and dispensable, like the self-centred whines of a 
bratty college kid crying into his grape juice. But 
the electronic segments aim for something 
darker and grittier, and work quite well. The duo 
of electronics players try for a bit of everything, 
including short-wave radio voices, dark muttering 
groans, banshee screams, shattered high-range 
shards of nastiness, sequenced crunches, 
malevolent creaking bedsprings, and nondescript 
cardboard-box thuds. Many tempos, many 
ranges. You get some quite huge baffling gaps of 
tension-inducing nothingness where nothing 
much is happening, followed by long stretches of 
aimless bleat. If you’re lucky, these sounds will 
converge now and again to produce (at best) an 
enjoyable musical experience, or (at worst) a 
discernible atmospheric effect. Wrapped around 
this CD is a bland cardboard sleeve printed in 
process green (triple gatefold) and concealed 
inside a small plastic bag, not unlike the sacks you 
pack your garden waste in. Unlike the latter, 
however, this record can’t be recycled in that 
way. 

ED PINSENT 05/12/2001 

1 3 rue des augustins, 6900 1 , Lyon, France 
ektic@hotmail.com 
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Engaging with 
Planetary Politics 


Department 

Exiting 

AUSTRALIA LABORATORY 
RECORDS LD002 CD (2001) 

This CD might have been composed 
and recorded as a soundtrack for a 
yet-to-be-made movie: imagine an 
aspiring politician whose mind is full of 
grandiose schemes for flattening entire 
cities and erecting enormous concrete 
and steel monuments in their place to 
flatter his (maybe her) power and ego. If 
you've studied your 20th century 
history well, you know such a politician 
will not only desire to reconstruct 
entire cities and towns but will also 
want to give the population and society 
a makeover; opposition politicians and 
groups will be mown down, segments of 
society scapegoated and hounded out of 
existence and everybody else will be 
living in fear of informants and the 
paramilitary police forces. Servile 
bureaucrats carry out increasingly petty 
and tyrannical decrees to the letter, the 
armed forces brutalise teenage draftees 
to butcher pitilessly those branded as 
different or criminal or just plain inferior 
and society fragments into isolated units 
adrift as people dare not trust one 
another and end up retreating into 
fruitless daydreaming or depression. 

Department have delivered a recording 
of sometimes bombastic and often 



global exploitation. Well, duh! How much 
intellectual effort does it take to reach 
that facile position? 

Karla Borecky and Scott Foust, the core 
members of Idea Fire Company, are joined 
by a small collective of team workers 
including Mike Popovich (also part of The 
Pickle Factory), and a number of players 
(including one of Karla’s relatives) who 
make up the 1512 Club Wind Ensemble. 
The ambition of this work (a catalogue 
item in the Swill Radio collection) is 
something to be admired. The 
Wheelhouse’ alone takes up the first two 
sides, an astonishing suite in eight parts 
which grows ever more enigmatic as it 
progresses. It’s a quiet hymn of doom, and 
although almost totally abstract, it can be 
read as an intensely critical examination of 
modern society. Amazingly, it achieves this 
radical politicisation without using a single 
song lyric, or (with two exceptions) 
writing a single explanatory track title. 

Each episode is linked by an eerily 
understated electronic synth solo by Scott 
or Karla; in between, there are effective 
electro-acoustic mixes, such as the Irish 
Harp with tapes and bass guitar on ‘Part 
2'. Factory-noise synths appear in the 
distance, adding faintly gloomy chugging 
rhythms. This music speaks of revolution, 
but does it in a quiet and scary way, 
without any of the pointless screaming 
and railing against the enemy. Anybody 
remember The Unacceptable Face of 
Freedom’ by Test Department? Or the 


intimidating music that increasingly 
passes into relatively peaceful and steady 
moments but there always seems to be a sense 
of unease and overshadowing doom. The 3rd 
track ‘From the Clutches’ is a particularly 
domineering piece that recalls Laibach without 
that band's gravelly vocals and its sometimes 


reminiscent of the drawings of the English 
outsider artist Madge Gill who used to claim that 
she drew under the guidance of a spirit-guide. 

JENNIFER HOR 
department@eisa.net.au 


solemn ranting records of The Redskins? 
Here’s an alternative way to do it: subtlety. Using 
stealth and intelligence to unmask the common 
foe. ‘Part 4' of The Wheelhouse is a particular 
triumph, depicting a slow dance of the dead 
(perchance a music for the doomed crowds of 
factory workers marching to their fate in Fritz 


campy approach. Towards the end, the music is 
quiet and insular; the last piece ‘Experimented 
With’ is short and fragmented, suggesting a mind 
that could be falling apart. (It would be 
interesting to find out if there's a correlation 
between repressive regimes and the general 
mental health of their populations.) 

Unfortunately, the CD seems to end all too 
quickly (it's short at under 30 minutes) with little 
resolution or unity of the ideas suggested by the 
music; it's as if our megalomaniac politician found 
out about this CD and ordered it cut so we only 
get 30 minutes instead of the 70+ minutes that 
could be expected of music that combines jazz 
and almost fascist-sounding orchestral / industrial 
music with a smidgen of death metal intensity 
(which seems to exhaust itself after the 3rd or 
4th track). 

The CD's artwork is suitably intense and 


Idea Fire Company 

The Fourth Dimension is 
Money 

USA SWILL RADIO 01 1 2 X VINYL LP 
(ND) 

Four sides of excellent instrumental music, on 
this ‘concept’ LP dedicated to the Situationist 
philosopher Guy Debord and his works. Time is 
Money, get it? The revolutionary spirit lives on, 
and it’s not just among some upstart youngsters 
taking to the streets in Seattle protesting against 
the spread of Starbucks Coffee Houses 
everywhere. How easy it is to jump on the 
‘branding’ bandwagon, for example, and shake a 
righteous fist at ubiquitous corporate brand 
names like McDonalds and Nike as examples of 


Lang’s Metropolis); added percussion parts are 
contributed by the Unit 1512 Drum Corps. 

There is a sarcastic use of sampled TV voices, 
ripped from their context and transformed 
through juxtaposition into vacuous ghosts; IFCO 
can even make that cliche work to their 
advantage. Like Guy Debord, I suppose Foust and 
Borecky want to reveal the inanities everywhere, 
make us aware of what is going on around us. 
Their music doesn’t communicate it directly, 
through the ham-fisted use of ‘messages’ - with 
the exception of the very last track, where they 
can’t resist reading a passage from Debord over 
the music. Their approach is to reveal and 
expose, through juxtaposition, strong ideas, and a 
clever alignment of many unexpected elements. 
‘Part 6' is one of the most unexpected chapters 
of The Wheelhouse’, a quiet segment featuring 
the Wind Ensemble blowing tuned bottles, with 
faint birdsong tapes in the background. An 
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unearthly episode of chilling beauty, which is 
reprised at the end of this meisterwerk. 

Further gems of skewed electronic music await 
the intrepid listener who discovers the remaining 
two sides to this set. ‘Hail Gone.. .Birds Now’ is a 
gorgeous Borecky synth solo, a two-chord trance 
piece which generates celestial harmonies and 
creates a poignant valediction. ‘Ether’ is pure 
IFCO genius, kind of a demented Klaus Schulze 
track with a slightly discordant edge to tilt the 
listener off-balance. Side four contains the truly 
far-out cuts. The Body Politic’ and ‘Zero for 
Rothlaub’ in particular are two of the most 
accomplished pieces of disjunctive jumbling I’ve 
heard for a long time.. .electronics, acoustic 
instruments and tapes all deployed with an insane 
anti-logic, to produce a genuinely perplexing 
effect. More work in this vein, please. 

As noted with The Pickle Factory LP, Scott 
Foust’s projects have achieved a uniquely 
unsettling sound that could not be mistaken for 
the work of anyone else. Here it is deployed to 
amplify many strong ideas about radical politics, 
as exemplified by the work of super-intellectual 
Situationist philosopher, Guy Debord. At the 
suggestion of the sleeve note here, I decided to 
buy a copy of Society of the Spectacle in the 
translation recommended by Foust; I ordered it 
online through amazon.co.uk, an irony whose 
implications did not escape me. Debord’s work 
turns out to be tough going, but a rewarding 
read; also (unsurprisingly) his world view is 
incredibly depressing. The prescience of the man 
was astounding - he was making his startling 
observations in the 1960s, but should have lived 
to see how badly things were going to turn out! 

ED PINSENT 24/02/2002 

PO Box 940 1 , North Amherst, MA 0 1 059-940 1 , 
USA 

Komar and Melamid and 
Dave Soldier 

The People's Choice: Music 
USA DIA CENTER FOR THE ARTS / 
MULATTA DIA002 / MUL002 CD 
(1997) 

What would popular music be like if, instead of 
musicians writing for themselves and hoping the 
public will buy their music or record label 
executives telling musicians and lyricists what 
they believe the public want and what the 
songwriters should write, the musos and execs 
actually asked the public by way of surveys and 
opinion polls what it really most wants to hear 
and based the music on the poll results? After 
conducting market research surveys in various 
countries in 1 994 on what people most want to 
see in paintings and interpreting the results to 
produce the Most Wanted and Least Wanted 
Paintings for each of the countries involved, the 
Russian Emigre artists Vitaly Komar and Alex 
Melamid extended this idea of ‘the people's art’ 
to popular music by joining forces with Dave 
Soldier to conduct a website-based opinion poll 
in 1 996 to find out what people most wanted to 
hear in pop music. About 500 people answered 
this poll; their answers were interpreted by 
Soldier and lyricist Nina Mankin into the Most 
Wanted and Most Unwanted Songs. The overall 
result is hilarious yet also thought-provoking not 
least because it raises questions about the nature 
of art and its relationship to people in a 


democratic / capitalist / consumption-driven 
society. 

The Most Wanted Song, incorporating everything 
the survey participants said they most wanted to 
hear in a pop song, is as you might expect a love 
song featuring guitar, piano, cello, saxophone, 
drums, clarinet and a few other instruments with 
low male and female singing in a 
middle-of-the-road rock / rhythm and blues style. 
The surprise is that the song is less smooth and 
sugary than might at first be expected, with a 
slightly dissonant chorus and even some edgy 
guitar (courtesy of Vernon Reid) with a hint of 
rawness plus some slightly queasy synthesiser. 
The lyrics are not too bad either; anyone who 
writes ‘Maybe she likes Wittgenstein / Fancy 
dinners drinking good red wine!’ deserves some 
kind of reward. I'd love to know how many 
copies this song would have sold had it been 
released as a single. 

The Most Unwanted Song, incorporating 
everything the survey participants least wanted 
to hear, is a glorious sprawling mess lasting 21 
minutes; a female opera singer sings in a rap style 
about being part of ‘the cowboy 'hood’ and 
roping, erm, cows, alternating with children 
cramming religion and public holidays into jingles 
for shopping at Wal-Mart while bagpipes, 
accordion, tuba, banjo and harp fight to dominate 
the music. If only it was that easy to reduce 
Christianity, Judaism and Islam to the level of an 
excuse to take the day off and go shopping. The 





funniest moment comes towards the end of the 
song where Mankin screams meaningless political 
slogans through a megaphone while the music 
and singing go schmaltzy with jaw-droppingly 
abject lyrics like ‘And when we all / Lock arms 
and sing / Then bells of freedom / Ring ding ding!’ 
Despite the CD's confident assertion that fewer 
than 200 people of the world's entire population 
will enjoy this song, there are so many 
mind-blowing and hilarious elements thrown 
together in the strangest and most inspired 
combinations that I rather think a considerable 
number of people would prefer this song to the 
other if this CD were better known. Horse 
opera hiphop - who'd have thought of it? (Pun 
alert here!) 

Some of you may worry that record label execs 
and their songwriting hacks are not so far off the 
mark after all in anticipating what the public most 
wants to hear in pop music though there is the 
counter-argument that what the public likes is 
shaped by what is already foisted on it - it's very 
much ‘which came first, the chicken or the egg?’ 
The fact that the Most Wanted Song includes 
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some unexpected jarring elements suggests that 
the Perfect Pop Song is as much about finding a 
balance or aiming for some kind of Golden 
Triangle moderation as it is about spoon-feeding 
the public. As for the Most Unwanted Song, I am 
reminded of the introduction to Leo Tolstoy's 
‘Anna Karenina’ about all happy families being 
alike but unhappy families being unhappy in their 
own way. Both songs are based on responses 
which were shaped to some extent by the 
questions asked and the choices if any offered to 
respondents and the website survey (not 
professionally conducted by the way) was limited 
to people familiar with the Internet. 

In the end, market research surveys and 
predicting what people want or don't want to 
hear in pop music turn out to be as much of an 
art form as is the writing of music that will appeal 
to most people and the day when the production 
of art and music may be handed over to 
statisticians, sociologists and songwriting 
computer programs (which surely can't do worse 
if not better than their human counterparts) still 
seems a fair way off. 

JENNIFER HOR 

Dia Center for the Arts, 542 West 22nd Street, 
New York, NY 1001 I , United States 
www.mulatta.org 

Para noise 

ISHQ 

USA ANCIENT RECORDS NO 
NUMBER CD (2001) 

I really wasn't looking forward to this one. The 
cover alone was enough to make me go out and 
buy shares in ICI, or purchase trainers (and I 
don't wear trainers) specifically made by third- 
world orphans paid I p a year for their efforts. 
Ancient Records - y'know, like as in ancient 
wisdom, dude. Mmmmmm peachy. Five white 
blokes on the cover in ethnic togs, proudly 
brandishing their bongos. Swirly lettering. The 
Ancient Ecstatic Brotherhood of a with a, like, 
mystic symbol. Quotes from Terrence fucking 
McKenna - the All New Timothy Leary who 
claims bad stuff in 20 1 2, as predicted in Mayan 
prophecy; except the actual source of this 
prophecy is kind of vague, and the maths is all 
wrong. Pictures of cute fuzzy-wuzzies on the 
cover, conveyors of the legacy of ancient spiritual 
wisdom. Oh. And the proud boast: 

'Our music represents a model for interaction 
between first and third world cultures. By 
extracting samples of original indigenous music 
and combining them with high powered, 
aggressive timbres and rhythms, we create a 
unique sound.' 

I mean, can you see why it makes me want to 
chunder? Great - all these wonderfully spiritually 
enlightened fuzzy-wuzzy cultures - stick 'em all in 
the pot, 'cos it's all the bleedin' same, innit? In 
what way does this differ from Fat Boy Slim or 
ethnic voices in car adverts? Doesn't it make you 
want to scream? 

And, here, as they say, is the rub. 

Once you get past the amorphous slush 
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cluttering up the cover; once you've been 
released from the prison sentence 
incurred by a killing spree induced 
directly by the press release - 
unfortunately, this is actually a damn fine 
disc. I am experiencing physical pain as I 
write this. Musically it's somewhere 
between early Genesis and Jethro Tull 
when they were good, with the melodic 
excitement of Iron Maiden, but with a 
load of ethnic stuff thrown in: voices, 
percussion, and a fair bit of 
instrumentation borrowed from people 
without television sets or mobile phones 
the world over. Imagine the music I've 
just described, and then imagine that not 
only does it not stink, but in fact, it's 
fucking brilliant. It positively leaps out of 
the stereo at you in a big polytonal rush 
of feeling. 

The thing is, leaving aside nebulous 
Terrence McKenna drivel, I actually agree 
wholeheartedly with the concerns 
expressed on this album which, as you 
might guess, are of an ecological nature. 

And the topics that Paranoise cover, are 
important ones which should reach a 
wide audience. Certainly the questions 
raised here have a bit more urgency than 
'why does it always rain on me?' So why 
oh why oh why oh why oh why, do they 
have to dress it up in this faintly- 
patronising ethno-tosh. It might secure a 
few sales amongst the terminally 
bewildered new-age community, but 
surely that's just preaching to the converted. I'm 
not suggesting Paranoise go for a Reservoir Dogs 
angle, but surely they could promote themselves 
in a way that's at least a little less cliched, and a 
little more devoid of Terrence McKenna? 

Perhaps there might even be a way of reaching 
some of the people who wouldn't normally touch 
this with yours, and might not only enjoy this, but 
even learn something from it. Isn't it depressing 
how the power of simple aesthetics can have 
such a strong influence? 

This is a seriously great album, and it has been 
for me, a very humbling experience. 

WAR ARROW 

555 Asylum Avenue, Studip 402, Hartford, 
Connecticut 06 1 05, USA 
jmatus@paranoise.com 
www.paranoise.com 

The Pickle Factory 

Our Pledge 

USA SWILL RADIO 01 2 VINYL LP ND 

Another Swill Radio band, this one comprising 
Scott Foust and Karla Borecky, joined by Mike 
Popovich on bass guitar and percussion. An 
extremely appealing record of studio 
instrumentals recorded in 1995 - if you’re stuck 
about finding a way into Swill Radio releases, this 
catalogue item should be an excellent place to 
start. All-instrumental, unless you include the 
found voice tapes on side two and Karla 
Borecky’s wordless singing. There are great 
tunes here - almost like some slow, minimal, 
indie-pop songs, from a forgotten (and short- 
lived) time when young English bands were trying 
single-handedly to reclaim pop music as a vehicle 
for personal, intimate expressions of thought and 
sentiment. At least one track here, the intriguing 


‘Cloud Brochure’, reminds me very much of a 
Young Marble Giants instrumental. The Pickle 
Factory use melodic keyboards built onto the 
skeleton of Popovich’s bass guitar riffs, with 
sparing use of chilling synth tones to add that 
disturbing edge. 

All the music is composed, performed and 
assembled with exceptional skill and deliberation; 
there isn’t a wasted note in over 40 minutes of 
music, resulting in ten tracks of distilled 
excellence. The band are lean, spare and effective 
as a sharpened steel bayonet. The performances 
are focussed, the music is intelligent, and the 
record is edited, assembled and sequenced to 
maximum effect. All the tracks are good, but 
‘Flotilla’ is exceptionally lucid - almost a Popol 
Vuh LP in miniature, with the voice of Borecky 
taking the place of a Florian Fricke choir of 
singers, over a gorgeous 2-chord keyboard 
drone. Foust, as ever, adds a tiny edge of electric 
crackling menace in the background. ‘Airship’ is 
another personal favourite, starting out as a 
semi-friendly, jaunty tune over a samba-like 
beatbox rhythm; but it soon acquires high- 
register electronic tones at the top which suggest 
that this airship, a black Zeppelin cruising 
through an alien purple sky at night, is on some 
unpleasant secret mission. Like much of the 
music here, it creeps under your skin and leaves 
something behind which cannot be dislodged. 

The more I hear of their work, I begin to realise 
Foust and his team have achieved a unique sound 
- slightly muffled, distant and wobbly keyboard 
effects that they have made their own, so each LP 
contains something immediately recognisable as 
their distinctive voice. Our Pledge is one of Swill 
Radio’s very best, an LP that triggers mixed 
emotions, feelings that are hard to fathom. Best 
thing to do is to listen to the entire record and 
allow yourself to experience these things, run 
yourself through the ambiguous emotional 


gauntlet. Painful feelings are here - nostalgia, 
longing, regret, but you can also find 
compassion for the broken heart. Mostly, 
this is music that probes into unknown 
zones of feeling. If you too wish to delve into 
these zones of the human psyche, I know of 
no better way than to begin your 
explorations with this record. 

ED PINSENT 24/02/2002 

PO Box 940 1 , North Amherst, MA 
01059-9401, USA 

The Silver Mount Zion 
Orchestra and Tra-La-La 
Band 

Born Into Trouble As The 
Sparks Fly Upward 
CANADA CONSTELLATION 
RECORDS CST01 8 CD (2001 ) 

The Silver Mount Zion project moves closer 
to its mother ship Godspeed You Black 
Emperor! in both subject matter and music 
which is expansive and often stunning 
compared to the project's debut CD. 
Plaintive piano-violin duetting sees in the 
central theme of a small unnamed 
community, perhaps representing humanity 
as a whole, stumbling into the 2 1 st century 
and the New World Order where 
supposedly liberal democracies, particularly 
the English-speaking ones, are assuming an 
increasingly authoritarian and repressive nature, 
and corporations now wield more power and 
influence than governments to the extent where 
they can force governments to serve their 
interests and not those of the people who 
elected the governments originally. Freedoms and 
rights are stifled and the Earth's resources and 
wealth fall increasingly into the control of a 
greedy, wealthy few. Oh, brave new world, that 
has such people in it! 

Operating on the premise ‘It's gonna get a lot 
worse before it gets better’, the music starts to 
descend and keeps on descending into wider and 
deeper abysses of despair, confusion and 
hopelessness as our community muddles from 
one stuff-up to the next. A young girl attempts to 
rally the people to look upward with a faith that 
can move mountains and for a time the music 
coasts along hopefully. But failure upon failure 
whittles away hope and the State through its 
agents, institutions and allies encroach ever more 
upon the people; the people start to argue, to 
fight, they withdraw into themselves and become 
vulnerable and the police swoop in upon them 
with all the courtesy of a SWAT team on a drugs 
raid, guns ablaze and bullets splattering 
everywhere. The singing is often terrible though 
Efrim (I assume that Efrim's doing the vocal 
honours again) manages to convey the requisite 
distress and pain in his alley-cat caterwauling. 

The nadir is plumbed in ‘Tho You Are Gone I 
Still Often Walk W/You’ with a piano-viola tango 
full of anguish and desolation. The frequent 
pauses between which the instruments slow 
down and speed up serve to heighten the 
extreme emotions. The production here is 
minimal with no annoying echoes or chilliness - 
the music speaks for itself. This section is the 
highlight of the CD; the musicians are fully 
confident in their ability to convey emotion 
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without resorting to technical instrumental 
heroics and their total belief in the music as 
message has never been laid so bare. From here 
on, in ‘C'mon Come on (Loose An Endless 
Longing)’, guitars and percussion document the 
slow and difficult growth of a resolve that never 
existed before in our community because it 
required ultimate sacrifices to be made before it 
could grow. (At this point, the music reminds me 
a little of Swans during their Great Annihilator / 
Soundtracks for the Blind phase before they 
broke up.) Bloodied, betrayed perhaps, struggling 
against State violence and repression, inhuman 
bureaucracy, propaganda and corporate rapacity, 
the people vow to continue their struggle and to 
survive; there may be no light at the end of the 
tunnel but the community asserts its dignity and 
strength. At this point, we could have done 
without the singing so the music could speak for 
itself and for all those who believe in the capacity 
of the human psyche to revive and regenerate 
itself; in particular, the girl giving her speech, 
which she sings like a nursery rhyme, resorts to 
tired ‘storming the barricades’ expressions and 
when she asks, ‘How will it feel?’, one feels more 
like punching her nose in rather than giving the 
required expressions of rejoicing. 

The vocal bits aside, the music is excellent and 
certainly far superior than the limp offerings of its 
predecessor when the Silver Mount Zion project 
was just three people. Now it has six core 
members with various helpers musical and 
non-musical. In case you don't understand my 
warblings above, the CD comes with a sheet ‘On 
the Failure of One Small Community ...’ which 
explains in more lucid language more or less 
what's happening, topped with a picture of a 
huge rock which might have once held the 
famous Masada fortress in Israel where 2000 
years ago a small Jewish community held out 
against the oncoming Roman armies - but for the 
sake of this CD, I better not tell you what 
happened to that community!!! 

JENNIFER HOR 

The first Silver Mt Zion album was dismissed by 
many as nothing more than godspeed you black 
emperor! out-takes - piano, violin, found-sound 
and not a lot else - just morose dirges inspired by 
the death of a dog. 

I thought it was great but I knew any kind of a 
follow-up would have to expand on that 
admittedly limited palette. This time the 
band have been augmented with drums 
and guitars - y’know, proper 
instruments - and have approached 
this collection of songs as more than 
just a one-off side project - they mean 
business. Efrim has even gone to the 
trouble of writing some lyrics this time 
but still insists on delivering them in his 
creaking Neil Young whimper of a 
voice. Somehow, what should be nails- 
down-the-blackboard annoying actually 
suits the tone of the whole project, one 
based wholly on ‘hope’ and the desired 
overthrow of the unspecified powers of 
Darkness. With a band name like that 
and the stance they take I think what 
saves the whole affair from becoming 
ripe for a post-Spinal Tap spoof is the 
way in which all concerned seem to be 
playing with real conviction and a sense 
of purpose - rare commodities in these 
vacuous times. The production is 
several steps up on the usual ‘this will 
do’ approach and clearly involved 


switching everything up to II ‘cos when they’re 
at full tilt it comes out of my speakers like a 
Harrier jump jet taking off. Yes, the piano’s and 
the drones are still there but so is a wall-of- 
thunder guitar sound that I last heard the likes of 
from Kevin Shields. On ‘C’mon Come On (Loose 
an Endless Longing)’ the sound is awesome, a 
leviathan rising from the depths, an unstoppable 
melody roaring alongside what sounds like a 
thousand-strong steel drum rhythm section, 
ascending ever higher until it has no choice but 
to fade out into nothing. 

The track titles are as pretentious as ever (for 
example, The Triumph of our Tired Eyes’ for 
fuck’s sake), the politics are as Sixth Form as ever 
(‘Jericho is waiting to fall’ - no, it clearly isn’t I’m 
afraid) but somehow the emotions behind this 
music come through unsullied and you can’t help 
but respond to what the band are trying to 
communicate, even though I know deep down in 
the pit of my little black heart that it’s all 
bollocks. This is art borne of pain and frustration: 
communities bulldozed for strip malls, Korporate 
Kulture uber alles and the incessant jackboot 
stomp of 24 hour Infotainment - it’s something 
we see everyday and can’t avoid the snarling 
tentacles of and it’s that shared sense of 
disillusionment with the crap hand we’ve been 
dealt that makes this music so powerful and their 
performance so convincing. 

At the very end, a girl’s voice pipes in, singing 
nursery rhyme style: “When we finally cross the 
barricades with the angels on our sides, when we 
finally destroy all the popular lies and let doubt 

and worry die how will it feel?” Maybe the 

dog-on-a-string hippies are waking up to the 
reality of their wishes? If there really HAD been a 
‘Battle of Seattle’, and if the window smashers 
and brick chuckers had ‘won’, what would they 
have done next? And would Silver Mt.Zion be 
their soundtrack to victory or, as I suspect, 
would it have been the empowering sound of 
Blink 1 82? I think we already know the answer. 

This is a good album though, and you should buy 
it. Just spare me the Revolution. 

RIK RAWLING 08/01/2002 

www.cstrecords.com 


This Heat 

Deceit 

UNITED KINGDOM THESE 
RECORDS THIS 2 CD (2001) 

The second reissue I think of this ‘classic’ record, 
and part of These Records’ ongoing plan to 
ensure the entire catalogue of This Heat remains 
in print. I recall first buying it in 1 982 at art 
college, still under the influence of my ‘radical’ 
friends who had played me the first LP during the 
very hot summer of 1981. ‘Makes it impossible to 
do anything, this heat,’ I muttered as we lounged 
in the living room. Word association gave PW the 
idea to play me the first LP; I recall to this day 
feeling literally ‘buoyed up’ by the unusual sound 
of the record, like a piece of driftwood in the 
ocean, especially during the long ‘floaty’ tracks 
with lots of Gareth Williams organ. PW beguiled 
me with his tale of seeing This Heat live: the PA 
had malfunctioned, or a part of the equipment 
had broken down, but even so the band 
retrieved the situation and managed to deliver a 
loud and powerful set. 

I was hooked. I purchased, and loved, the follow- 
up LP, unaware that the band was in terminal 
meltdown by this point and about ready to split 
up. In any case PW and his girlfriend had 
apparently moved on somewhere else, and 
judged Deceit as being only ‘all right’. To this day, 
my naive enthusiasm is often greeted with a ‘cool’ 
response by many. Perhaps the political messages 
of the record were not quite ‘radical’ enough for 
them - after all, it was issued by Rough Trade 
records, which to PW and co was probably the 
equivalent of ‘selling out’ to a major corporation, 
and a token of creeping ideological impurity. At 
that age (I was 2 1 or 22), I guess we’re all 
Socialists. Unaware that most music was about to 
take a swing back to bland, easy-listening pop and 
soul-influenced blather, I somehow thought an LP 
like Deceit was only the beginning of a process, 
and we could look forward to the dawn of a new 
‘enlightened’ age. What a sap! 

Over the years of constant listening, I came to 
regard Deceit as an avant-gardish ‘concept’ LP, 
because it was focussed around the ‘theme’ of 
nuclear war, and touched upon some of the 
attendant evils that allowed nuclear war to 
become possible in the first place. Unchecked 
capitalism (obviously); the breakdown of 

communication between human beings, 
leading to the breakdown of political 
and international communication; the 
increase in Governmental secrecy, and 
development of subtle propaganda in 
covering up their activities (hence the 
title); but mostly our own stupid 
complaisance and wretched apathy 
when faced with this completely 
unacceptable situation. The very 
opening seconds of the record reveal 
the central nightmare; ‘you are now in a 
deep sleep,’ intones the voice of 
authority, Charles Hayward parodying 
the voice of the enemy. The subtext, of 
course, is This Heat exhorting us to 
awake from our stupor, and take 
account of what’s going on around us. 

By the start of side two, the urgency has 
reached the point where we can’t 
ignore it. ‘You Lie, You Lie, You Lie’, is 
the frightening chant of ‘Shrink Wrap’. 
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The lies of Government are now indistinguishable 
from consumer goods lined up in a supermarket. 
Deceit comes wrapped in ‘mobilised cellophane’. 

There’s even a story-structure to the record; a 
nuclear attack occurs on only the second track 
(the full-on raging attack of ‘Paper Hats’), and the 
LP ends with a horrific survey of the effects of 
radiation sickness (‘Suffer Bomb Disease’). In 
between, we get the story of how nuclear war 
came about; all the above evils and more are 
faced head-on by our musician heroes, with 
unblinking clarity. ‘We are all Romans, and we 
know all about straight roads’, roars Hayward on 
‘SPQR’; this anti-capitalist anthem is about the 
most concise summary of Thatcherite Britain 
committed to record, depicting its heartlessness 
and unstoppable progress in a series of images, 
laying bare the monstrous and logical 
ruthlessness of the war machine. The American 
brand of free-market capitalism likewise comes 
under attack on ‘Independence’, with its sarcastic 
satire of the Pledge of Allegiance. Inevitably, the 
metaphor of Nazism is used too - Triumph of 
the Will’ takes its name from the Third Reich 
semi-documentary movie by Leni Riefenstahl. 
Mocking kazoos carry the melody for this grim 
and chilling march across the desolate, post- 
Holocaust wasteland. 

The set-piece on side two of the original LP is 
‘Makeshift Swahili’, another superb This Heat 
song which springs mainly from Hayward’s 
personal sense of alienation; not inappropriately 
for a song about the utter impossibility of 
communication between humans, it follows 
directly from ‘Radio Prague’, a 
shortwave radio track where the 
voices are muffled, treated and 
inaudible. (Disinformation could 
have built his entire career from 
this one track). ‘Swahili’ stitches 
together a studio version and a 
live version, clashing two 
competing sets of voices 
together, turning the song into a 
Frankenstein two-headed 
monster whose heads argue and 
shout at each other. Yet another 
horrific image in the LP’s 
catalogue of gloom. The 
penultimate cut ‘A new kind of 
water’, sung by Bullen, takes a 
hard look at the facts of civil 
defence and asks us all how we 
intend to survive as a race in this 
new world, ravaged by nuclear 
winter. ‘Let’s hope we’ve got 
men on the job,’ is the best 
message we can reassure 
ourselves with. Sheep-like, let’s 
leave the responsibility for our 
lives up to someone else; how 
perfectly British. 

Speaking of bleak images, there’s 
the ‘mask’ cover art which is 
worthy of mention. Here 
restored to its full power simply 
by dropping the title lettering, 
the mask was created by Gareth 
Williams simply by wrapping 
himself in the liner cover art and 
putting slide projections of the 
same images over his screaming 
face. The collage was created by 
Laurie-Rae Chamberlain, the 
xerox artist, out of none-too- 
subtle images of a mushroom 


cloud, an American flag, rifles, Ronald and Nancy 
Reagan, and fragments of military literature 
showing deployment of nuclear weapons and civil 
defence instructions. 

It’s worth looking at Deceit in the context of 
another similar record also released in 1981 - 
The World as it is Today, the third LP by The 
Art Bears - led by out-and-out Socialist Chris 
Cutler, who drummed and wrote the songs for 
it, with the great Dagmar Krause singing and the 
equally great Fred Frith playing all the 
instruments. Like Deceit, this LP was‘trying to tell 


us something’ - the sleeve bears an image of the 
Statue of Liberty with a lurid nuclear explosion 
behind it. Like Deceit, the lyrics contain brilliant, 
concise critiques of capitalism, and make valiant 
attempts to rouse the listener towards taking 
direct action. Take a track like ‘Albion, Awake!’ - 
those very words stir your socialist spirit, and 
even if the track wound up an instrumental, it 
originally had very strong lyrics. Indeed, the cry to 
‘Awake’ is almost an answer in song to This 
Heat’s ‘Sleep’. While I still love this record, 
there’s no denying it seems very dated now. I 
suppose Cutler was trying for something 
timeless, like William Blake, but his lyrics and 
images are a bit too Romantic-Symbolist to carry 
much meaning now - it’s all become rather 
obscure. 

At this time the core trio of This Heat were still 
Charles Bullen (guitar, voice etc), Charles 
Hayward (drums, voice etc) and Gareth Williams 
(voice, bass and keyboards), though 
supplemented by two collaborators who were a 
part of the stage act and whose work crossed 
over into the studio. These were Martin 
Frederick, the man behind the mixing desk; and 
Peter Bullen (brother of Charles), who operated 
tapes in the live situation. (In fact, I think the 
royalties were split five ways for the Rough Trade 
deal.) Deceit contains some of the best music 
This Heat ever performed, or constructed. The 
use of tape fragments and tape manipulation by 
this point has become incredibly sophisticated, 
creating brilliant and original rhythms many years 
before the ‘breakbeat’ brats would get their 

hands on the same technique. The 
tape collage fragments at the start 
of the LP are so good they reprised 
them for the start of side 2, only 
with a different ‘punchline’. ‘Paper 
Hats’ is for this listener one of the 
most powerful recordings on vinyl - 
‘dynamic’ doesn’t even begin to 
sum up the quicksilver changes of 
this violent, angry song. A 
stupendous Charles Bullen guitar 
riff cuts against the lyric, there’s the 
never-bettered drum battering 
from Hayward, there’s the eerie 
massed chanting-voices, and the 
heart-stopping moment when the 
whole song lifts off into a gigantic 
explosion. At the end we hear a 
cruder and simpler version of the 
main ‘riff, with a different drum 
rhythm behind it - perhaps an early 
studio improvisation that the song 
was originally built from. 

I could go on. ..the best thing is to 
hear this for yourself. If you don’t 
already own Deceit, now is the 
perfect time to buy it and hear it, 
on this superb remastered copy. 
Unlike other ripoff CD reissues, 
this edition offers no useless 
‘bonus cuts’ or outtakes to 
sweeten the deal. If you’ve never 
heard a This Heat record at all, 
then you’re in for a wonderful 
discovery. 

ED PINSENT 

I 1 2 Brook Drive, London SE I I 
4TQ, UK 

www.theserecords.com 
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Crass 

Reality Asylum 

UNITED KINGDOM CRASS RECORDS 

AN.OK?521 984 7" SINGLE (1 979) 

It may seem strange devoting and entire (and 
quite long) article to one side of a 7" single, not 
least one released nearly a quarter of a century 
ago, but ‘Reality Asylum’ by the anarchist punk 
band Crass [I] more than justifies this treatment, 
because I'd defy anyone to listen to it and not 
concede that it is one of the most incredible 
recordings ever made. Even today this record can 
and does do that which almost no art does ever, 
which is to change people's lives forever, 
immediately they experience it for the first time. 
‘Reality Asylum’ absolutely wipes the floor with 
all known contemporary sound art, and is the still 
the single work of art that even the most 
doggedly ‘challenging’ of fine-art culture's fatuous 
Saatchi-sucking provocateurs cannot ever come 
to terms with, because it is what they can never 
produce - a cultural intervention entirely in a 
class of its own, a work so prescient that it could 
never do anything but completely isolate its 
authors from anything resembling the cultural 
mainstream. 

If Bessy Smith's ‘Gimme a Pigfoot’ was the 
‘Straight Outta Compton’ of 1 933 (‘check all your 
razors and your guns, we're gonna shim sham 
shilly till the morning comes’) then Paul 
Robeson's ‘Songs of Free Men’ was the 1 940s 
equivalent of Public Enemy's awesome ‘Black 
Steel in the Hour of Chaos’. Many might prefer 
to forget that Robeson was not only a passionate 
civil rights activist, but that in 1 938 he performed 
benefit concerts (with Welsh miners' male-voice 
choirs) to raise funds for the International 
Brigades and Spanish anarchist CNT trade-union, 
and that he was close friends and spoke in public 
with the notorious Emma Goldman. ‘Songs of 
Free Men’ carried (what I understand was) the 
first custom illustrated picture sleeve, and with it 
a message that industrial music's emotionally 
retarded, intellectually braindead Satanic/Fascist 
lunatic fringe proves is still highly relevant today. 
Although it goes without saying that those who 
argue that politics has no place in art or music 
make what are among the most political 
statements of all, the first EVER record picture 
sleeve depicts a black fist plunging a dagger into 
the body of a writhing Nazi snake [2], and the 
strength of Robeson's political legacy still 


electrifies music even today. ‘Reality 
Asylum’ stands alongside Robeson's ‘Free 
Men’, Stiff Little Fingers ‘Suspect Device’, 
Public Enemy's ‘Show 'Em Watcha Got’, 
‘Black Steel...’, ‘If You Tolerate This...’ by 
The Manic Street Preachers, and overt 
Robeson tributes like ‘Let My People Go’ 
by Diamanda Galas and Richie Havens' 
incredible performance at Woodstock as 
one of the most powerful pieces of 
political music ever recorded. 

I have little doubt that ex-Crass members 
are well aware of the similarities between 
the most positive aspects of Christian 
idealism and the moral sensibility that 
underlies ‘their’ form of anarchism, or that 
they might have preferred the (gentler, 
more poetic) Acts of Love LP to have 
been their most enduring artistic legacy, 
but the truth is that punk was (and is) 
most effective as a conduit for NEGATIVE 
energy. It would therefore be unfair (not to 
mention insensitive) to publish this article 
without including a word of warning to anyone 
tempted to check out its subject for themselves - 
it would be an understatement to describe the 
lyrics of ‘Reality Asylum’ as fantastically offensive 
to Christianity. It would be easy enough to 
dismiss ‘Reality Asylum’ as an exercise in 
mindless obscenity. However, the fact that the 
misogynistic theology that allowed Pauline 
Christianity to (literally and metaphorically) fuck 
women over in their billions has (for instance) 
now been traced back to Biblical mistranslations 
revealed by long-suppressed extracts from the 
Dead Sea scrolls vindicates much of this record's 
most shocking imagery, as does (more 
importantly) the continuing practical realisation of 
that theology (for instance the increasing and 
vicious stranglehold exercised by Catholicism on 
contemporary Irish sexual politics). Given the 
present controversy about the possible 
canonisation of (Friedrich Jiirgenson's mate) Pope 
Pius XII (who may well be made a ‘Saint’ for not 
only choosing NOT to use the might of the 
Vatican to help protect Gypsies, Jews etc from 
murder by Nazis, but also for helping their 
fucking killers to fucking escape to and wreak 
havoc in South America as well) one could be 
forgiven for thinking that the Vatican's current 
policy towards contraception might even be 
deliberately designed to sacrifice Africans to Aids 
on a scale that makes Nazism look tame by 
comparison? I am certainly NOT naive 
about the immense shortcomings of 
anarchist punk as a vehicle for achieving 
anything of substance in the long-term, 
or about the fact that many forms of 
church infrastructure offer far more 
opportunities for people of genuine 
goodwill to do real good than anarchism 
probably ever will, but in context of the 
impact that the worst Christian politics 
have on modern society, the venomous, 
stunning obscenity of ‘Reality Asylum’ 
seems understandable and rational in 
the circumstances. 

So, what does ‘Reality Asylum’ actually 
sound like? Well, go out and buy it 
because nothing I could tell you would 
do it justice... rest assured it is NOT 
genre punk rock. The 7" is almost 
impossible to get hold of. The best 
version available now is published on 
the Crass CD Best Before 1 984 


alongside classics like ‘Big A Little A’ and ‘Rival 
Tribal Rebel Revel’ and utter donkeys like ‘Smash 
The Mac’. Suffice to say that I now realise that 
drummer Penny Rimbaud's performance on 
‘radio’ and ‘tape’ had a massive influence on 
Disinformation (particularly ‘Theophany’), but the 
most obvious effects it had were on the Obscene 
Publications Squad and on the sound collages of 
Nightmare Culture era Current 93. The true 
breadth of influence Crass had is hard to 
demonstrate, because that effect was only 
incidentally on art or music, and overwhelmingly 
on individuals and society. 

I'm not the first person to point out that Crass 
records sold by their tens (sometimes hundreds) 
of thousands, and the CD reissues sell worldwide 
in quantities that make today's sound artists (yup, 
me too) look VERY ineffectual by comparison. 
Although steps have been taken to tick Crass off 
the list of fashionable rediscoveries of vintage 
experimental music, this record proves more 
than any other the fallacy of consigning Crass to 
the status of a historical curio and relic of early 
80s counter-culture. The truth is that a good deal 
of what Crass said is MORE relevant now than it 
was twenty years ago. Crass were immensely 
more influential than many of their 
contemporaries who are now better known, not 
only because of their huge record sales and the 
real impact their ideas had on peoples' lives, but 
because the messages they conveyed still make 
many people very uncomfortable. Crass certainly 
produced their fair share of rubbish in their time, 
but ‘Reality Asylum’ was the best work by what 
was still one of the most important artistic 
projects conceived in 20th century Europe, and is 
easily on a par with much of the work to emerge 
from movements like Dada, Existentialism and 
Surrealism. Its recognition as such is historically 
inevitable, but in view of the fact that most 
commentators are still in deep (self-interested) 
denial about the history of the period when 
Crass saw their heyday, this recognition is 
unlikely to take place for quite some time. 

JOE BANKS 03/2002 

[1] The band's name came from a David Bowie 
lyric - ‘the kids were just Crass’ 

[2] See the superb Robeson exhibit in London's 
(free) Theatre Museum in Covent Garden 
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We Put in a Fancy 

Blender 


Aeron 

Aeron Bergman is American, Alejandra 
Salinas is Spanish - they’re both musicians 
and fine artists. They got married in New 
York in 1997 and moved to Logrono in Spain. 
From here they operate the Lucky Kitchen 
record label, to release their own work and 
that of simpatico musicians and composers. 
They describe what they do as ‘electronic folk 
music’. 

The Lucky Kitchen label was only ‘noticed’ by 
The Sound Projector last year, where in issue 
nine I was impressed mightily by the 
obliqueness and subtlety of I Love Fantasy - a 
superior compilation CD of great music 
including cuts from Aerospace Soundwise, 
Evol, and Sachiko Matsubara. The package 
evangelised the need for imagination and 
fantasy in society, giving the message an 
extra kick by gentle tweaking of narrative 
elements in titles and texts, all enhancing the 
creators’ intentions. ‘Few writers looked past the obvious clues in the I love fantasy project to see the possible 
connections set up,’ reports Aeron by email. ‘At the beginning we felt we were actually too blunt with its description, but 
we decided to keep it because we didn’t want people skipping over it without some hints. As it turned out, most writers 
not only skipped over the CD, they also commented that our "hints" were confusing.’ 

That same issue saw a review of their field recordings of modern urban folk music in the Rioja region of Spain, which I dismissed rather 
carelessly, only to receive a friendly note correcting my misunderstandings. I hate to get into the business of publishing letters to this 
magazine, an activity which I consider to be absolutely pointless, but many good points were raised - so I have made an exception. 

CORRIGENDA 

A&A We would have to debate you a bit on your analysis of the La Rioja project. Since the people we recorded were actually of all professions 
and status (from farmers to wine makers, teachers, and even real estate developers, and a politician), using the word ‘peasant’ is not particularly 
accurate to the situation. But at the same time, this mistake is exactly what we knew would happen: because everyone has a mountain of images 
and ideas about places such as ‘Spain’, both accurate and inaccurate. Our audio-only ‘document’ suggests to each person to put their own images 
overtop of the ‘reality’ of the actual to create a strange new half real, half not image. 

The other point we agree with you on is one we would like to twist a little — you say they didn’t have passion, and they sounded like office 
workers. We would say, they didn’t have Showmanship, but passion they did not lack, and office workers is EXACTLY what they were... (everyday 
folks) Perhaps it would be different if you spoke Spanish, because quite a few people were on the verge of tears when they are singing, out of 
pride, sadness, and vitality. But due to a combination of stubborn pride, and or, local modesty, they will not bust into uncontrolled passion. There 
is an underlying tension in each and every song.. .the difference between self control, the surface tension that results, and the obvious emotions 
that come out anyway, in a manner that is at once human, and from the La Rioja region specifically. This was the point the booklet made about the 
difference between Flamenco from the south and the Jotas from the north. The Flamenco singers pimp themselves out, so to speak, with their 
showmanship, whereas these Riojans, with all their fragility and suppressed passion, only manage to whisper their emotions. This music is for them, 
the Riojans, and not for the outsider really. This puts the listener in a difficult position, that of being not particularly welcome. It makes you sweat 
just looking at it, and in the end, it is a whole different way of communication, both words, and body motions and intensity. These are the same 
people who keep their heads down all year to work, and then on one day during the summer drink all night and run with bulls down their street 
to get their suppression out. 


Alejandra & 
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The exchange sent me scurrying back to an earlier release, Notebook on 
Cities and Clothes on the Belgian AUDIOVIEW label, which had been 
filed away in a box... we find there further evidence of their mission to 
gather in, and reclaim, all sorts of human noise-making activity as a 
species of folk music. Any vocal activity, in any context, stands a chance 
- including street parties, or cheering football fans. The most impressive 
example is teenage girls singing upstairs on the number 12 bus as it 
trundles along Camberwell Church Street. Joyous. Below, the artists 
respond in some detail as to what constitutes electronic folk music. It’s 
one of the more interesting and fruitful exchanges I’ve had on this 
(sometimes touchy and contentious) subject. 

Since then we have received several notable Lucky Kitchen releases in 
the Sparkling Composer series - reviewed this ish - and these are all 
nicely packaged in plain card wraps with minimal decoration. One of 
them has a small jigsaw-puzzle inserted. Some of the music and 
environmental recordings in this series reflect Aeron’s interests in the 
same area, for example his wonderful The Shed Record ; and a generally 
imaginative approach to exploring the world around us, through sound. These releases are also evidence of A&A’s visual flair and knack 
for simple graphic solutions, and convey a real warmth and personal feeling that is absent from 99% of everything in today’s ‘ho-hum’ 
culture, as they accurately describe it. Now read on. 



Interview took place by 
email November 2001 

EP What did you do in the art gallery in Scotland? 

A&A We made a show based on several viewpoints on landscape. Diskono 
invited us over to the Changing Room in Stirling and got a grant for the 
show from the Scottish Arts Council. Together we have been lifting tons of 
dirt, turf, benches, pebbles, speaking with a horticulturalist, and eating thick 
bowls of stew with pints of Murphys. 

I. a Spanish Belen in the window. This is a traditional miniature landscape 
made in Spain during the holiday season based on the scenes of Christ. They 
are gorgeous little bits of pure joy and clever wittiness. We made our 
miniature scene minus the religious imagery because we feel personal 
religious beliefs are inherent in landscape, and therefore redundant. 2. Full 
scale garden. We made an English style garden in Scotland with dirt, peat 
moss, turf, cobbles, over 100 varieties of fauna, garden benches, and ivy 
arches, all arranged carefully inside the gallery. On the benches we placed 4 
handmade books based on seeds, or Scottish monster legends. Within the 
garden beds are hidden speakers with the slight sounds of hidden monsters, 
and quiet rainfall. 3. Braveheart, landscape only. We filmed the landscape 
bits from the film, (making sure none of the actors appeared), and edited it 
carefully together. It looks like a cross between a home video of a Scottish 
vacation and Hollywood paradise. 

On opening night, along with Spanish wine, we had an accordion player 
playing quietly on one of the benches. He was great actually, he knows 
hundreds of jigs and reels, and was so shy and timid, but just rocked out. 

EP Have you done art installations before? Is an art gallery a good place to 
experience your work? 

A&A We both studied fine art at school, so yes we make visual art. We 
have made a few large scale installations and are planning to show in other 
places. We made an installation in the bell tower of a contemporary art 
museum in Mexico City this past summer. It was difficult but very fulfilling for 
us personally. A gallery is as good a place as any other, depending of course 
if the work is successful. It is a very exciting place for us because we can 
deal with the unique environment that touches people directly in small 
numbers, rather than the multiple which goes out into the world to 
unknown corners. But we wouldn't give CDs up for anything. With CDs 
we can be completely independent and with a very little budget we can get 
our work out to a lot of people all over the world, who, in exchange of only 
a few pounds, can have our work in their living room. Galleries are a good 
complement for our work, spaces that you can wonder about... 

EP I’m interested that you describe what you do as electronic folk 
music.. .the recordings made in Rioja, you have now persuaded me, are good 
examples of modern and living folk music. And I’m sure that eavesdropping 
on a girl singing on the 1 2 bus is also folk music. 

Without wishing to open up a major debate about whether folk music is still 
alive - clearly you’re not the sort of devoted preservationists we find in the 
UK, for example, who have frozen folk music at a certain point and will not 



allow its development. Further, they will only allow performances that fit 
their version of what traditional folk music is. Quite often, this idea of 
tradition appears to be misguided. 

A&A Here we attempt a brief history of folk: : ) 

Folk Music is valid when it speaks to people, it speaks about the social, every 
day reality of the people who share this folk tradition. Folk music is changing 
all the time, it is always changing. In Spain for example there are songs with 
roots from the 15th century Iberian Christian-Muslim wars that later 
changed during the Spanish Civil War because that was what they were 
worried about then. Also, fortunately, many of these songs changed because 
they figured out how racist they were. They changed because of shame or 
because they wanted to show they were not like that anymore. Songs and 
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tunes are travel from region to region, the words are changed and they 
become their own. Also, celts brought music via their travels to Galicia in 
northern Spain, (and later Ireland and the UK and Britanny, thus connecting 
several distant cultures), which soon influenced folk music played further 
inland in La Rioja. 

From this point we have the contemporary condition brought about by 
electronics and world culture. Of course now the ‘real’ folk music of Spain 
is the passive listening encouraged by radio and MTV in the background of 
every photocopy shop and factory in EU Spain. The kids know the new 
Madonna songs, and even if they don’t know what the lyrics mean, they can 
lip sync to them. We have not developed our thoughts on this just now, but 
we have a bad feeling in general, to say the least. 

Folk and story telling changes from person to person, from region to region, 
from city to city from year to year, so it speaks the ideas, problems, dreams 
and hopes of the people who are living in the present. As long as the 
people are making their own personal variations of it, a folk tradition is 
alive. If they are passively consuming what is forced on them, this is not a 
healthy give and take folk tradition. Also, if a small minority of the people 


are reproducing a tradition on stages, then this tradition is already dead and 
mummified. This mummification can be beautiful and historically significant, 
but it is no longer folk music. Basque folk music is very much alive, for 
example, because this place has the same spirit and political problems that it 
used to have, so it is still people speaking to other people. Also Irish folk is 
very alive (despite crap export bands), because you can find it naturally in 
pubs, and there are new songs and variations fluidly. 

Folk music often does not travel very well, if it is removed from its natural 
environment, it loses its specific significance, and can become an empty 
formal study. Having said all that, people have not changed so much 
through history or diaspora (for better or worse) so folk music that spoke 
to our grandparents still could speak to us. At a certain point, folk music 
can speak to all people because humans generally feel the same: love, hate, 
hunger, delight, fear, dreamy, etc. That common area is very important to 
us in imagining what contemporary folk music could be. It can be a positive 
situation, especially considering the dominant international culture of ho- 
hum. 

EP I’m very interested in the ballad form - I’m convinced it’s the most 
exciting way to tell stories. Here’s a quote: 

The most noticeable thing about all ballads is their masterly incompleteness. 
The minstrel who wrote, composed and sang his story, had a lifetime of 
opportunity for perfecting his composition. The incompleteness of his 
technique was the practical result of long experience. All ballads are stories - 
but in none is the story more than partly told. It comes to the listener in 
small scraps of information - but each so adroitly chosen that the whole 
story unfolds itself in the heart. It is full of gaps, it leaps from essential to 
essential, but it never misses anything that matters.’ I could almost be 
describing your work with the above. 

A&A That is really very sweet. Gaps and spaces are very important because 
they are constant reminders that the story is too large to tell completely, 
and too long to finish. Also, these gaps leave room for each viewer to apply 
their own ideas. Detailed hints and clues provide a less ‘perfect’ and 
therefore more complete idea of the story as a whole. 

EP And as for story-telling, I see your story-telling drive expands the CD 
into the realm of the illustrated story-book with certain releases. You make 
your own pictures - very simple, almost diagrammatic images to help the 
story. And you present the finished package like a hand-made artists book. 
Very attractive. Have you made books like this before? Can you say 
something about the simplicity of your images? 

A&A We make artists’ books of limited editions a few times per year. We 
are not interested in distributing these, but we have shown a few of them in 
galleries. The Pip book was a special situation where we were invited to 
Extrapool in the Netherlands to use their stencil printing equipment to 
make an edition of 700 books for the CD. 

The simplicity of our images comes from our aesthetic of direct, yet vague 
imagery. A clearly drawn landscape, all lines sure and direct, may still hold a 
quality best described as ‘other’. This position of clear and basic design 
containing elements of the unknown and lightly sinister is a source of 
unending fascination for us. We dislike ‘wacky’ overboiled, ad quality cliche 
images, especially in CD cover art, because they are all show and little 
substance. We prefer a scaled down (in size, color, weight and line) image 
because of its open and quietly expressive means. Also, like many people 
these days, we love Japanese design. Aeron studied 19th century ukiyo-e 
prints in gradschool, and both of us are fans of even the smallest kitsch in a 
Japanese supermarket — they look great, we're ready to just eat them up. Of 
course, behind much Japanese design and printmaking we find darkness, 
prostitution, slavery - an unending flow of sick and twisted. This duality 
between light, simple images, and dark complex undercurrents is 
magnetizing. 

EP What are the themes that motivate you to write stories? They seem 
more like fables, or children’s stories, than straight fiction. There seems to 
be little interest in character, for example. 

A&A We want to write in simple, straight-forward nearly unembellished 
terms about difficult, painful, and joyful subjects. Children's books are 
important because they are our first literary experience, they shape our 
imagination, and they are our first subjection to propaganda. They suggest 
great depths through incredibly economic means. We are interested in this 
form because it is beautiful and intense, and also because it is vague and 
open-ended. Its subtlety can hit you with unexpected violence or love. It 
honesty is misleading. Children's stories lie to kids, whether it be about 
flying elephants or Puritans eating supper with Native Americans in colonial 
New England. This flexibility is horrifying, and exciting. I cant remember 
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who said it first, but one key difference between humans and animals is that 
humans are capable of lying. Lying is one of the main motivations in all art 
(spinning tales, expanding, reflecting without hard fact), and through some 
lying, a true picture of the situation may actually occur - providing of course, 
the viewer/listener has the capability to look past the surface. 

Our motivation to write stories is the same motivation to make music or 
draw or make video. We have some stories to tell, and we learn the 
techniques to try to express them the best way we can. Telling things 
‘straight’ is good for some things, but we prefer to go the long way. Each 
medium has its strengths and weaknesses, and we are learning as we go 
along which one is suitable for each idea. 

We are not very interested in character , but this is a different story. 

EP In all your records, it seems the sounds are put together in a very careful 
way. Sounds are selected for their purely timbral qualities, then put together 
for deliberately strong contrasts. The record is a journey across a 
patchwork quilt of sounds. You seem to like the distinctive tastes of sounds, 
and draw no boundaries between raw documentary recordings and 
extensive studio treatments - often both colliding within a single musical 
phrase. 

A&A We fight for formal, conceptual and emotional balance. This sounds 
like some kind of masculine drive for dogmatic perfection, but in the end, we 
think your description ‘patchwork quilt’ is very nice for our work. ‘Raw’ 
documentary and ‘treatment’ is really the same subjective experience in the 
end. Truth and fiction are one and the same. 

EP What are your aspirations with your work? 

a) to entertain the listener with a maze pattern that only reveals itself after 
several listens 

A&A Yes. Maybe arabesque ?...each listen should reveal new things in 
layers, if we have done our job that day... 

EP b) to document the world through sound 

A&A Yes. To document our little corner of the world, today anyway. To 
experience the rain on the plain of Spain and then share. 

EP c) to open portals of mystery through sound 

A&A Although that sounds a little Harry Potter... yea, sure. :) 

EP d) end product is not as important as the process of gathering sound 
and treating them in the studio 

A&A No. Although this may have been more true in the past, a highly 
polished (although not ‘professional’ ) finished result is very important. We 
are becoming more interested in the power of simplicity, (but not 
minimalism, more like a kind of maximal minimalism) and also wary of 
excessive misinterpretation. 

EP You seem to be artists capable of creating fully- realised imaginative 
worlds, which can be entered through your art. I love art which can do this, 
to take two of my favourite examples: George Herriman’s Krazy Kat, or 
Henry Darger’s Realms of the Unreal. 

A&A Thanks. We don’t feel comfortable with the term outsider artist (as it 
insults both the ‘outsiders’ and the self centred ‘insiders’), however, creating 
self-sustaining worlds is high on the list of an insane person, and we love to 
do it. However, we are always reflecting the ‘real’ world very consciously, 
even when it is just playful, therefore this expression is not accurate for us. 

EP I’m intrigued to learn you do film soundtrack work. Is it to generate 
income, or do you only work on films where you have sympathy with the 
project? 

A&A Both. Actually so far, it is mostly because we have sympathy with the 
project or with the filmmakers, but hopefully this will lead to some food 
money as well. We like the idea of making soundtracks as we think our 
sounds bring many images to the listener's mind. We like the fact that those 
images are imaginary ones. But also, it is nice to see actual film and video 
images and how they interact with our sounds. We are going to make the 
sound for Peter Campus' videos and we are very excited about that, as we 
really admire him as a person and as an artist. 

EP What else goes on inside the Lucky Kitchen? What are the aims of the 
label? 

A&A We publish our work. We also decided to compromise with people 
we like to support music we think is special, even if that means arguing 
about graphics : ) Our aims change with every project, yet remain the 
same: tell stories, give our (unwanted) opinions, play music, tell jokes, dis 



the man, learn something new every day, use idea and form to fight 
formalism, and generally live our little lives as adventurous as possible 
without being self destructive. 

We just bought an apartment in Spain and we are fixing it up. It is an old 
building, about 250 years old, although it was badly remodelled in the 60s. 
We tore down all the cheap materials to find old lovely wood columns and 
crooked arched ceilings. We are making an old Spanish style kitchen out of 
brick, cement and tiles, but instead of the wood burning stove, we put in a 
nice electric oven a gas stove, and a fancy blender. 
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Lucky Kitchen Discography: 

LK00I Suetsu and Underwood Find the Hits and Then use Them CD 1998 

LK002 Underwood Boston ReverbforMyDeadGrandfather Tape 1998 

LK003 Various Artists Bliip. Blep, Soundtracks to Imaginary Video Games 
CD 1998 

LK004 Various Artists Family Audio 8 hand-made clear vinyl 1 998 

LK005 Alejandra and Underwood The Children's Record CD 1999 

LK006 Various Artists The Tourist Record 7" vinyl 1999 

LK007 Alejandra Salinas Home Tapes 10" vinyl 2000 

LK008 Various Artists Find More Hits CD 2000 

LK009 Alejandra and Aeron La Rioja CD 200 1 

LK0I0 Alejandra and Aeron Ruinas Encantadas CD 2001 

LK0 1 I Various Artists I Love Fantasy CD 200 1 

LK0I2 A.F.R.I Studios Goodbye If You Call That Gone CD 2001 

LK0 1 3 Aerospace Soundwise Monologue with Accompaniment CD 200 1 

LK0 1 4 Alejandra and Aeron TheT ale of Pip CD 200 1 

Work on other labels: 

* Suetsu and Underwood The love album CD Diskono, Scotland, 1999 

* Alejandra and Underwood Notebook on cities and clothes CD 
Audioview Belgium, 2000 

* Alejandra and Underwood Goodiebag 7" V/VM, Manchester, UK, 2000 

* Aeron Bergman The Shed record. CD Diskono, Scotland, 2000 

* Aeron Bergman The Tale of the Unhappy American CD Tomlab, 

Cologne, Germany, 200 1 


* Alejandra and Aeron Kitchen Split 1 2", Fat Cat, London, UK, 200 1 

* Alejandra and Aeron Village Football (1970) DATAMUSIK, (online 
exhibition: www.datamusik.dk) 

Selected Compilations and 
Collaborations: 

* {x}, {y} 7" vinyl compilation series. Diskono Scotland , 1 998 

* I'm so bored with the USA 1 2" vinyl compilation on Diskono, Scotland, 

1998 

* AuraloffaL.V/VM test records compilation, CD. V/VM Manchester, England. 

1 999 

* TV Pow. Odum sessions, (with Otomo Yoshihide), Gentle Giant Records, 
Chicago, III, 1999 

* For Friends CD Tomlab , Cologne, Germany, 2000 

* Child Food CD Bonjour Records, Tokyo, Japan, 2000 

* American Breakbeat, Klangreig productions. Berlin, 2000 

* Fatcat and One Little Indian Emiliana Torini remix London, UK. 2000 

* Polyhedric Tetrapak. Ooze.b?p. Barcelona, Spain , 2001 

* El formato is the challange, Alku, Barcelona, Spain, 200 1 

* Bromo CD Bromo, Bera, Spain 200 1 

* For Friends CD Tomlab/Darla , Cologne, Germany, 2001 

* Bip-Hop Generation, France TBA. 

* Obtain Freedom, Tokyo, Japan. TBA 

LUCKYKITCH E 
N 

()()()()()()()()()()()() 

Calle Calvo Sotelo 22 Segundo Izq. 

Logrono, La Rioja, 26003 Spain 

00 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 

http://www.luckykitchen.com 
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Anomalous Records 

new release from Anomalous Records: 

Loren Chasse "Hedge of Nerves" CD 

The work of sonic artist/investigator Loren Chasse (solo, Thuja, 

Coelacanth, id Battery, and various manifestations of the "Jewelled 
Antler collective") usually involves the documentation and manipulation 
of minute sound events (rubbings, scrapings, clickings) involving 
found objects and natural phenomena, emphasizing unexpected 
perspectives and connections. Even when performing in the psychedelic 
improv outfit Thuja, his "instruments" primarily consist of contact mics, 
a mixer, some rocks and twigs, and his imagination. Loren's processed 
field recordings are fragile and full of strange beauty and feeling. 

Hedge of Nerves is dedicated to a friend of Loren's who dearly 
loves the wonderful sound of record crackle as it mingles with 
the music from the record's grooves. He also enjoys the sound 
of record crackle alone, as when an LP cycles on its run-out groove. 

Compact disc reissues of early 20th century ethnic music 78s, or 
Portishead, or Philip Jeck: if it's got that crackle, he likes it! So, 
this friend asked Loren to make him a recording of vinyl surface 
noise only, one that he could DJ with, mixing with non-crackly 
musical sources, to create virtual scratchy records. For this reason, 
the idea was to avoid any obvious looping, but to make a continuous, 
unbroken and organic field of crackle. 

Thus inspired, however, the project soon turned into more than that, 
as Loren decided that it was more interesting to emulate the sound 
and texture of record crackle using other sources. The resulting cd 
indeed begins by utilizing sounds from a scratchy old 78 rpm disc 
(one recorded by Loren's grandfather in the 1930s at NBC Radio) but 
also explores more 'elemental' crackling sounds derived from fire and 
wind and water, from rustling branches, waves, and sand. Hedge of 
Nerves is amazingly musical, and highly dynamic, moving from loud 
crinkly-crackly storming sound-swarms to a wilderness quietly bristling 
and soughing. It's a mesmerizing expanse of hiss and drone, buzz and 
click, with hints of melody (from his grandfather's 78). The originating 
idea of surface noise is ever-present, but upon closer examination that 
"surface" proves quite deep, something within which the listener might 
become submerged, blissful and fascinated. 

Hedge of Nerves is a masterpiece -- just ask Loren's grateful crackle-loving 
friend, who files it with the best of Philip Jeck, Johnathan Coleclough, M. 

Behrens, Troum, and other masters of detailed constructions. 

- Allan Horrocks 

we also provide distribution of other labels through 

mail order to individuals 

wholesale to stores and mail order companies 

specializing in the unmusical, we have almost 4000 different titles in stock with new items appearing 
daily, our searchable web site is updated in real time, and only lists things that are on hand, looking 
there you will find a diversity of 'experimental' sounds old and new which is carefully selected to include 
only what we think are the best examples from the relatively well known cult favorites to obscure and 
overlooked things that deserve your attention. 

in our stock you will find a large selection of works by John Cage and Morton Feldman, classic electronic 
music reissues, scarce vinyl releases, recordings from visual artists, VLF recordings, experimental films 
on video tape, Surrealist books, unadulterated recordings of special places, limited artist produced 
CDRs, outstanding examples of free music, minimalism, and many other things that are hard to place. 

some best sellers here include Iannis Xenakis, Ake Hodell, Leif Elggren, Alvin Lucier, VibraCathedral 
Orchestra, Ryoji Ikeda, Aube, Marcel Duchamp, Rolf Julius, Terry Fox, Troum, Coil, Andrew Deutsch, 

Pauline Oliveros, Francis Dhomont, Kawabata Makoto, Joe Jones, Organum, Michael Prime, Voice Crack, 
Hermann Nitsch, Nurse With Wound, bernhard giinter, Steve Roden, Sten Hanson, Eric La Casa, La Monte 
Young, Volcano The Bear, Morphogenesis, Oren Ambarchi, Luc Ferrari, Halim El-Dabh, Toshiya Tsunoda, 
Bernard Parmegiani, AMM, Luigi Nono, Charlemagne Palestine, Richard Chartier, *0, Ora, Mirror, Giancarlo 
Toniutti, Trevor Wishart, Storm Bugs, Stephen P. McGreevy, Paul Panhuysen, Terry Riley, Henry Flynt, 

John Hudak, The Legendary Pink Dots, Francisco Lopez, M. Behrens, Toshimaru Nakamura, Phill Niblock, 
and many, many, many more. 

a very large portion of our stock is limited editions and titles from hard to get labels, so it changes 
constantly, with many things only appearing once, so, why not check out our site today, and see what 
we've got? 

P.O. Box 22195, Seattle, WA 98122-0195, U.S.A. 

http://www.anomalousrecords.com 


also out soon on Anomalous Records: 

N0M13 "Electrically Induced Vibrations" LP 
with Edward Ka-Spel, The Silverman, Omit, Steve 
Thomsen, Colin Potter, Arkkon, Mistress of 
Strands, Fibrillation, Cyclobe, and maybe Coil 

future plans include a limited LP by the guitar quartet of Dave 
Knott, Jeffery Taylor, Robert Millis and Richard Bishop; an 
extended CD reissue of Jonathan Coleclough's "Period"; a solo LP 
by Mike Shannon; and a CD by Jeph Jerman's animist orchestra 


still available on Anomalous Records: 

DV940604 Voice of Eye "Live" LP 

LERMAN 3 Richard Lerman "A Matter of Scale" CD 

NOT 1 Dave Knott "Natura Naturans" CD 

FBT006 Climax Golden Twins "Dream Cut Short..." LP 

sewa 50 Jeph Jerman "Tug Ear" 7" 

sound 1 "water tower" 10" 

NOM 3 Andrew Chalk, RLW & Eric Lanzillotta "Yang-Tul" LP 

NOM 5 Agog "Dust is their Meat..." LP 

NOM 6 various artists "An Un common nature" LP 

NOM 7 Jeph Jerman "The Second Attention" CD 

NOM 8 Monos "360 r " CD 

NOM 9 Tetsu Inoue & Andrew Deutsch "Field Tracker" CD 
NOMIO Points of Friction "Sackcloth & Ashes" CD 
NOM11 Stuart Dempster "On the Boards" CD 
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Free Jazz for all 


THE MESSAGE IS...SKRONK! 


Arthur Doyle 
Electro-Acoustic 
Ensemble 

Plays The African Love 
USA ECSTATIC YOD E#29b 
FYPL36 VINYL LP (2001) 

The Forced Exposure / Ecstatic Peace mafia 
has been doing their level best in promoting 
and publicising this obscure free-jazz hero for 
some time; who can forget the time Thurston 
Moore tracked down Doyle, and taped him 
with a hand-held cassette recorder as he 
blurted raw sheets of brassy bruits, right 
there on the street corner? The results were 
issued in 1990 as the one-sided LP Arthur 
Doyle Plays More Alabama Feeling. The man 
has an impeccably hip CV (meticulously 
researched and traced here by Byron Coley), 
but remains under-recorded. He was in New York in the 1 960s a player in 
the ‘loft scene’ documented by ESP-Disk; and he rehearsed with Sun Ra, 
though never made it onto record with the Arkestra. He recorded with 
Noah Howard’s Black Ark in 1 969 and on Milford Graves’ Babi LP, released 
in 1976. But the ‘holy grail’ of Arthur Doyle fans remains the LP Plays 
Alabama Feeling, released on Ak Ba records in 1978. A CD reissue of this 
major rarity surfaced in 1 998; I must track down a copy some time! Doyle 
also worked with Alan Silva’s Celestrial Communication Orchestra, and 
later with Rudolph Grey as The Blue Humans. 

This paucity of collectible artefacts may have led people to elevate Doyle to 
a mythical plane, contributing to the 
mystification and ‘otherness’ of free jazz, 
but the man lives on regardless. Often, the 
‘outlaw’ status of Doyle is presented as an 
index of how great his music is; it’s so free, 
that the authorities deemed him a major 
anarchist and threat to society, and threw 
him in jail. There’s a lot more to the story 
than that, but you get the gist. There are 
other dimensions to his music - political, 
social, and religious (‘Allah guides the music 
of Arthur Doyle’, he says), and his powerful 
self-determination: ‘It all revolves around 
one instrument, and that is Me, Myself.’ 

When he babbles about ‘conspiracy 
theories’ in the USA and the powerful 
agencies that strove to suppress free jazz, 
you may not agree with the outlandish 
detail of his claims, but you can’t help but 
nod in agreement with the spirit of what 
he’s saying. Freedom scares people; and 
when you have music like this that speaks 
so directly to the heart, it cannot fail to 
have liberating effects on its listeners. ‘Is the 
mainstream afraid of Arthur Doyle?’ he was 
asked by Fred Jung. ‘What do they fear?’ 

‘Being emancipated,’ came Doyle’s reply. 


‘Being free and not slaves, slaves to the system’. 

This LP comprises live recordings from 
Rochester and Philadelphia in 1 999, where the 
old guy is still puffing away on his instrument 
and also yawping into the mike with weird, 
unintelligible vocal whoops. He’s joined by a 
bunch of East Coast sidemen, Dave Cross, Tim 
Poland, Ed Wilcox, John Schoen and R Nuuja; 
these are all young underground USA jazz 
players who turn in a creditable performance - 
although they are quite clearly heavily influenced 
by historical free jazz records. They’re all major 
Arthur Doyle fans, apparently - but not 
overawed by the legend. The recording wasn’t 
great quality to begin with, but has been beefed 
up after major studio surgery by Jim O’Rourke. 
This isn’t the scorching, sandpaper blasting that 
Thurston recorded; it’s far more restrained and 
quieter, but no less worthwhile. Doyle’s 
performance appears incredibly simple at first; 
after al the build-up the casual listener, 
expecting to hear nothing short of The Voice of God, may wonder what all 
the fuss is about. A more detailed listen is required, and you’ll find that your 
expectations are being confounded by every second of this man’s 
compulsive, enigmatic mouthing and blowing. It is extraordinary music, and 
extremely compelling. This is especially true on side two, where Doyle 
guides the whole combo masterfully through a series of discursive talking- 
in-tongues musical journeys. Inspired free babbling that runs on and on; 
there’s no reason for it ever to stop. 

Coley’s sleeve notes (like those on The Hated Music) spin outrageous 
conceits out of meagre clues in the titles; he invents fantastic histories and 
imaginary characters, and also plays games with 
real personages, rewriting the history of music so 
that heroes like Arthur Doyle come out a winner. 
Through his fictions, however, he ends up 
revealing a greater truth about the music. It’s up 
to you to separate out the facts from the 
fantasies. 

ED PINSENT 06/01/2002 

22 1 Pine St, #4b I Florence, MA 0 1 062, USA 
websales@yod.com 
www.yod.com 

Alice Coltrane 

Ptah The El Daoud 

USA Impulse IMP12012 CD 

Nothing was as important. Music was not 
entertainment, it was a link with ancestors who 
had led us here, it was a moral and spiritual force. 
- Michael Ondaatje, ‘Anil’s Ghost’ 

As much as I’ve come to love jazz I still have no 
time for the wankers who start to pontificate 
about it with all the snobbery of judges at Crufts 
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or wine afficionados. Like the arseholes who think they can draw graphs to 
map the ‘quality’ of a poem they seem hell-bent on removing all the 
sublimity and mystery out of something that should be beyond the 
confinement of definition by English language. 

For years I couldn’t get into jazz at all - I still had too many hormones 
surging around my system, urging me to fall back on old faithfuls like heavy 
metal. An over-reliance on 4/4 time and the riff to provide some rigid 
foundation to your life is something you just have to work at and now that 
I’m entering grey-hair territory and the Sabbath albums have been traded in 
then only now do I feel ready to immerse myself in jazz. 

But I’m not going to be a wanker about it. Ideally I shouldn’t be able to 
explain why I like it, it should be one of those answers that you search for 
but always hope will remain hidden from sight, the quest being far more 
important than the actual finding of the treasure. 

So, Alice Coltrane, wife of John, rocker of the harp and sporter of an afro 
bigger than Jodrel Bank. Of her several ‘classic’ albums this is the one that 
came most highly recommended and at £5.99 who was I to argue? 

Recorded on the day my wife was born this is awesome music, emphasis on 
the ‘awe’. To the jaded ear there’s nothing much to distinguish it from many 
other jazz albums of that period but listen closer and you’ll make out the 
subtle depths - from Pharoah Sanders’ impassioned saxophone that he 
seems to be wrestling with like a python that’s hell-bent on biting its master 
and loosing the skronk poison into his bloodstream to Joe Henderson’s 
flute like a bird floating high on the zephyr of Alice Coltrane’s own restless 
harp. 

Alternating between light and dark, 
mellow and intense, this is a hot summer 
evening of an album, a wind through the 
trees, walking with the mystic as the 
trivialities of the day are blown away, 
revealing the eternal truth that underlies 
every waking moment. But it’s a truth only 
you can figure out for yourself. 

RIK RAWLING 08/03/2002 

Charles Mingus 

The Black Saint and The 
Sinner Lady 

USA Impulse IMP1 1 742 CD (ND) 

Jazz, for fuck’s sake. 

I never thought it would happen to me. I 
grew up as an avowed metalhead and even today it’s still the sounds of 
hairy-assed behemoths pounding the tired old notion of the riff into the 
ground under their Brontosaurian boots that gets me where it counts. 

But of late I’ve found that that’s not enough. Here are only so many times 
you can listen to Led Zep II or Appetite For fucking Destruction before you 
start thinking: Yeah, ok, this is good and all but when are they really gonna 
let loose? Sometimes you just want to see these guys reach beyond the 
parameters they’ve set for themselves and grasp something that no-one has 
previously considered. But it’s task way beyond the capability of these hairy 
idiots so what else should we expect? Not only do they lack the ability, they 
lack that all important spark of imagination and wonder that gives them 
pause to consider that there might be anything else out here except 
blowjobs from groupies and lines of coke. 

Let’s face it, if they were any kind of sonic pioneer they wouldn’t have got 
into metal in the first place, seeing as how it’s a genre that treats new ideas 
like a boatful of refugees sailing into Dover. 

So I figured that I’m I’m wanting my jaded ears to really prick up again I’m 
going to have to go off into uncharted territory. Having exhausted the 
possibilities of Japnoise and had my synapses numbed by the narcoleptic 
indulgences of the modern ‘avant garde’ I felt that there was no getting 
away with it, I was going to have to bite the bullet and stride purposefully 


into my local Megastore, march manfully past the ‘Rock’ and ‘Nu-Metal’ 
racks and into the previously uncharted territory of the jazz ghetto. 

Initially I was disheartened to discover that I look like a jazz fan, judging by 
the specimens I saw around me. I’m white, I’m in my 30’s, I’ve got the 
glasses, I’ve got the hunched shoulders, I’ve go the slightly serious air about 
me - so, seeing as the cap fits so perfectly - I felt I might as well crack on 
and try to enjoy the experience. 

Leaning ponderously over the racks I scanned through the names of artists 
looking for any that I recognised. I’ve done my research and spoken to 
people more experienced than I and found that there were certain key 
players in the jazz field that I could not go far wrong with. John Coltrane. 
Miles Davis. And it seemed these guys had been awesomely prolific over the 
years - just dozens and dozens of albums which made me wonder exactly 
what the fuck did rock bands get up to between their once every 5 years 
magnum opus’ of diluted shite? Many of the albums were at budget price 
too - so a novice like me could take a few chances without feeling they had 
been ripped off. 

A through to Z and back again I flicked through the titles, until I settled on 
‘Mingus’. Initially I was drawn to the design of some of the covers, 
particularly the modern art smears on the cover of ‘Pre-Bird’. Then I 
remembered something that Lester Bangs wrote, raving incoherently about 
something called The Black Saint and The Sinner Lady. That guy always had 
pretty wild tastes, I thought. If I see that one I’ll get it. And sure enough 
there it was - £5.99 - a veritable bargain. The cover photo and the title font 
were pure 1963 which immediately made 
me concerned that this would bet hat 
swinging kind of lounge jazz shit that I 
cannot stand. I was here to have my mind 
blown - I did not want something the 
Robbie Williams could conceivably sing 
along to. But I put my faith in Lester, paid 
up and made off home to find out what I’d 
really got myself into. 

Even now, many listens later, I still can’t get 
over how good this record is. It initially 
forced me to jettison all my 
preconceptions about what ‘jazz’ was and 
just accept it on its own terms. There is so 
much going on within it’s 40 minutes that 
it’s hard for a novice like me - who knows 
fuck all about 4/4 or 6/8 time is - to begin 
to explain it in terms you might expect for 
jazz. I think that’s a good thing myself. For 
too long jazz has been up its own arse - 
the fans have felt a smug sense of 
superiority over their heathen counterparts and the whole black polo neck 
chin-stroking French cigarette smoking wanker image that’s grown up 
around it is richly deserved. It repels more than it attracts with its ‘this is 
too difficult for you to understand’ airs and graces and it must be stated 
here and now that there are many, many deeply shit jazz albums that 
deserve their place in the crusher alongside Motley Crue and Yes and all 
the rest. No genre that has spawned so MANY releases can possibly be all 
good. 

Anyway, getting back to Black Saint - this is considered to be one of 
Mingus’ masterworks and I tend to agree. It could never be background 
music because it demands that the listener be engrossed completely in the 
rhythms and textures, the peaks of intensity and sudden brief pauses for 
piano or even flamenco guitar! Mostly it’s a driven work that features 
Mingus’ bass and the assembled horde of horn blowers going at it like 
madmen, albeit madmen in total control of what they’re doing. Even when it 
borders on cacophony there’s no mistaking the structure holding it all in 
place - which is testimony to Mingus’ genius. Before this I could never 
understand why jazz albums, usually the work of an assembled group of 
musicians, could be attributed to one man, but knowing that each of the 4 
tracks that make up ‘Black Saint’ were entirely composed by Mingus’ himself 
makes me realise just how profound a talent he was. There’s so much 
emotion - joy, frustration and a bone-deep longing - caught up in the music 
that you wonder why more people don’t ‘get’ this music. It speaks in the 
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universal language and it’s message seems pretty clear - once you give into 
it, that is. I think that’s the main problem most people have with jazz, it 
requires too much on their part. Unlike, say, The Strokes, you actually have 
to give something of yourself to get anything back from music like this - and 
that’s not what your average bedsit student or NME trendoid wants to be 
bothered with. Which is why jazz attracts the audience that it does - one 
that has tried everything else and found it to be lacking in something that 
speaks direct to the hollow they feel at their core. That’s certainly what I 
was looking for, and found, with The Black Saint. I love a dumb racket as 
much as the next ape but you can only take a joke like The Ramones or 
Guitar Wolf so far and then you start questioning 
vital aspects of yourself. If you value the time you 
give to art and the questions it raises within 
yourself then you should get acquainted with The 
Black Saint and The Lady Sinner. 

RIK RAWLING 18/02/2002 

Charles Mingus 

Mingus Mingus Mingus Mingus 
Mingus 

USA Impulse IMP11702 CD 

This is going to sound ridiculous to some, I know, 
but Mingus was to jazz like Lemmy is to heavy 
metal. Lemmy’s bass has provided a solid, driving 
truck engine drive to many a cock rock juggernaut, 
resulting in an unmistakable sound that’s 
somewhere between a Panzer tank and a pissed-off landlord trying to beat 
his way in to collect 3 months’ back rent. 

And while jazz wants to be seen as a more intelligent and mature style of 
music than heavy metal (probably something to do with the age group that 
the respective genres appeal to) there is a lot of sludge out there that the 
world is no better for, from which only a few genuine stylist and innovators 
emerge. Mingus is one such innovator and I can always spot a Mingus 
composition ‘cos it always seems to be driven by demons, surging along 
faster and more insistently than anything else, fuelled by the same elemental 
lava that gave us ‘Ace of Spades’ and ‘Snaggletooth’ and just about 
everything else you can find on No Remorse. Mingus’ jazz is emphatic and 
focussed while still allowing his soloists room to get on out there and do 
their work without constraints. 

Take this album, for example - ‘II B.S.’ kicks off with Mingus’ bass setting the 
pace before the lads come flying out of the gate to catch up. I love the dual 
horn surges that keep restoring the riff while the soloists are allowed to go 
off on one - sax and piano taking turns to bounce some light around the 


I can’t help feeling I’ve heard most of these tracks before though, all 
covered by shit-arse lounge acts for film scores with all the vim and passion 
of a 53 year old civil servant reaching for his In Tray on one more fucking 
grey Monday morning. Which is like re-writing Naked Lunch in the style of 
Jeffrey Archer. Basically, don’t bother. If you can’t top or at the very least 
match what’s gone before then you should step away from the plate ‘cos 
you ain’t up to the task. 

RIK RAWLING 08/03/2002 

Eugene Chadbourne and 
Han Bennink 

Miss Ann 

USA ECSTATIC YOD E#81 / FYPS0B 
(JAAR 1) 7" SINGLE (2001) 

A brief, but essential slice of Chadbourne axe- 
mangling and spirited jazz picking, recorded I know 
not when, during a period when he was producing 
wild free jazz-styled live music with the best of 
European free improvisers. In a short paragraph 
insert, he writes warmly of his experiences with 
these players, such as Misha Mengleberg and 
Toshinori Kondo, with whom he’s worked since 
the early 1980s. In this instance he’s joined by 
great friend and big musical influence, Han 
Bennink on the B side. Bennink, notorious scary guy on stage and one of the 
wildest drummers in history, appears slightly taken aback by the soaring 
attack of Chadbourne’s electric guitar, and even he is forced into retreat at 
first, gathering his forces until he can figure out where the Chadbourne B- 
52 bomber is going to land. Once they interlock, however, a solid freaknut 
beatnoid experience results. The connecting factor is two cover versions of 
Eric Dolphy’s ‘Miss Ann’ - Bennink was the drummer for Dolphy when they 
recorded this on the Last Date LP. The version of this song on the A side is 
a solo acoustic Chadbourne piece that’s so perfect, it makes you wonder 
why he ever bothered trying to do rock music in the first place; he displays 
a real instinctual feel for what makes jazz music so great, and it’s nothing to 
do with slavish copying of styles, form, or musical chops. I assume that there 
is more of this side of Chadbourne documented on his extensive tape 
archive, but I have no access to these early cassettes; if there were entire 
LPs of this calibre on the market, I think we’d all be obliged to reappraise 
Chadbourne’s stature. And although he’s not quite in their league, he may 
yet shape up to be a next-generation performer fit to fill the freakdom-gap 
left by the likes of Moondog and Sun Ra. ‘Because of the profligacy of his 



room. The complexity of Mingus’ composition is so 
clearly illustrated on this one track alone - 
multiple rhythms moving in and out of one another 
and time signatures beyond my comprehension or 
caring. It just sounds great. Rip-roaring stuff that 
would be the perfect accompaniment to a fight in a 
Mike Hammer novel or shameless footage of 2 
people fucking really hard. 

Whereas ‘I X Love’ is as mournful as wet rings on 
the top of a bar and a neon light flickering across 
an empty street at 3am. She left me. I blew it. I’ll 
pretend I don’t care but I’ve got the booze and 
moon in me and no-one else to lie to. 

‘Celia’ is a broken-heart reminiscing on the good 
times, intended as a portrait of Mingus’ former 
wife. 

‘Mood Indigo’ pays its respects to Duke Ellington 
and is as mellow as the smell of an old tobacco tin. 

‘Hora Decubitus’ is another ripper like the first 
track, a resolute group effort where Eric Dolphy 
unleashes his schizoid alto sax, swinging its 
punches against the rest of the band. 



recordings’, states Byron Coley here, ’people 
sometimes have a tendency to underestimate the 
sheer improvisational genius of Eugene’s 
guitarwork. They should not.’ 

ED PINSENT 26/02/2002 

221 Pine St, #4bl Florence, MAO 1 062, USA 

websales@yod.com 

www.yod.com 

Eugene Chadbourne 
featuring Joe Williamson 
and Uli Jenessen 

Ayler Undead 

GERMANY GROB 321 CD (2001) 

On which Eugene Chadbourne does his level best 
to reincarnate the music of the great free sax 
player Albert Ayler using stringed instruments - 
electric and acoustic guitars and banjoes, 
sometimes with the help of two Europeans on 
bass and drums, and even more effectively when 
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he does it solo. It’s an extremely worthy effort, and I can think of no other 
American musician qualified to attempt such a bold statement. Chadbourne 
has always loved jazz, even before he began his professional career as a 
musician; he was a frequent contributor to Coda magazine (an important 
1 970s periodical that supported free jazz), and loved the music of The Art 
Ensemble of Chicago, John Coltrane and other free jazz greats. In the 1 970s 
he was one of the few people in the US to mail-order Incus free- 
improvisation records from Derek Bailey in the UK (via a Canadian 
distributor), and was impressed enough to start 
his Parachute label predicated on similar grounds. 

Although in his subsequent career Chadbourne 
gained more notoriety for his psychedelic rock- 
based exploits (especially in the 1 980s combo 
Shockabilly), he always professed his love for Sun 
Ra, Ayler and the ‘weird’ end of the free jazz 
spectrum. Lately his solo act has seen him 
revisiting a slightly more studious side, delivering 
note-perfect performances of Charlie Parker 
solos, or Charlie Parker compositions, plucked 
on the solo acoustic guitar at his live sets. This 
has involved considerable sympathy with the 
music, serious research and study of 
transcriptions of the music (his ability to sight- 
read sheet music has always been a given), and a 
passionate belief in the value of the music. It’s 
great to reinterpret the music this way, retrieving 
Bird’s greatness from the past, from a place 
where - well, it won’t exactly be forgotten (!), but 
it might end up preserved in aspic by the legion 
of be-bop fans. Chadbourne’s dedicated homage 
is an attempt to bring it back to life, and perhaps 
present it to the ears of a new or wider 
audience. 

The same spirit informs the making of Ayler 
Undead (a zombie-like title which reveals 
Chadbourne’s fondness for trashy horror movies, 
btw). ‘A unique thing about Ayler’s music was it seemed it could be played 
by either professionals or amateurs, and both could be inspired to 
incredible musical heights,’ writes the Euge, who first heard Ayler records in 
1 972 and never looked back. ‘Ayler’s music was always these strange little 
themes, most importantly followed by complete freaking out. The more I 
listened to and studied this little recipe for fun, the more I liked it... I always 
tried to cover Albert Ayler tunes.’ I wish I could report that this project 
was an unqualified success, because although the choice of music is great, 
the supporting players extremely able, and the ‘strange little themes’ are 
rendered with an impeccable sense of weirdness, Ayler Undead ultimately 
lacks fire. We know well that Chadbourne can really let rip when he 
chooses (just check out some of the live recordings on the LSD CandW 
double LP), but somehow he left his fire-spirit behind when he checked into 
the Stadtgarten rehearsal rooms to lay these tracks down. There just isn’t 
enough of the ‘complete freaking out’ for this listener. The real music of 
Ayler is scarier, freer, louder and wilder. But (sigh) I guess this is a cranky 
criticism when faced with such an unusual and accomplished record, and 
since there still aren’t enough people listening to Albert Ayler - if 
Chadbourne (a relatively big name) can persuade more of his followers to 
open their ears to something new, then it will have been a great success. 

ED PINSENT 08/12/2001 

Alte Kolner Strasse 1 0, D-40699, Germany 
www.churchofgrob.com 

John Surman 

Coruscating 

GERMANY ECM 1 702 CD 

‘Coruscating’ (‘to exhibit sparkling virtuosity’) 

ECM Records specialise in the type of music that you would cynically 


pigeonhole as ‘car advert’ soundtracks but I’m afraid that doesn’t even come 
close to capturing the full breadth of what they release. Whilst nowhere 
near as radical (or as misguided) as Tzadik, for example, they still manage to 
cover every style of music that for the vast majority of the record-buying 
public is just ‘arty farty bollocks.’ Their roster of artists features many 
regulars from annual jazz festivals from around the world and their purpose 
of their aesthetic is to stand as the Yang to the Yin of Blink 1 82 jump- 
around moron pop punk shit. 

Yes, lots of pictures of sunsets and trees and 
old statues on the covers and no doubt lots 
of chin-stroking and studiously raised 
eyebrows as a result of such deep and 
meaningful tones and hues. 

Woolly jumpers, Real ale, Michael Dibdin 

novels it’s very easy to take the piss but 

sometimes even an avowed metal head like 
me needs something to soothe the creases 
out of my neck and I’m afraid Machine Head 
is not going to help me much in that respect. 
So, unless I want to play Kind of Blue for the 
100,000 th time I reach for something like this 
album - which is actually a lot more 
‘challenging’ than the cover shot of the tide 
rolling in under an old pier would have you 
believe. 

Violins and cello provide the wealth of 
material here, setting an almost sombre tone 
throughout, that Surman counterpoints with a 
variety of reed instruments, though most 
effective and evocative is the baritone 
saxophone through which he conjures a rich 
and lush sound that echoes womb memories 
of mother’s heartbeat and the rumble of the 
sea against a rocky shoreline. Check out the 
titles: ‘Moonless Midnight’, ‘An Illusive 
Shadow’ - he’s not being coy about the sensations he wants to evoke but 
the success of the project lies in the unexpected twists and turns. Far from 
the earth-fart music you get when some musician gets all windswept and 
introspective, this sticks true to it’s jazz credentials with unusual 
progressions, sudden breaks and at one point a Mingus-like double-bass solo 
that sound as ludicrous and as fantastic as Gene Simmons doing ‘Hall of the 
Mountain King.’ 

The idea is not to lull the listener with some audio-sedative or provide a 
tasteful backdrop for Hampstead Heath dinner parties. This is subtle but 
involving music that demands attention. Give it your ear and you’ll be 
rewarded with a warm Ready Brek-like glow. The lights twinkling out across 
the city, the moon hanging down like silver fire and the creeping suspicion 
that there is a plan and it’s all going to work out fine. 

RIK RAWLING 15/02/2002 

www.ecmrecords.com 

Otomo Yoshihide's New Jazz Quintet 

Flutter 

USA TZADIK TZ7232 CD (2001) 

Despite this being a Yoshihide Otomo recording and that Sachiko M and 
Masami Akita appear as special guests, the music here is really for lovers of 
free (and not particularly experimental) jazz who hopefully don't mind a bit 
of high-pitched sine wave puttering on 3 pieces and snippets of really, really 
quiet noise on the middle track, ‘Serene’. Those of you expecting another 
Door Open At 8am had better exit this particular club and go knocking 
elsewhere. I just wonder how Otomo and pals managed to keep Akita 
firmly in the background: they must have doped him up to and past his 
eyeballs on every industrial-strength tranquilliser they could find, then they 
must have handcuffed both his hands behind his back so he'd be forced to 
use his nose to twiddle the knobs, and then to be extra safe they stuck him 
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and his synthesiser beneath the stage (after first checking that it was made 
of reinforced concrete and the space beneath was lined with lead panels to 
prevent radiation leakage). Or they just mixed the music so that the 
saxophones and drums came to the fore. You decide. 

Apart from Sachiko M and Akita's contributions which don't really mesh 
that well with the music (except on the last track featuring Sachiko M), the 
music is smartly presented jazz distinguished by excellent playing and loads 
of enthusiasm and feeling especially on ‘Serene’. It's only on the last track 
‘Night Lights / Density’ that Otomo's group achieves a real synthesis of the 
experimental / electronic and jazz genres; 
sax, trumpet and percussion flutter about 
Sachiko M's steady and sure drones like 
acrobats swinging onto and around and off a 
tightrope. It's a long piece at over 20 
minutes but the musicians work so well 
together that it doesn't seem all that long 
and it's a surprise when it finishes so soon 
for a 20+ minute track! But, lovers of the 
extreme avant-garde experimental jazz stuff, 
be warned: there are no Zorn-style sax solo 
hi-jinx despite this CD being a Tzadik 
release and even Akita shows a quiet and 
more subdued side than you'd expect. These 
reservations aside, you may marvel that 
whatever style of music Otomo puts his 
hand to, he sure delivers a solid quality if not 
very groundbreaking product. 

JENNIFER HOR 

www.tzadik.com 

John Surman and Jack De Johnette 

Invisible Nature 

GERMANY ECM 01 63762 CD 

The danger of walking into Virgin Megastore’s Jazz dungeon with a £20 note 
in my pocket was revealed to me with pristine clarity. They had this album 
playing on their NASA sound system and it sounded fantastic - so I just had 
to buy the fucker didn’t I? Having originally gone in there to browse and 
work on expanding my burgeoning jazz collection I was actually intending to 
pick up a ‘classic’ release, one of the albums you’re always reading about 
where the title and even the catalogue number are evoked with the kind of 
hushed reverence you’d expect if were a chunk of Mohammed’s beard or 
something. However, no sooner had I passed through the glass doorway 
which snobbily separates their cosy little delusions of grandeur from the 
rest of the world before I was arrested by this... sound. Evocative and full of 
energy and yet as sparse as charity, surely this is what I was really after? 

I gave it a few more minutes to be sure but the debate was long since over 
and the cash in my pocket was slowly igniting. There was no way this album 
would sound that good on my piece of shit glorified toaster of a stereo at 
home but it would have to do. 

As I later discovered, this was John Surman and Jack Dejohnette live at jazz 
festivals in Tampere and Berlin in November 2000. The vast majority of the 
recordings are totally improvised and it’s a testament to the abilities of both 
players that it sounds so structured and considered without losing a single 
atom of their potential for exploration and excitement. Often as spartan as 
a Samurai’s bedroom there is incredible depth to the spaces left between 
Dejohnette’s piano and percussion and Surman’s intense and often sinister 
reaches. ‘Mysterium’ is the two at their most minimal and potent with 
Surman really howling at the moon in places - recalling Pharoah Sanders at 
his most committed - while wafts of synth shimmer underneath it all like 
the hum from a substation on a night of spooks. 

‘Ganges Groove’ elicits excited whoops from the assembled crowd of chin- 
strokers and polo necks, and rightfully so, as the lads wade into a loose 
‘funk’ groove around which they toy with formulas and spark off one 
another, clearly inspired by the mood of possibility and chance. 


Just when I thought modern jazz was nothing but skilled journeymen 
repeating the advances made during more adventurous times, along comes 
an album like this to remind me that there is still potential in this medium to 
forge new ground. No other music that I know can fulfil my demands for 
noise and mystery like jazz does and this album will be the benchmark for 
all future purchases. 

RIK RAWLING 12/03/2002 

www.ecmrecords.com 

Paul Flaherty / Chris Corsano 

The Hated Music 
USA ECSTATIC YOD E#Ib / FYPC1 6 CD 
( 2001 ) 

A lot of clever conceits are wrapped around this 
package as sweeteners, mostly springing from the 
fevered brain of Byron Coley, the journalist, writer 
and international authority on American Free Jazz. 
Desirous to emphasise the free-ness of this most 
liberated of music, he rams home the point by calling 
attention to the repressive puritan history of New 
England - which, purely coincidentally, is where the 
musicians Corsano and Flaherty are based. The 
cultural history of New England is littered w/ 
inferior, ass-clenching choices,’ Coley fulminates in 
his inimitable style. He goes on to bemoan the 
‘regional severity of spirit that denies the possibility 
of experimentation.’ The idea is that Free Jazz will soon correct this 
situation, and he intends to prove it: ‘I plan to spend the next few months 
playing this album constantly at cow-rending volume, in order to help my 
neighbours achieve their own emancipation’. This anti-Puritan conceit is 
taken up by Gary Panter’s superb cover image, which turns the idea inside 
out. A grim-looking, heavy-set Pilgrim forefather sits indoors on a rustic 
chair, blowing a saxophone. His stiff position is the antithesis of ‘cool’. 

Behind him, a bearded labourer wearing shades beats out a rhythm on a 
wooden desk. In the foreground a row of dogs and barnyard beasts (and a 
small frog) are reading sheet music from a stand. This description just 
scratches the surface - the picture is packed with crazy detail, and it’s an 
amazing rendering of sheer incongruity in the way Panter does best. 

The conceit continues into the elaborate sleeve notes prepared for the six 
tracks - Coley uses the titles (probably invented by him too) to spin wild, 
alternative histories of the avant-garde and underground scenes in the USA. 
Only someone with his depth of knowledge and innate understanding of 
‘cool’ could even attempt such pastiches. Of course, they reveal zilch about 
the music herein, but they’re fun. Fun is permissible in this context, unless 
the label-meisters think all this frivolity is necessary to help ‘sell’ the CD to 
its audience. Why? It’s a superlative set. Plenty of great honking, growling, 
squawking and screeching effects from the estimable Paul Flaherty (a 
veteran Connecticut musician), punched home by the clean, high-impact 
skin-work of (relative newcomer) Chris Corsano. All moods, all ranges, all 
dynamics; fiery energy, blue moods, attack and retreat, sadness and joy. 
Neither musician puts a single foot wrong from toppermost to tail-end. In 
fine, a great sax and drum record. Any fans of John Gilmore, Coltrane, 
Shepp, and Sunny Murray should check this scorcher out instantly. 

ED PINSENT 13/02/2002 

22 1 Pine Street, 4BI Florence, MA 0 1 062, USA 

websales@yod.com 

www.yod.com 

Thomas Ankersmit 

Alto saxophone 

GERMANY NO LABEL NO NUMBER 3" CD (2001 ) 

If you like the alto saxophone to take the place of a ship’s foghorn, then 
here’s your ideal CD. There are four massive tracks of overblowing, 
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harmonics, vibrating metal and rattling 
drones here. Ankersmit wrings a mournful 
tone from his bell, a very human lament 
and complaint against the condition of the 
world today, and is never cold or alien. He 
tends to favour working with a single note, 
and explores it with a single mind. No 
sqwawk-fests, arpeggios and scales, or 
triple-tonguing exercises for this guy, just 
pure slabs of acoustic meat through and 
through. The last track is the most jarring, 
a remarkable meeting of wonky sax blurts 
with screeching that sounds like wild 
electronic music, but isn’t; it’s like being 
stuck in a major traffic jam, all horns blaring 
at once and the threat of serious road-rage 
incidents only seconds away. Berlin-based 
Ankersmit has played with the Onkyo guys 
from Japan, is associated with the Berlin 
Reductionist team, but has also blown his 
notes along with Borbetomagus, those Rabelasian titans of US jazz-noise, 
thus proving he’s a maximalist and minimalist all in one package. With this 
Berlin-based pairing of sax and foghorn sounds, I’m reminded of Bowie in 
Berlin (with Fripp and Eno) recording the ‘Neukoln’ track on Heroes, in 
particular the ending where he emulates a ferry siren with his ‘gravel 
saxophone’. This package is a little black gem. 

ED PINSENT 02/02/2002 

Scharnweberstr 34, 10247, Berlin, Germany 
t_ankersmit@hotmail.com 

Thomas Ankersmit 
mini-interview 

EP: ...Sax with electronics is always good. 

TA: Thanks. The CD I sent is just saxophone though, the last 
track is overdubbed, the first three are solos. 

EP: When did you work with Borbetomagus? Are there any 
recordings? 

TA: The thing with Borbetomagus was a single concert done with 
the three of them, saxophonist Tamio Shiraishi and myself 
(quintet) in New York in November 99, I believe. I have a tape of 
the session, it's not publicly available. 

EP: Is this record of yours available in the shops, or from you 
direct? 

TA: The CD-R was initially made for a tour in japan, the material is 
about one year old. it's available from Anomalous, Metamkine etc. 
and some record stores, mostly in Tokyo though. 

EP: I've been hearing a lot about the 'Berlin Reductionist' people 
lately - you play with them sometimes - are you one of them? 

TA I know Axel Dorner, Annette Krebs, Ignaz Schick etc quite 
well, play with them sometimes, but I haven't spent so much time 
in Berlin lately and I’m not German by birth. It's up to others to 
decide what I'm part of. 


Pharoah Sanders 

Karma 

USA Impulse IMP11532 CD 

On the cover of this album (and let’s give a big 
thumbs up at this point to Impulse for their 
exceptional taste and style in packaging these 
albums in their original sleeve art with all notes 
intact) we find the man himself sat cross-legged 
on pillows, arms spread wide, eyes closed on a 
full-on yoga tip with a hazy sun burning like 
yellow fire behind him. The album is called, lest 
we forget, ‘Karma’. So what do you think he’s on 
about exactly? 

Well, judging from the main track - the 32 
minute epic that is The Creator Has A Master 
Plan’ - Pharoah is speaking directly to his god and 
saying, ‘Yes, I believe. Yes, I understand. My mission is clear now, I have to 
go forth and spread the message.’ And the message is...skronk! 

Whilst this is no massive departure from his contributions to the Alice 
Coltrane albums he does get a lot more room to let rip without Alice’s 
harp or piano getting in the way. The backdrop of bells and lazy bass are 
perfect to allow Pharoah the chance to get his lungs puffed up to bursting 
capacity before he starts to let rip with a series of what I will have to call 
‘riffs’ seeing as the English language has yet to develop an adequate 
definition of the sounds made by a jazz sax in full banshee wail mode. Unlike 
Coltrane and his one-note screeches Pharoah always seems to want to raise 
the dead, endlessly climbing the scales until he goes off into a pitch only 
dogs and aliens from the planet Krypton can hear. 

What all this has to do with any ‘Creator’ or a ‘Master Plan’ is very much 
left to the individual listener to decide but you can’t really approach this 
music out of context. This was a time when the Vietnam protests were 
really gathering momentum and there was much ‘Dope, Guns and Fucking 
in the Streets’. 

Amidst the cacophony it seems Pharoah was calling for some clarity to the 
debate. Telling everyone to chill out. ‘Sure, we need peace, and guess what? 
It’s all gonna work out. I’ve been talking to The Creator and he’s got a plan 
and I’m here to tell you - it’s the Shit.’ 

That’s what I’m hearing anyway but, like an abstract painting, it’s open to 
interpretation. 

In the 80s the saxophone quickly became an instrument ripe for 
lampooning. It became the staple for many a shit-arse white ‘funk act who 
daren’t stoop to the then deeply-unfashionable guitar solo and once it 
started oozing between the sheets into every ‘erotic thriller’ it was all over. 
Nowadays, with even guitar solos replaced by the ubiquitous ‘rap’ interlude, 
the saxophone remains an instrument exiled to the perimeters, warmly 
accepted by the jazz fraternity and few others. This is where it remains free 
of dubious associations with moodily-lit shags in elevators, freeing its users 
to blast their hopes and fears back up into the stratosphere. Pharoah still 
performs today and his skronking days are not that far behind him that he 
can’t suddenly burst into flame from time to time. But it was on the late 60s 
albums (Thembi, Karma, Black Unity) that he had his most vital moments in 
the sun and thanks to Impulse they can be yours for a bargain price. Do not 
hesitate for a second. 

RIK RAWLING 08/03/2002 
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BERSERKER PHANTOMS 


Miles Davis 

Dark Magus 

USA SONY JAZZ C2K65 1 37 CD 

Every week I flick through Kerrang (stood in the 
local newsagents, of course. I’ll be fucked if I’m 
going to buy it!) and read all this shite about 
bands being ‘the heaviest’, ‘the most intense’, 
‘skull-crushing’. There they stand, arms crossed, 
brows furrowed like Somme battlefields, scowls 
like the Child Catcher in Chitty Chitty Bang 
Bang, as if Spinal Tap never happened. 
Occasionally Kerrang will give away a free 
compilation CD of these bands and when you 
actually get a chance to hear them - and once 
you do you are forced to ponder these 
important questions: What?!? How?!? And, most 
importantly, Why?!? 

Recycled Slayer riffs, Cookie Monster on vocals, 
lots of nonsense slagging off Christians and 
FUCK ALL ELSE! These bands are shit, and I 
don’t need to name them because you know 
who you are. What am I not hearing that gives 
these reviewers pause to heap such praise upon 
these unholy shitemongers? 

I’ll tell you what I’m not hearing - intensity, 
heaviness, passion. Turning your amp up to II 
and growling about ‘death’ and ‘pain’ is not quite 
the same as actually pouring some heart and soul 
into the deal. Then again, maybe we’re asking 
way too much of this rag-tag assembly of Peter 
Sutcliffe fans who still live in the attic of their 
parents’ houses and regularly clear out their 
local B&Q of matt black paint. 

If you’re looking for real intensity and a ride with 
The Devil then look no further than Dark Magus. 

Recorded in 1 974 at the peak of his ‘fusion’ 
period and a full 5 years after the ground- 
breaking Bitches Brew this is Miles Davis at his 
most pissed off and volatile. The assembly of 
musicians he’s got around him are clearly tuned 
into his wavelength and all seem bent on 
expressing all the bile and disgust of the age: 
Watergate, the arse-end of Viet Nam, the death 
of the hippie idealism - people were pissed off 
and did not want ‘Mr.Tambourine Man’ to 
soothe their furrowed brows, they wanted to 
rage against the machine and this should’ve been 
their perfect soundtrack. Inexplicably it wasn’t 
released for years in the USA and remains a kind 
of lost signal of its times that has retained all of 
its potency and seems as necessary as ever in 
this age of the World Police and holy war black 
magic bastards running riot. 

It starts hard and fast with no foreplay - just 
straight to the rut with a fast pounding beat and 
everyone almost fighting to get in first. It’s 
chaotic but driven with rhythmic purpose and 
Miles himself stabbing at the charged air around 
him with insistent horn blasts. It’s the sound of 
berserker phantoms trying to break through into 
our dimension, choosing for their psychic portal 
the frontal lobes of a skinny white guy passed 
out under the table at a party in Harlem where 
they’ve got unrestrained funk on the stereo 
playing at a tooth-loosening volume. The spirits 
hammer away at their ectoplasmic barrier and 
wail amongst themselves but their conduit is too 
wasted on Thunderbird and weapon-grade ganja 
to be of any use to them. This only adds to the 


frustration. 

Track I has a relentlessness to it that matches 
Motorhead for sheer locomotive belligerence. 
Everything is drenched in wah-wah and is as 
fuzzed out as a Sasquatch’s ass. Of course they 
don’t keep this kind of pace up for the entire 
duration of the 2 disc set, but when they do 
pause for breath then the sudden ominous 
silences, where not even a cymbal gets brushed, 
are just as terrifying as when they’re storming 
the gates. You sit there, rigidly still, sphincter 
clenched tight, awaiting the inevitable blastoff and 
then suddenly the drummer tears into a frenetic 
beat and every other bastard on stage goes after 
him - Squawk! Honk! Screech! Bells ring. Organs 
vamp it up like Lon Chaney on acid. The band 
are almost beyond sense, surging towards some 
intuitively recognised goal that they all believe 
will be worth the effort - all the blood and the 
sweat and the pheremones. This is an exorcism 
of sorts, where the ghosts of spent expectations 


and false promises are spewed out into the night, 
leaving behind a cleansed and renewed promise 
of better days ahead. 

It didn’t work out though. We got stuck with 
disco and crap punk and fake New Wave and the 
collective horror of the 80s aesthetic. Western 
culture went down a blind alley for the best part 
of 20 years - which is why it’s only now we are 
ready to understand the language of Dark Magus 
- in fact, the whole of Davis’ ‘electric’ period. 
This was music that carried the same DNA code 
as the great art of the ancient cultures and as 
such can’t be measured by album sales or critical 
opinion. It is loaded with a wisdom that we are 
going to have to evolve beyond consumerdrone 
culture to even begin to understand. Those 
eager mutants who want a head start on the rest 
should begin with this album. 

RIK RAWLING 18/02/2002 
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VINYL VIANDS 

With this week’s guest reviewer ALASDAIR WILLIS 
Alasdair Willis is an English musician and record collector of no small achievement. A 
true connoisseur, he is able to distinguish albums of a certain vintage by the paper used 
for their inner sleeves. He keeps his vinyl records in a very large hat. 

13 th World Jamboree Asagiri Heights Nippon 1971 : For Understanding 

JAPAN WARNER BROS L-l 508/9W 2LP (1971) 

There is little is to be understood on this album, beyond it being essentially a sound document of a Boy Scout 
event. The packaging is lush, and the records of high quality. None of the sounds - except the sparse, Japanese 
commentary - were produced specifically for the album, but instead caught on mike as events took place. There 
is much marching music, songs and speeches. Voices shout, proclaim, order, and explain, amped out of speakers 
with varying sonic abilities, or are simply screamed. Echoes, firecrackers, casual conversation, Neil Armstrong, 
translation and incomprehension. The overall effect on me is one of excitement and fatigue. Yet another 
marching tune of brainless uniformity is punctured by a lively distorting Tannoy, a voice declaring ‘Algeria! Wave 
your hands Algerians!’ 

But, of the four sides over which all this spans, it is side two that stands out with its extended ambient feel, 
focusing on sounds outside the main arena of official events. Early morning preparing breakfast, strange 
conversations between youths of different countries, an improvised jolly calypso sing-along. The recording quality 
is excellent. It is a pity the editing can be rough and clumsy at times, which in the end prevents this strangely 

likeable album from working as a singular sound piece. To gather such a vast amount of material into something which serves as both a memento of an 
event, and as a listening event in itself, is probably a near impossible task. One or the other will lose out. But if you are wanting to hear people give baffling 
speeches whilst helicopters fly over head, or children enthusiastically murdering their native musical traditions whilst men with PA systems add inane 
comments, then this is definitely the record for you. 




Archie Brownlee and the Five Blind Boys of Mississippi 

You Done What The Doctor Couldn’t Do 

SWEDEN GOSPEL JUBILEE RF-1 402 LP (1 989) 

I don’t find it easy persuading people to listen to gospel music. I too have envisaged evangelist choirs swaying 
back and forth singing ‘Oh Happy Day’ in mock ecstasy and it’s a total put off. Just to listen to music in which 
they feel the need to mention Jesus all the time fills me with unease. But I got into Gospel music via old blues 
records. Gospel had its golden age back in the 40s and 50s when a cappella groups reigned supreme, 
devastating audiences by causing mass hysteria with their wild stage performances. To hear Archie Brownlee’s 
controlled scream and his group’s rhythmic phrasing goes some way to explaining how they could manipulate a 
crowd’s mental state to such extremes. Believe me this is tremendous stuff, with endless hypnotic chanting and 
pre-James-Brown wails. From the subdued and contemplative to roof raising stompers, the music is brim full of 
emotion and excitement. The main thrust of the song lyrics is an emphasis on death as an escape from the 
misery and struggle of every day life. By the way, this group isn’t The Five Blind Boys of Alabama who are still 
touring and performing as far as I can ascertain. 


BBC Sound Effects Centre: Talking Toys 

UNITED KINGDOM BBC EC 1 90A EP (ND) 

This 7" EP was one of hundreds of titles produced for professional and semi-professional use by the BBC 
and totally out shines the more commonly seen LPs for the domestic market that were culled from the 
same archive. These records reveal the BBC Sound Archive to be a fantastic world of mundane sound 
that, as years pass and technologies change, disappear without necessarily being noticed. There are 
whole series of these EPs dedicated to things such as slot and pinball machines, ice cream vans, 
numerous makes of car, aeroplanes, factories, bells, crowds, Morse code. In fact anything that makes a 
noise probably has a record dedicated to it. I picked out the Talking Toys EP as the talking doll featured 
on the f side is particularly disturbing and side b contains some recordings of old toy records that spark 
a distant memory of mine. Sides are labeled f or b, presumably front and back, with the letter printed 
within a white triangle that comes in useful for cueing purposes. Most records also have cueing tones 
between tracks. These records are made for a particular purpose, they want to be cut and pasted and 
reassembled but I just like listening to them, even the decidedly dreary ones. Church bells aren’t easy to 
get that excited about for example. As a group these records present an aural history, a reminder of 
how rich and plentiful the transient sounds around us really are. 
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Beautiful Bi al Songs of theWbrld 



Beautiful Bird Songs of the World 

USA AUDUBON/CORNELL NAS 1 000 2xLP (ND) 

There are quite a number of albums dedicated to birdsong. I like this one particularly not just because of the high 
quality of the recording, but also because of the somber voice that tells us merely the name of each bird as it 
appears. Forty birds are heard over the course of two albums, each given an about equal time to be heard. The 
variety of song is stunning. Birds appear to have no set rules to sing by. Some repeat themselves endlessly, others 
twitter around a particular phrase, while others continually create new riffs or just indulge in abstract noise. The 
Australian Lyrebird, for instance, has an amazing repertoire of bleeps and rattles. There is in fact an entire CD 
devoted to it. Unlike music I’ve heard inspired by birdsong, birds lack any noticeable emotion or rural 
sentimentality. They sound at times electronic or mechanistic and for such tiny creatures they sure make a lot of 
racket. 


Godfried -Willem Raes 

Logos - Pneumafoon Project 

BELGIUM IGLOO IGL 050 LP (1 987) 

Eighteen large inflatable tetrahedrons are attached via hose to various horns and pipes. The performers fall onto 
the tetrahedrons, forcing air through the hoses causing the horns and pipes to screech and wail. Side one is 
performed alongside a large pipe organ at the Ghent Royal Conservatory. Side two occurs in a Roman church. 

Though the idea may sound suspiciously like art grant raising material, the resulting LP is hardly a dutiful chore to 
listen to. It is full of whistles, parps, hums and drones, from farty squeaks to layers of harmonics. I assume a 
performance will begin with all the pneumaphones inflated and conclude when they are all thoroughly deflated. 

Lord Buckley 

A Most Immaculately Hip Aristocrat 

UNITED KINGDOM DEMON VERBALS VERB 8 LP (1 989) 

I’m not often much amused by stand-up comedians. Records by stand-up comedians even less so. But this record is 
performed at home or in a hotel room or somewhere on a cheap tape recorder so avoiding the problem of audience 
laughter marring the recording, or the need of the performer to please the audience rather than push their ideas to 
the limit. This is the best Lord Buckley album I’ve so far come across. Buckley raps, from hoarse whisper to pompous 
rant, using the surreal qualities of hipster slang to transform everything, no matter how grim, into a torrent of 
delicious verbiage. But this time performed with an unnerving intimacy making me feel like either a co-conspirator or 
cornered guest. 

Various Artists 

LSD: Real Garage Punk from Sweden 1 966 

SWEDEN SUBLIMINAL SOUNDS SUBLP-1 3 LP (2000) 

None of these recordings were ever released at the time when the bands were around. LSD and the other 
groups featured barely venture beyond their Swedish garage punk dens. There is little if any rehearsal. Tuning 
instruments appears to be frowned upon. They were young, lacking the full quota of musical instruments and 
amplifiers. LSD are the most conventional and rehearsed, but their versions of I Got You and Road Runner still 
have a refreshing lack of control or polish. Klunk’s Klan and We Want Help just switch on the tape machine and 
thrash away. Only the vocals suggest what song they might be playing. Notes are randomly plucked in the hope 
they might be right. A box is thwacked with imbecilic glee. A group member stuffs a harmonica into his mouth 
whilst in a state of hyperventilation. Okay so this album isn’t a collection of rare 45’s from Sweden’s 60’s 
underground, it’s better than that, it’s a bunch of kids with a tape recorder making a racket. Luckily for us the 
results weren’t erased long ago but made into this unique album. 






Magdalith 

Magdalith 

FRANCE POLYDOR 2473 032 LP (ND) 

Accompanied by piano, organ and minimal percussion Magdalith warbles around cod Middle Eastern and 
East European themes with her delightful vocal improvisations. Dressed in a black robe ornamented by 
an Egyptian necklace constructed from plastic beads and safety pins she is pictured on the LP cover 
performing a mysterious dance. Her singing is light, wild and fun, less forceful than Meredith Monk. She 
can twitter or scream, or improvise a Yiddish melody all with equal panache. I guess this album was 
produced in the mid-seventies prior to such characters being consumed by the New Age movement 
that came to so blight our lives. 
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Rev. Lonnie Farris 

Vocal and Steel Guitar 

AUSTRIA EDEN RECORDS ELE 3-200 LP (1 987) 

This album was originally recorded and released in 1962. All the songs have a religious content. Reverend 
Lonnie is accompanied by The Gospel Flames who consist of two other reverends, plus a deacon and a sister. 
His style fluctuates between Hawaiian country blues and r’n’b. Most of the album ambles at an easy almost 
walking pace with guitar breaks, ‘take it away guitar’ and instrumentals. It has the same gentle sincerity of the 
early Staple Singers. It is unfortunate that this reissue doesn’t sport the original cover artwork. There is a 
grainy photo of Lonnie holding up his lap steel for us to inspect. I love the idea that he actually played this guitar 
during church services while fellow musician Reverend Keyes assisted on his saxophone. I wonder whether this 
album was originally produced as a fundraiser or something, sold to the parishioners as they filed out the 
church. 



Shelley Manne and Jack Marshall 

Sounds Unheard Of! 

USA CONTEMPORARY RECORDS LAC 539 LP (1 962) 



Despite the exclamation mark this proves to be an exceedingly gentle 
album. Jack Marshall plays acoustic guitar throughout while Shelley taps 
his way around a vast array of small percussion instruments. No over- 
dubs, no amplification, but live and off-the-cuff feel. The guitar is used 
as a constant while the percussion restlessly explores. Shelley is able to 
get from one sound to another via Jack’s unassuming musical breaks. 
They go for the standards, ‘My Funny Valentine’ and ‘Night And Day’ 
probably to save time learning new numbers. Their version of 
Temptation works against more familiar over blown orchestrations by 
being performed as a subtle piece, almost whispered. Everything is 
recorded with the minimum of fuss or rehearsal. Both musicians sound 
less concerned with showing off their technical abilities than by demonstrating how to take a tune though as 
many twists and turns without it fragmenting into a sequence of sound effects. Actually, I wouldn’t mind that, 
but it never happens. 



Sounds of the Sea and Ships: Directed by Peter Handford 

UNITED KINGDOM ARGO DA 1 7 (1 965) 

The cover is unassuming. A photograph of the sea getting a little hot under the collar, frothing up between the rocks, but 
the scene is without any generosity of emotion. The title might suggest a series of sound specimens, the sea under various 
weather conditions and a collection of boats of different classes recorded in the manner of a BBC sound effects record. 
But no, each of the seven tracks here are in fact carefully montaged soundscapes that can stand up in their own right. This 
is musique concrete of dazzling subtlety. Commencing with a simple depiction of the waves gently rolling upon the beach, 
we progress to the more complex sound world of a harbour or a tour round a steamship. There is the tension between 
documented sound and its use as a source for abstract composition. The editing technique is at times filmic, having a 
narrative logic, conjuring up a time and place. But then often the sound’s exciting dynamic qualities override anything else, 
thus throwing the listener slightly as to the situation, a surrealistic element tempered by the rigour of limiting the sound 
source to the sea and ships. The more complex pieces unfurl as would a dream, the ambience gently twisting, whilst the 
clank of a chain or the sound of a horn requires one’s more immediate attention. Neither a mannered game of surreal tomfoolery or a dry document of a 
particular moment in history, this wonderful record has the ability to lure me via the familiar into a fabulous world of increasing abstraction. 



Various Artists 

The Human Orchestra 

USA CLANKA LANKA CL-1 44.003 LP (ND) 

No orchestras appear on this album. Instead we have vocal quartets with a fondness for impersonating 
trumpets and saxophones. The Mills Brothers started it, mislaying their instruments at a gig and having to 
fill in vocally, or so the myth goes. They were a sensation of course and never bothered with real 
instruments again. The tracks on this album were all recorded between 1932 and 1940, and consist 
mostly of popular and novelty songs. Several Cab Calloway impersonations are apparent, including a 
version of ‘Kickin The Gong Around’. Echoes of old minstrel and medicine shows contrast with the more 
modern swing. Some acts featured on this album are more famous for their gospel repertoire, such as 
the Four Southern Singers and the Golden Gate Quartet, while others like the Mississippi Mud Mashers 
and the Five Jinks seem more like novelty bands. Plenty of inventive scat and proto doo wop harmonies 
are present. Much is well rehearsed, full of detail and vocal effects. But by 1940 the novelty of this stuff 
was wearing a bit thin and the likes of the Mills Brothers and the Ink Spots achieved even greater success 
by producing less inventive work of broader appeal. If you can’t find this particular record seek out 
compilations of early Mills Brothers recordings (on GNP Crescendo or Coral for instance) as they’re 
probably the best exponents of this musical form. 
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The New World 

Trumpet A Gogo 

UNITED KINGDOM SAGA FID 21 1 4 LP (1 968) 

With a title and sleeve designed to conjure up the dreariest in easy listening, and a dubious play list comprised of some 
classical favourites, a couple of pub songs and The House Of The Rising Sun’, who would blame us for passing over this 
sincerely unattractive item as we flick our way through the forlorn three-for-a-pound box in our local charity shop. So 
what then possessed me to scuttle away with a copy of this none too appealing album clutched in my sweaty claw? Perhaps 
the band lineup, typeset inelegantly on the back, was giving me some subtle hint as to the hidden gem awaiting within. I 
don’t recall many groups consisting of two trumpeters, an organist, a drummer and a bassist. But anyway, I go home and 
give this little chap a perfunctory spin and I must say I was delighted by the oddity that subsequently came dizzying out of 
my speakers. To describe. Recorded in haste by setting up the band in an old church hall, the group proceed to eagerly 
chug through the play list whilst an uncredited singer soon dominates the proceedings with his spirited yet thoroughly incompetent musical vocalisations. It is 
indeed unclear as to whether he understands the overall effect he is having upon the music. Is he spurred on by vanity or malice? By the time we reach 
Scheherazade our mystery crooner decides to pull out all the stops and hits us with a truly disturbing half scat half pseudo-lslamic wail. It’s almost as 
frightening as it is hilarious. Side two has a tough job to keep up with the shenanigans of its flip but starts well with the dismal ditty There’s A Tavern In The 
Town, which is revamped with our now beloved balladeer interjecting with shouts of ‘Yeeehaaah’, ‘All right’, making bbbbrrrr noises with his lips and 

laughing in an unconvincing jocular manner. Indeed we are encouraged to clap our hands and have a party. Sadly, the fun is briefly marred when a substitute 

vocalist is used for the uneventful ‘House Of The Rising Sun’. And Beethoven’s Sonata in F is given a Procal Harum type treatment to no devastating effect. 
But the record finishes with a flourish as more batty vocals add to Tchaikovsky what most people would confine to a private moment at home, in the bath 
perhaps, where the tub’s acoustics might temporarily seduce us. 



The World: Original Cast: starring Howdy Doody 

USA LESLEE PIP 6808 LP(ND) 

This album has been assembled from news broadcasts from the 50s and clips from The Howdy Doody 
Show. Luckily an accompanying programme guide helps identify some of the less familiar voices that 
comment on, or are involved in the world events featured. These notes also suggest this album to be a 
nostalgic trip revisiting the past via the mediums of TV and radio. But it’s soon apparent as we listen that 
someone with darker intentions is taking us on a less benign journey. Banal songs and conversation from 
the children’s show are roughly blended with the likes of Einstein, Ghandi and Churchill. One particular 
song about popcorn runs along side the sounds of the Korean War, whilst Save For A Rainy Day is 
contrasted with comments on unemployment and inflation. The Chicken Song is reserved for Fidel 
Castro. The child and adult worlds mix so that each can comment on the other and entangle with each 
other. The original Howdy Doody was an adult creation made to entertain children, and educate them as 
to how to behave. This album gives him a new less tangible task as commentator on the world situation. 

It’s not that the real Howdy Doody Show was an especially bright or insightful programme. For instance 
when Howdy and Bob sang about do’s and don’t’s, the children in the audience, in all likelihood, ignored 
them. So the clips of educational songs are used to highlight how the lessons of childhood aren’t learned 
and how adults still act like petulant children, even when their decisions can invoke terrible consequences. Ultimately this record has no answers to the 
world’s ills, no philosophy with which to bond, but there is an ending of sorts when the TV cast, along with Bernard Shaw, bid farewell, and the final words 
of Thomas E Dewey are reused to infer that all is not well in the world. 



Tony Schwartz 

Millions Of Musicians 

USA FOLKWAYS FP 60 LP (1 954) 

Tony Schwartz 

Nueva York 

USA FOLKWAYS FP 58/2 LP (1 956) 

The first album is a document of voices and songs that Tony 
Schwartz finds around him. The second is a tape documentary 
concerning Puerto Ricans living in New York and made from local 
people’s comments and field recordings of their music. The 
recording quality is basic and editing technique simple, but Tony 
Schwartz seems more concerned with recording the character in 
a voice and perhaps how song and community dwell hidden in the city. On ‘Millions Of Musicians’ he inserts 
comments which aren’t actually needed since the record already comes with an informative booklet but it’s 
nice to hear him speak. Nueva York does away with these comments completely and succeeds in sounding 
less educational or conceptually naive by allowing the listener to think a little more for themselves. Then 
there is a photograph of Tony Schwartz in his home studio with shelf upon shelf of tape boxes behind him. 
Already by the mid-50s he had amassed an incredible collection of interviews and music from the streets 
around him, and elsewhere. I have another album of his which was compiled from recordings people sent in 
the post from all around the world, but it is poorly executed in comparison with the two albums above. He 
also made an album entirely from interviews with New York taxi drivers. It seems that Tony Schwartz is 
trying to record every sound he hears in the streets or from his apartment window. Suffering from 
agoraphobia he rarely ventures far from home. I hope more of his recordings are made available, not just 
those already released by Folkways, but other gems which have never been heard before, except by Tony 
himself and his microphone. 
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Tran Quang Hai and Bach Yen 

Vietnam 

FRANCE ARC EN CIEL SM 301 1 97 LP (1 983) 

Tran Quang Hai is a virtuoso player of many instruments, from a sixteen-string zither to the humble 
spoons. I never expected to be impressed by someone playing the spoons, but Tran Quang is quite 
phenomenal. At one point, using his mouth as a resonator, he produces sounds I never though possible 
from mere cutlery. This is followed by an even more devastating solo performance on the Jew’s harp. The 
last track of the album has him double-tracked and accompanying himself with yet another harp. Speaking 
through the metal tongue while inducing hypnotic breath rhythms he creates a quite disturbing unreality. 
He then gives up on musical instruments altogether and moves on to overtone singing. Tran Quang Hai 
has a lively mind and we must try and keep pace with him as he races on ahead. As for Bach Yen, she sings 
Vietnamese folk songs in neither a cluttered nor overly stylised manner. She’s less of a show off than Tran 
Quang but is able to hold her ground when Tran Quang joins in. This is barely an album of traditional 
Vietnamese music even though it is packaged in that manner. We are told that Bach Yen is also active as a 
pop singer. Tran Quang Hai’s inquiring mind fails to be restricted by his home country’s borders as he 
eagerly learns new techniques and musical forms. After all Mongolian overtone singing isn’t what I 
expected to hear on a record entitled Vietnam let alone the spoons or Jew’s harp. 


Udder Milk Decay 

Take A Teat 

UNITED KINGDOM NO LABEL NO NUMBER LP (ND) 

Twenty or so years ago, Tim and Jim Hunkin produced an album of primitive electronic pieces. Far from anything sounding finished or even considered, the 
tape is allowed to roll as the they mess around. It is almost alarmingly minimal. Not until side two when they decide to hold a conversation is it apparent 
that the record might in fact spin at 1 6 rather than 33 rpm. Everything is perhaps a little aimless, but more than likely they’ve just got hold of some 
equipment and are trying things out for the first time. They were probably in their teens when they released this record. I doubt if it’s the same Tim Hunkin 
who makes automata. There’s little information on the record itself. The cover is lightly sprayed with ink. On the photocopy inside is a childhood 
photograph of perhaps the two culprits which is redrawn and laid over a random crisscross of lines. Some of the lines are picked out to spell the record’s 
title. It’s all made on an exceedingly low budget. 16 rpm was probably as much an economic option as a snub to commercial sensibility. The sounds heard 
consist of basic synthesizer buzzing, some hand spun tape antics, maybe an object being hit in a semi-rhythmic manner, and a reel to reel echo effect. The 
first track on the album is uncharacteristically short and played on guitar. The conversation that begins side two is totally improvised and a good indicator as 
to the creators’ ages. The record was probably made purely for the fun of having a record made. A step up perhaps from using one of those long gone 
record booths on the pier. 



Various Steam Engines 

The World Of Steam 

UNITED KINGDOM ARGO SPA 1 03 LP (1 968) 

The World Of Steam - Volume 2 

UNITED KINGDOM ARGO SPA/A/21 1 LP (1 972) 

The World Of Steam - Volume 3 

UNITED KINGDOM ARGO SPA 337 LP (1 974) 

For most of us the idea of standing at the end of a station platform logging train numbers is as far from a creative hobby as one can get. But I’m hesitant to 
mock, as for me such an activity has produced one of my favourite record album genres, that of the steam record. Every LP concerning steam has revealed 
itself to be a phenomenal narrative of wildly varying sound. The liner notes contained on each record provide concise descriptions about what is happening 
during each recording, which can be ignored, but I find them well written and enjoyable to read as I listen. Of course some tracks stand up as pieces in 
themselves better than others, though they vary too much to pick out favourites. So, I chose the World Of Steam LPs, not because they stand out as albums, 
but because the title covers all steam engines (traction etc not just trains), all countries and they’re easy to acquire, being on the common Argo label. The 
only American train record I have found so far is ‘Railroad Sounds - Steam and Diesel’ on Audio Fidelity (AFSD 4843). It’s isn’t produced for the train buff 
but is meant to show off the stereo dynamics of your hi-fi, so the liner notes are all about stereophonic recording and reproduction rather than how many 
wheels the trains might have or anything. It clearly has no interest in trains and has just montaged all the most exciting bits purely for entertainment 
purposes, which I don’t mind. I can’t say trains interest me too much. They’re okay. Diesel is also featured on the Audio Fidelity album. This is a train buff 
sub-genre with it’s own LPs dedicated to it. As for steam records and their production, they seem to peter out as video tapes becomes more common. I 
guess the enthusiast preferred the addition of visuals over mere sound and imagination. 
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Carl Michael Von 
Hausswolff 


Introduction by Ed Pinsent 

Carl Michael is an artist with a 20 year career behind him. His work I 
only know through its CD incarnations - 1 first discovered the Basic CD 
on Table of The Elements. This was his first major release for a label 
outside of Sweden. Making CDs is only one part of what CM does with his 
sound-art - he’s a gallery and installation artist of renown, with a history 
of works behind him. He does perform in a live situation, but from what I 
can gather it’s far from a conventional ‘gig’- more akin to the situation 
when Ryoji Ikdea, Disinformation, TUNK Systems or ECM 323 do it live, 
for example. All these guys mostly just play-back existing works, but do 
it over a very good PA and, through the focussed event and loud 
amplification, intend to draw you into the intensive sound environment. 
Each performance (even when the same materials are used) becomes a 
one-off. At one time a voracious music listener, CM listened to 
everything from Stockhausen to Roxy Music, and studied musicology at university. But his minimal records 
reflect his increasing insistence on being entirely self-taught, and claiming that his most important instrument 
is the tape recorder. He tapes his own sound-art installations to provide basic material, and reprocesses them 
into minimal drones. If early releases seemed uncluttered enough, between 1996 and 1998 he became 
concerned with ‘boiling away ornamental even more meat from the bone’. 



CM started off in Sweden making 
small private press releases of his 
work, and set up his own label 
Radium 226.05 in 1983. With his 
buddy Erik Pauser he formed the 
band Phauss in the 1980s, of which 
Michael was the main sound 
organiser. As they toured the world 
doing their sound-art, they 
accumulated further environment 
recordings fit for re-processing back 
into the performances; the American 
tour in the 1990s, they ‘recorded 
every city we performed in and 
played it back during the show... in 
Dallas you could also experience 
Boston, New York City, Cleveland, 

Pittsburgh, Chicago and Knoxville.’ 

There were many dimensions to this fascinating project - the idea 
of recycling the very atmosphere back to the indigenous populace 
who might be largely unaware of it, in order to create a ‘timejump, 
a feeling of timelessness’. Also a political side; as for example his 
attempt to get NATO out of Iceland in 1991, with Andrew McKenzie. 
They broadcast city sounds mixed with ‘manipulated sounds from 
the Challenger incident’. 

He spoke to the American magazine ND in 1994. He made it clear 
he aligned himself with a roster of important avant-garde artists - 
most of them outside of music even, and more steeped in visual 
arts, performance, drama or literature. Beuys, Beckett, Duchamp, 
Lindblad. The common factor is the extremely challenging, 
unconventional nature of their work; very often with a strong 
political edge, and fed by a serious intent to engage with the 
realities of life and the world. The artworks that get left behind by 
such geniuses are often puzzling to us mere mortals; we could 
spend lifetimes trying to digest them. 

CM does not perceive any obstacles to understanding his work, 
however. Nor indeed does he think it is indigestible; rather, he 
assumes it has a homeopathic quality which cures. Perhaps like an 


antibiotic, or a bar of healing 
radium. It’s merely lack of 
experience that prevents us 
assimilating his extreme work as 
music; and it is far from poisonous. 
That said, he would like to shave us 
all of our fur coats! 

CM is a close friend of Andrew 
McKenzie, to whom some records 
are dedicated. He has also long been 
associated with Leif Elggren, who 
work likewise has filtered down to 
me in the shape of perplexing CD 
releases, but whose truest 
manifestation is in the art gallery - or 
more properly, perhaps, in the 
absurdist concepts he embodies. 
Elggren seems preoccupied with 
royalty, but instead of portraying them as powerful rulers, he often 
depicts them as ineffectual figures, half-mad, ghostly, or even 
simply dead. He always seemed to me to be saying something 
about lunatics being in charge. In the void left by our dispossessed 
rulers, Leif and CM stepped in to proposed an imaginary kingdom, 
the Kingdom of Elgaland-Vargaland. The nature of the extent of this 
playful concept remains unclear to me, although there is a passport 
and a national anthem to it, the latter released by Ash International 
as ASH 33. The boundaries of the kingdom extend ‘all borderlines 
between existing states and areas at sea’. As instigators of this 
game, Leif and Michael chose prime roles for themselves as Kings, 
in true Passport to Pimlico style. The subversive humour of it has an 
appeal; clearly Mike Harding thinks so, as his ambassadorship to 
the kingdom is proudly emblazoned on his front door in the shape 
of a brass plaque. He is one of many international consulates. 

Some more records have come my way recently, and lacking the 
opportunity to experience his work any other way, I continue to 
enjoy staging CMVH sound-events in the privacy of my own home. 
One fascinating aspect is the extraordinarily elaborate titles, which 
are like miniature novels, or movie scenarios, or poems, all 
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condensed into lines of text. (For example, ‘The Will of Tupi-Tupi, 
The Rooster, and G-K The Dove’). These are vivid and almost 
lyrical descriptive titles, an aspect which seems at odd with the 
starkness of the sound. When asked these titles give clues to the 
themes and subjects that interest him, CM gave some fascinating 
stories in response (see below). 

The new record on Die Stadt is an excellent and compelling 
excursion into the nether regions; a related ‘spirit communication 5 
release of note is the Friedrich Jiirgenson record, PARC CD3, which 
arrived on my doorstep through the mystical portals of Mike 
Harding. Jiirgenson 5 s story has recently appeared on Channel Four 
television, and although I’m not enough of an expert in the area to 
judge whether justice was done, it was a fairly tedious broadcast. 
The CD is a dismal way to pass an hour; barely a single perceptible 
voice emerges over the arid plains of static. It makes the Ghost 
Orchid collection look like Tubular Bells. 

Although all the above may sound like we’re talking about the work 
of a severe conceptual artist, I think there is something far more 
transcendent about the music of CMVH. True, there is something at 
the core of the music that I find difficult to deal with, but exactly 
what this is remains undefined. It isn’t necessarily a difficult idea. In 
fact, Michael (who says he has no expectations whatsoever of his 
audience) doesn’t mind if we ‘get’ the concept or not; we can still 
enjoy the sound for what it is. 


Interview took place by email in January 

2002 

EP I have so far heard Basic, To 
Make Things Happen in the Bunker 
Way, Rays of Beauty and now As 
Quiet as a Campfire. The earlier 
Rays of Beauty material sounds 
more 'performed' than the later 
Basic. Somehow in Basic the traces 
of human intervention are effaced 
and erased. The sounds seem to 
'happen' more. 

CMVH Yes, the Rays of Beauty 
pieces are more controlled. They 
are based on a chronological score. 
The pieces on Basic are more ‘up 
and running’. Except for the ‘Royal 
Music’ piece on Rays of Beauty and 
the ‘Hamburg Fatigue’ piece on 
Basic, all pieces are generated from 
live installations made earlier. 

EP To Make Things Happen. ..sounds 
very isolated. The sounds of a lone 
espionage agent on a boat in the 
ocean, sending messages which 
no-one receives. 

CMVH The material on To Make 

Things Happen ... does not have the audio-visual background like the above 
mentioned records. It is a very isolated object, as a matter of fact an earlier 
piece. [It was] released in conjunction with the exhibition Crossings, in 
Vienna, [and] was called Isolation Port. It is also a very decomposed thing - I 
wanted it to be peeled, in order to see how pure I could get it before it 
turned to nothing. I'm still debating with myself on the issue of ‘is this music 
or what?’. 

EP Although Basic was a struggle, eventually I managed to find a way into it. 
Now I like the way these sounds are very difficult to process. Is this a 
deliberate strategy? 

CMVH No. I don't find the material difficult to process. The pieces just 
followed my picture of these earlier installations - what objects where in 
there, and how could I format these installations into a CD format. Maybe 
the high pitched tone on one of the tracks is a bit of a struggle ... 

EP Is all of your music / sound art related to gallery installation works? Or 
do some of them stand alone as compositions? If you release the soundtrack 
for an installation separately, does it matter that the audience are only 
getting half the story? 





CMVH The material on 
Campfire Music and on To 
Make Things Happen ... has 
no installation background. 

They are composed from a 
musical point of view 
strictly - especially 
Campfire, which is my final 
point dealing with 
Schonberg, Cage and 
Stockhausen. As for the 
compositions stemming 
from visual art work they, 
when being formatted into 
CD, stand alone. The 
listener does not need to 
know anything about the 
earlier installations, only 
that they stem from one. This way the installation itself becomes a musical 
instrument for me - like when listening to a Paganini violin concerto you 
don't really need to know how the violin is constructed. 

EP What do you expect from the audience? It seems to me the listener has 
a lot of work to do. 

CMVH I don't expect anything. If the listener wants to have a lot to do then 
there's quite a large amount of material to dig in to, but on the other hand if 
the listener just wants to relax and listen, this should be fine too. I try to 
construct the pieces so that they have an aesthetic surface, a beautiful one, 
then it can go deeper or broader when the interest has been caught. 

EP What are the optimum conditions for hearing the compositions? Are 
CDs adequate to the job? How would you prefer to control the situation? 
How you do it live? 

CMVH CDs are fine, when they're on CD (of course). Live, I usually bring 
some instruments in so that the situation becomes live and not tape-played. 
In London some time ago I used a custom built twin oscillator (25 - 70 Hz), 
and a sonar for fishing!! 

EP How do you compose? Do you use systems for composition - eg 
pre-determined structures, mathematical systems, graphic notation? Do you 
use written scores, or is it a process involving the studio and tapes with 
nothing written down? 

CMVH Earlier, I used time a lot. Now, as I have grown more and more 
familiar and confident with myself, I use intuition. I work very fast in the 
studio since a lot of the compositional work resides in my head - the 
physical production of the work is very fast and very simple. 

EP What tools do you use to realise your sounds? 

CMVH It varies. Very often I have used a microphone that you generally bug 
telephone calls with. 

EP I see some similarities between your work and certain aspects of 
structuralist-materialist film, and severe concept art, for example: 

- the concept is central to the work, regardless of the finished 'product' 

- there is a Brechtian attempt to make the audience (painfully) aware of the 
artifice of art 

- conventional ideas of beauty or aesthetic enjoyment are denied 

- it is extremely difficult for the listener to process the sound as music 

- the work has a near-toxic quality which makes its assimilation into society 
nearly impossible 

CMVH The concept is very central, but it cannot be in function without a 
suitable aesthetic gate of entry. As we say: ‘artists be prepared - at all times’. 

I do think that the audience should be ready for getting their fur coats 
shaved. 

Beauty is very subjective and relative, but at the same time it has a universal 
code - a code that hasn't been theoretically defined yet. It has only been 
practiced emotionally since the beginning of time. I also use this form. I 
remember Jim Thirlwell once told me that he thought my music was cold, 
but coldness in itself can be beautiful if you have the right clothes on. 

As for difficulty processing the sound as music, this is just lack of experience 
I think. A near-toxic quality? Maybe the work has a homeopathic quality that 
cures. 
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P Can you tell me 
Dmething of the 
i story of the 
naginary kingdom? 
Vhat are its 
haracteristics? Is it a 
topian proposition, 
r simply an absurdist 
omment on modern 
Dciety? Have any 
erformance actions 
esulted from it? 

:MVH I have known 
eif since 1 977, and 
espect his work a 
>t. We have a lot in 
ommon and share a 
>t of ideas. His 
[recent] retrospective 
show is a project which involves many things. First, it deals with hierarchic 
structures and how to run your own life instead of having someone telling 
you what to do all the time. It deals with the fact that we're all born equal 
and we all have the same rights as any king, queen, president or so. It is a 
project where we allow ourselves to take water over our heads ... if we 
want to. There was a book published, The Kingdoms Of Elgaland-Vargaland, 
A Chronicle. 


CMVH Boston put upon New York put upon Cleveland put upon 
Pittsburgh put upon ...The concentration of recordings makes an interesting 
picture of the whole. How the world looks ... how it functions. It might be a 
difficult task to theorize upon it but emotionally you get it (this goes for 
Phauss Audiodrome (Radium 226.05, 1987) and Phauss Nya Sverige- Nothing 
But The T ruth (Anckarstrom, 1991). 

EP Next, the use of these with other recordings to make a political 
statement (eg about the NATO presence in Iceland). 

CMVH Very effective ... if you get the parameters correct. 

EP Lastly, the attempt to disrupt common sense, to form 'a time that is 
circular and multi-layered'. 

CMVH In Africa they use a more circular way of looking at the chronological 
functions. They would probably grasp this better then us Europeans, who 
use the linear time frame. It took me a few months in Africa to get the idea 
but when I finally got it, it was great. A much more flexible form of life. I 
guess the layering of time struggles to get to this point ... 

EP I'm very inspired that you wish to carry on 'the heritage of Cage, 
Duchamp, Burroughs, Beckett and Beuys'. You also admire the composer 
Rune Lindblad, whose work was ignored or ridiculed in his own lifetime. 
What aspects of these 'greats' do you admire - their ideas, their work, their 
iconoclasm, the fact that they remain very resistant to being integrated into 
society and culture? 

CMVH I think first of all their ability to keep on 
doing what they wanted to do despite the fact 
that they have a whole world of people 
contradicting them. It takes an enormous effort 
to keep standing on both feet. Secondly I admire 
their work a lot - it has given me a lot of 
inspiration and a push to keep on living. 

EP Beuys, although very critical of society, found 
a way to present his work within it, and 
suggesting positive ways that would harness 
untapped energies (Energy Plan for the Western 
Man)... Beckett by contrast seemed to have an 
incredibly bleak view of all human nature. All our 
endeavours are futile. Where do you see yourself 
in between these two points of view? 

CMVH I do think that I oscillate between these 
points - that's probably why I do so many 
‘different’ things. When it comes down to the 
fundamental of my work, it probably weighs over 
the Beuys side, which is more social. Beckett 
circulates more around the aesthetics of life - 


EP I notice you compiled the Friedrich Jurgenson 
CD for the Touch label. Do you believe in the 
phenomena of EVPs? Do ghosts exist, is there life 
after death? Or is it simply the surface textures 
of the sound clips that appeal to you? This 
reminds me, for some reason, of 'The Object' 
record by the Sons of God, where Leif and Kent 
Tankred vibrate a metal ship with hammers, 
attempting to release hidden voices from it. 

CMVH I don't think it's of any interest if I believe 
in these things or not. What I find interesting is 
the fact that more and more people, these days, 
seem to say NO to a lot of things. They don't 
believe in UFOs, they don't believe in things that 
they cannot touch, they don't believe in life after 
death, etc. If we were complaining about the 
materialistic society in the 70s, look at this place 
now - it's a disaster. Of course I believe in the 
EVP. It's fantastic!!! 




EP Can you tell me a little history of the Radium 226.05 label. Many artists 
have resorted to releasing their own material. Why did you choose to do it? 
Was the label successful in what you wanted it to do? 

CMVH I was living in Gothenburg and there was nothing there, except for a 
lot of talented people like Zbigniew Karkowski, Erik Pauser, Ulrich 
Hillebrand, Freddie Wadling etc. The only thing to do was to start something 
and this grew, organically, into a large production unit for art, music and so 
on. I think it was very successful artistically and it made things happen for all 
of us. We could be independent (as far as the finances allowed) and we 
could do what we wanted to do. 


perhaps ... 

EP Finally, I have lumped your solo records - probably unfairly - in with the 
work of Bernhard Gunter and Francisco Lopez in the pages of my magazine. 
Where you see your work in relation to theirs? 

CMVH I have great respect for these two composers and I like what they're 
doing and their integrity, but I cannot say that they have inspired me so 
much - but maybe I'm wrong here, you never know what's dwelling under 
the currents of the subconscious... you always pick up things from things you 
like. 


EP I read that your first Phauss release was a beautiful art object - how were 
the Radium releases packaged? Where and how did you sell them? 

CMVH The Radium stuff was all directed by the artists and we did a lot of 
the layouts. Sales was pretty poor - a bit through mail order and a bit 
through small distributors. We also had some support from the Swedish 
council for cultural affairs - a kind of a platform support, i think we gave away 
most of the records. 

EP One of the interesting (to me) aspects of Phauss music is where you 
describe your use of field recordings. There are many aspects I'd like to hear 
more about. Firstly, the use of chance systems to assemble, process and edit 
these recordings. 

CMVH Chance systems can only function if they're established within a 
strict framework. The Phauss Audiodrome recording used a pre-randomized 
time frame [which] the sounds would be fitted into. 

EP Secondly, playing recordings from one location as part of the 
performance in another location - causing a geographical shift. 


See also SoundArt: 
The Swedish Scene. 
Texts by Teddy 
Hultberg. 
STOCKHOLM, 

STIM / SVENSK 
MUSIK 2001. ISBN 
91-85470-83-x 

Below, two recent record 
reviews, and the artist’s 
text for Strom. 
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Carl Michael 
von Hausswolff 

Strom 

GERMANY RASTER NOTON 
LC01293 CD (2001) 

Perhaps one of the more ‘extreme’ 
manifestations of Carl Michael’s sound art, 
and that’s saying something. The Raster 
Noton ‘Clear Series’ of CD releases (of 
which this is one) passed me by on their 
original release, although I imagine the 
collection built up into quite a respectable 
snapshot of minimal electronica and avant 
sound experiments for the end of the 
Millennium. Pita Rehberg showed me the set 
of magnets he was sent by the label, 
intended to connect all the releases 
together (they were issued in slim plastic 
cases called TRIM paks). I nearly swooned 
with the absurdity of it. I mean, how 
independent can you get? Using the very artefacts themselves to build an 
‘alternative’ CD rack.. .at least when you buy 5-CD sets of classical 
composers through Reader’s Digest, you get a simulated teak wall rack to 
keep them in. 

Strom turns out to be a majorly intensive work of whirring, buzzing, and full- 
on humming noise with absolutely no respite throughout its 48 minute 
duration. Yield to this metallic onslaught, or find something else to do. A 
mechanical rhythm of some sort emerges, either through the throbbing, 
pulsating quality of the hum itself or through the inclusion of a gigantic 
rotating mechanical device in the arena where this work was recorded. 
Come to think of it, neither explanation sounds entirely plausible. While this 
throbbing engulfs you, the suffocating drone of it all fills the room like liquid 
concrete poured in through the window. Yowp! You can try (as you often 
find with music that carries lots of fierce frequencies) moving your head to 
vary the pitch, but wherever you position your ears it’s always painful - 
there’s no comfort zone here, kids. 

The work does progress, even if it’s only to get worse and more bleak and 
relentless. Amazingly, I find through careful examination that there are some 
extremely subtle ‘hidden’ sounds contained herein, appearing after about 
two-thirds of the way through, sounds which could be gallery visitors quietly 
conversing or gallery assistants moving large blocks of art-paper around the 
room. Listen out for these barely-perceptible events or you’ll miss them. 
They suggest an enormous open space filled with light, co-existing 
underneath a layer of thick fog. How the artist manages to find the slightest 
sound-window in this density is beyond me. 

This is one heavy work - heavy like irradiated water. It passes on the 
delectable sensations of an etherised patient, drugged and dosed in every 
part of the body, prepped for an operation. It simulates the wonderful 
feeling you enjoy after you’ve just fallen downstairs and sit there shaking on 
the rug. A mercilessly abstract continuum. This might 
illustrate another leaf from the Carl Michael book of 
philosophy. ‘Let me seal your head inside a block of solid 
steel,’ he seems to be saying, ‘and you will see visions 
greater than the wealth of Byzantium!’ If you trust this 
man to make good on his boast, then by all means 
purchase this monster, wear the metal helmet of destiny 
with pride, and let the visions fly. 

ED PINSENT 27/02/2002 

www. raste r- n oto n . d e 

CM Von Hausswolff 

Operations of Spirit 
Communication 
GERMANY DIE STADT DS 31 VINYL LP 
( 2000 ) 

This fine LP of minimal electronic noise revisits a ‘theme’ close to the heart 
of this Swedish sound-artist, even if it’s understated here to the point of 
being virtually invisible. I refer to the semi-supernatural theme of 


communicating with the dead, a phenomenon 
which has been with us since the Victorian 
spiritualists, and one that was resurrected by 
certain members of the Surrealist circle in 1922. 
Rene Crevel, after he learned of his mediumistic 
powers, initiated other members of the 
Surrealist group (especially Robert Desnos, who 
fell into a trance very easily) and they started to 
hold regular seances. They were, however, more 
interested in entering hypnotic trances, acting 
weird, and seeing visions of the future than in 
communicating with the dead. Fellow Swede and 
friend of Hauswolff Leif Elggren released the CD 
Talking to a Dead Queen on the Fylkingen label 
in 1 996, an artefact not yet heard by this 
listener, but which These catalogue describes as 
‘a study of feedback as a means to communicate 
with the dead, using a copper pipe and amplifier.’ 
Hauswolff upped the ante by compiling the 
Friedrich Jiirgenson collection for the Parc label 
in 2000, a fascinating but ultimately risible 
document of unintelligible radio fragments. 

Other critics have compared this experiment to the work of Thomas A 
Edison, who apparently conducted a similar spiritualist exploration into the 
ether some 100 years ago at the dawn of the invention of electricity. Having 

elected to pursue this 
paranormal concept, Carl 
Michael remains unwavering, 
finding it preferable to keep 
an open mind on matters not 
yet understood. He points to 
the cynical scepticism of 
everything that characterises 
modern man, and counters it 
with his unconventional faith 
in the unknown. The simple 
vibra-phonic droning of this 
record, with its added 
crackles and deep, deep 
layering of superimposed 
environmental recordings, 
might indeed open portals to 
parallel universes, if you are 
prepared to give it enough 
time. The layerings I refer to are Carl Michael’s own recordings, captured at 
his own art-actions and performance-events across the span of several years, 
and finally brought together into a sympathetic composition in the studio. 
This is one of the most fully realised works I’ve heard from this fellow; 
excellent it be, punching home a relentless, throbbing ambience for a good 
47 minutes. The second side increases the intrigue, the mystery; additional 
strange elements are clearly there, but muffled and buried in the mists of 
overdubbing.. .strain hard to pick them out. 

The sleeve imagery depicts stark, treated photographic 
renderings of Carl Michael’s playback equipment, which 
looks foreboding enough on its own, but each picture 
contains a shaft of light suggesting the presence of a 
visiting shade from the netherworld. If you have 
thoughts like this in mind, and are expecting some 
form of spirit communication to actually take place as 
you listen, then the snippets of radio-voice might scare 
the life out of you. The gatefold image photo, an image 
of sun-drenched ecstasy, might just sum up the man’s 
philosophy: ‘Give me an art gallery, a steel table, and a 
wall socket’, he seems to be saying, ‘and I will reveal to 
you possible worlds beyond!’ In the end, there are no 
literal ‘ghost voices’, here; rather, this is a record which 
can help unlock our potential to communicate, and in 
ways which we couldn’t before; it improves our 
spiritual receptivity, makes us into crystal radio sets, 
while the music of Carl Michael helps us turns the dial. 

ED PINSENT 24/02/2002 

Jochen Schwarz, Vor dem Steintor 218, 28203 Bremen, Germany 
jschwarz@diestadtmusik.de 





Friedrich JOrgenson 
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CM Von Hausswolff 
Text for Strom 

Carl made his thing clear when he stuck his finger into the dead body, jerked it around a bit, removed it 

AND SUCKED ON IT. THIS IS ONE WAY TO TAP INTO THE UNKNOWN, HE SAID, THAT'S WHAT YOU WANT, ISN'T IT? FIFTEEN 
YEARS AGO HIS DREAMS DISAPPEARED. EVERYTHING WENT BLACK AND STAYED BLACK. THE ONLY THING HE COULD DO AT 
THE MOMENT WAS TO USE PHYSICAL CONTACT AND ELECTRICITY. I KNOW THERE'S SOMETHING OUT THERE. WHY DO I HAVE 
TO PROVE IT TO YOU? WHY NOT? HE NOW USED THE WIRES THAT WAS ATTACHED TO HIS EARS, PLUGGED THEM INTO THE 
MAIN ELECTRICITY CIRCUITS AND GOT LOADED. THIS WAS A TECHNIQUE HE HAD LEARNED ON A HOLIDAY IN ICELAND. WERE 
THERE ANY RESULTS? WHY DID HE KEEP ON DOING THESE EXPERIMENTS; EXPERIMENTS THAT LOOKED LIKE HERMETICALLY 
ENDED PIECES? THE ANSWER SOUNDED PROMISING: EVEN THE MOST PERFECTED WORLD CONTINUES TO DRAW PICTURES 
OF UNSTABLE MATTERS, EVEN THE FINEST FEATHER PRODUCES A VARIATION OF FREQUENCIES UNLISTENABLE TO 95 % OF 

mankind. Carl's finger plunged deeper into the body. Deeper and deeper... 

"I HAD NEVER BEFORE BEEN SO TOUCHED AND CAPTURED BY ANY OTHER URGENCIES THAN BY THESE MYSTICAL 
CONNECTIONS, LITERALLY FLOATING IN THE ETHER." 

(Friedrich Jurgenson, Rosterna FrAn Rymden, 1 962) 

"There are no points or positions in a rhizome, such as those found in a structure, tree, or root. There are 

ONLY LINES." 

(Gilles Deleuze/Felix Guattari, A Thousand Plateaus, 1 980) 

"Then if this mortal Body thou forsake, and thy glad Flight to the pure Aether take, Among the Gods 

EXALTED SHALT THOU SHINE, IMMORTAL, INCORRUPTIBLE, DIVINE: THE TYRANT DEATH SECURELY SHALT THOU BRAVE, AND 
SCORN THE DARK DOMINION OF THE GRAVE." 

(The Golden Verses of Pythagoras, transl. N. Rowe, Esq., 1 707) 

My first "seances" using electronic instruments was in 1 991 as a part of a one month project, together with Andrew 
M. McKenzie, including recordings and rituals in Iceland. It was Andrew who introduced me to the Spiricom - and 

THE DIOD- TECHNIQUES. DURING MY CHILDHOOD IN SWEDEN I HAD HEARD OF THE EVP-PIONEER FRIEDRICH JORGENSON, BUT THIS 
WAS THE FIRST TIME THAT THE ISSUE CAME UP USING IT AS VARIATIONS OF METHODS OF COMPOSITIONAL WORK. IN ICELAND WE TRIED 
OUT A COUPLE OF SPIRICOM BROADCASTS, OF COURSE INTERRUPTED BY THE NATO RADIO SURVEILLANCE. THE FIRST PRESENTATION 
OF THIS TECHNIQUE IN AN ARTISTIC CONTEXT WAS IN 1 992 IN AN EXHIBITION CALLED DODEN (TRANSL. DEATH), CURATED BY THE 

Stockholm based art magazine Material. A few years later, in 1 994, Andrew and I, now as The Hafler Trio, conducted 

A NEW TRANSMISSION FROM THE BlJSTER GALLERY IN AMSTERDAM, SENDING OUT A MESSAGE TO THE OTHER SIDE INFORMING THEM 
THAT THEY WERE CITIZENS OF THE CONCEPTUAL KINGDOMS OF ELGALAND-VARGALAND. A PART OF THESE RECORDING WAS RELEASED 
BY THE ART MAGAZINE SlKSI ON A SPECIALLY ATTACHED CD (#4, 1 996). LATELY I HAVE EXECUTED A STREAM OF SPIRICOM 
TRANSMISSIONS IN PLACES LIKE SANTA FEE, STOCKHOLM, BANJA LUKA AND LIMERICK AND RELEASED IT ON THE BREMEN LABEL DIE 

Stadt (Operations Of Spirit Communication, LP, DS31). For the record, Tommi Groonlund, Petteri Nisunen and I 

USED THE J00RGENSON FREQUENCY IN THE BRING THE NOISE EXHIBITION IN GENEVA, 2000, AND I CURATED THE RETROSPECTIVE 

Friedrich JOrgenson - From The Studio for Audioscopic Research at FArgfarbriken, Stockholm, in May 2000 
(CATALOGUE + CD FROM ASH INTERNATIONAL PARC CD3, LONDON). 

Strom consists of recordings done with a telephone bugging microphone. I learned of this technique when I gave 

MY WIFE A SET OF THESE MICROPHONES TO RECORD ONE OF HER EARLIER BOYFRIENDS WHO WAS TERRORIZING HER. THE RECORDINGS 
CONSIST OF THE SOUND OF THE ELECTRICAL CIRCUITS IN VARIOUS LOCATIONS (SEE BELOW) AS WELL AS SOME DATA FREQUENCY FLOW 
AND OTHER RADIO FREQUENCIES. IN THIS STREAM OF SOUND VARIOUS FANTASTIC PHENOMENA MAY BE DETECTED AND ANALYSED IF 
ONE WISHED. MY ONLY DESIRE WAS TO FIND NEW SYSTEMS FOR REALIZING MUSIC AS A CONSTANT FLOW OF AESTHETIC BEAUTY AND 
CONCEPTUAL CONTENT, NEVER EXCLUDING THE POSSIBILITIES OF UNKNOWN FORMS OF LIFE TO INTERFERE AND INTRUDE IN THESE 
SYSTEMS. ON MOST OF THESE OCCASION MY FRIEND AND COLLEAGUE PETER HAGDAHL JACKED INTO THE SYSTEM WITH PARTS OF HIS 
DIGITAL SENSOR ART AND I PLUGGED INTO HIS SYSTEMS. WITHOUT PETER THIS WOULD HAVE TURNED INTO SOMETHING ELSE. A VERY 
SHORT PART OF STROM WAS INCLUDED ON THE SOUND ART - SOUND AS MEDIA -CD ATTACHED TO THE CATALOGUE WITH THE SAME 

name (ICC, Tokyo, 2000). 

STROM was composed by Carl Michael von Hausswolff at the Fort, Stockholm, May, 2000, and recorded between 
1 998 - 2000 
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On the titles... 

CM explains the background to a few of his more 
intriguing titles. The explanations in no way diminish 
the mystery... quite the contrary. 

Spirit Folio Lite Detector (No Positive 
Results) 

(From To Make Things Happen...) 

This is my first test of trying to investigate if any 
ghosts lives in my Spirit Folio Lite 16-channel mixer. 
Basically it’s the mixer that gives the sound which of 
course meant that I didn't have to use any 
instruments at all except for the apparatus 
mentioned. It was recorded with the telephone 
bugging microphone that you already have info on 
from the Strom text. 

Life and Death of PBOC 

(From Rays of Beauty ) 

Stems from the live-installation 
work ‘Midsommardagen 
1985/Okvinna’ executed at SubBau 
in Gothenburg in 1985. For a 
duration of one week I lived in the 
gallery together with three 
chickens, PBAC, BPUC and PBOC. 

Their names were given to them 
because of the sound they make 
when they communicate. At one 
point there was a need to kill one 
of them, PBOC, and that's why the 
title of the piece. 

The Will of Tupi-Tupi, The 
Rooster and GK The Dove 

(From Rays of Beauty ) 

Stems from two live -installations, 
one in Germany and the other in 
Stockholm (1984). The work 
included a rooster (in Germany) and a dove (in 
Stockholm). In both places I used a random alarm 
clock for to fixate a specific point of time during one 
week. Every day, according to this specific time, I 
shot an air rifle pellet through the cage, where the 
birds were living, on to a target behind the cage. 
Fortunately the birds were not in the way of the 
bullet when I shot it. The rooster, named Tupi-tupi 
(after the Swedish word for rooster: 

Tupp) were killed by the Swedish customs when 
trying to smuggle them into the country. The dove, 
named G.K. after a stitched GK on the bed sheet that 
the cage was standing on (it was probably an old bed 
sheet that someone else had used ages ago), was 
killed by an owl in the Swedish countryside after I let 
it loose. 

Stockholm Slumber or Exchange of 
Mental, Physical and Un-detected 
substances of known and un-known 


matter during a period of four nights 

(From Basic) 

Stems from the an installation at Fargfabriken, 
Stockholm in conjunction with the exhibition Interpol 
involving artists from Sweden and Russia. In a 
collaboration with Ulf Bilting (programmer and 
composer) and Andrew McKenzie (The Hafler Trio) 
we forced the other artists and the curators (Russian 
and Swedish) stay overnight in the exhibition space 
during the opening days. Then we invited the 
audience to book a time to sleep with any of the 
artists/during the period. By the mattresses in the 
exhibition we installed microphones (to record 
everything that happened in the night) and 
loudspeakers (so that different ‘sleepers’ could listen 
to what the other did. The recording is live from this 
event (and you can hear Andrew McKenzie 
snoring!!!!! as he sleeps). 


Kaliningrad Cake or one simple way to 
re-establish a dis-functional output by 
means of pre-tension and re-formation 

(From Basic) 

In Kaliningrad, me and Hakan Nilsson opened up an 
embassy for the Kingdoms of Elgaland-Vargaland. 
Apart from many things happening we also made a 
huge cake in the shape of the state's flag. After this 
event some people in Kaliningrad thought they'd had 
a great time and they gave me a present: An old 
Russian POLYVOX analogue synthesizer. The sound 
from the piece is from that machine, a machine that 
was pretty much not functioning as it should but in 
another way. The title suggests an homage to the 
event in Kaliningrad as well as the idea of re-cycling 
instruments not functioning as they should - the 
words pre-tension and re-formation is a private 
message to McKenzie. 
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CARL MICHAEL 
VON 

HAUSSWOLFF 

DISCOGRAPHY 


FULL LENGTH CD, LP, 10" 
AND 7" (OR ALMOST!) 

Strom, CD (RasterNoton, Berlin/Chemnitz) 
2001 

Live at Generator 1989, Phauss, CD 
(Generator, New York) 2001 

Operations Of Spirit Communication, LP 
(Die Stadt, Bremen) 2000 
Opening Sweep, OCSID, CD (Ash 
International RIP, London) 2000 


Basic, CD (Table of the Elements, Atlanta, USA) 1999 
In Between, OCSID, CD (Origin, Stockholm) 1999 



Goteborg) 2001 

Sound Art, compilation CD (Phono Suecia, 
Stockholm) 200 1 
RL, compilation LP/CD 
(Far gfabriken/Fire work Ed., Stockholm) 
2001 

Volume, compilation CD (PS1, New York) 
2001 

Compilation 2x7" (Die Stadt, Bremen) 

2000 

Wire live, KREV, compilation CD (Wire, 
London) 2000 

Mutations, compilation CD (Arc en Reve, 
Bordeaux) 2000 

Sound Art - Sound As Media, compilation 
Catalogue/CD (ICC, Tokyo) 2000 
Audible Light, compilation CD (MoMA , 
Oxford) 2000 


German sound art book, KREV, compCD 
(Koln?) 1999 

Compilation CD (meme, Tokyo) 1999 
1% Lydkunst, OCSID, compilation magazine / CD (1%, 
Copenhagen) 1999 

Crossings, compilation Catalogue/CD (Cantz) 1998 


L'Esprit, 10" (DisquesDe Carotte, Bordeaux, Frankrike) 1997 
To Make Things Happen In The Bunker Via The Micro Way, CD 
(Fire Inc., Reykjavik) 1997 

Carl Michael von Hausswolff, LP (Ash International, London) 1997 

Elgaland-Vargaland National Anthem #1 , with Leif Elggren, CD 
(Ash International, London) 1996 

CM von Hausswolff Plays John Cage, 7" (Povertech, Sacramento) 
1996 

Rays of Beauty, CD (SubRosa, Brussels) 1995 


Links Outta Here, compilation CD (Generator, New York City) 1997 
o, compilation 7" (Die Stadt, Bremen, Tyskland) 1997 

The Nordic Sound Review, The Hafler Trio, compilation CD (SIKSI, 
Helsinki) 1996 

A Fault In The Nothing, compilation CD (Ash International, London) 
1996 

From Here To Tranquility, Phauss & PGR, compilation CD (Silent 
Records, San Francisco) 1996 
Noise, compilation CD (Taiwan) 1996 


GodTphauss, Phauss, CD (Silent Records, San Francisco) 1994 


Mesmervariations, compilation CD (Ash International, London) 


Resurrection, The Hafler Trio & The Sons 
of God , CD (Touch, London) 1993 

PHAUSS/Karkowski/Bilting, CD (Silent 
Records, San Fransisco) 1992 

Nya Sverige - Nothing But The Truth, 
Phauss, CD (Anckarstrom, Goteborg) 
1991 

Audiodrome, Phauss, LP (Radium 226.05 
Records, Goteborg) 1987 

Life & Death of Pboc, LP, (Radium 226.05 
Records, Goteborg) 1986 

The Gallery / Tower of Water, Phauss & 
Firework, 7" (Radium 226.05 Records, 
Goteborg) 1984 

Conductor, LP, (Radium 226.05 Records, 
Goteborg) 1983 

Bark & Is, LP (Sista Bussen, Goteborg) 
1980 


1995 



Anckarstrom Live, Phauss, compilation CD 
(Staalplaat, Amsterdam) 1994 


Textures, Phauss, comp. CD (Limur, 
Goteborg) 1993 

50 Years of Sunshine, Phauss, compilation 
CD (Silent Records, San Francisco) 1993 
Arcana Caelestia, Phauss, compilation CD 
(Multimood Records, Goteborg) 1993 


Apo Mikhanis Music, Phauss, compilation 
LP (Ano Kato, Thessaloniki, Grekland) 1991 
Testament, Phauss, compilation 7" box 
(RRRe cords, Lowell, USA) 1991 


This Infernal Love Of Life, Phauss, 
compilation LP (TOPYScan, Stockholm) 
1989 


Dry Lungs III, med Z Karkowski, 
compilation LP (Placebo Records, Phoenix, 
USA) 1987 

The Call of Madonna Luisa Ciccione, Phauss, compilation k7 (AIIP, 
Wiesbaden, Vasttyskland) 1987 


COMPILATIONS Gothenburg 84, compilation LP, (Radium 226.05, Goteborg) 1984 

The Void (CCA, Kitakyushu) 2002 

Frequensen (Hz), compilation CD (Schirn Kunstalle, Frankfurt) 2002 
Because Tomorrow Comes #4, compilation CD (BTC, Cologne) 

2002 


The North Is Protected, compilation Catalogue/ 10" (Nordic 
Pavillion, Helsinki/Venezia) 2001 

Sound Art, compilation CD (Svensk Musik, Stockholm) 2001 
Paletten sound issue, with Leif Elggren, magazine / CD (Paletten, 
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IN THE ART 
GALLERY 

and MODERN COMPOSERS 


Hugh Davies 

Warming Up With The 
Iceman 

GERMANY GROB 324 CD 
( 2002 ) 

A superb, distinctive and original piece 
of work from this major-player of the 
avant garde. It’s ironic that a German 
label is delivering the goods when it 
comes to showcasing some of this 
country’s finest and most venerable 
talents; Grob have done Keith Rowe 
proud with last year’s superlative Harsh, 
and now Davies steps forward with these studio recordings made in Cologne, with 
the help of Joseph Suchy and producer Felix Klopotek. Davies is playing his 
extraordinary ‘Shozyg’ inventions, utterly unique and elaborate constructions 
which combine circuit boards, tiny bits of scrap metal, small springs, blades, and 
little pieces of assorted hardware, all mounted on basic wooden platforms. The tiny 
objects are amplified by contact mikes. One of them is stored inside the 
hardcovers of an old Encyclopaedia, which provided the name to these instruments 
(the volume covered the subjects SHO-ZYG). 

The CD insert opens out to reveal five full-colour photos of these astonishing 
devices, and their ungainly appearance is baffling; the Multishozyg, the most 
complex of them all, looks like the innards of a pinball machine with a tray of 
surgeon’s instruments bolted on. How can anyone approach these infernal 
machines, let alone make music on them? ‘It would take a substantial illustrated 
essay to describe how all the sounds on this CD were produced,’ remarks Davies. 
The most suitable form for such a recording would be on videotape or videodisc.’ I 
think this indicates the depth of what we’re getting into, and reminds us that we 
are talking about a lifetime’s work here; the actual recording required little 
preparation time, and was made ‘very informally’ over three days, testifying to the 
depth of knowledge and experience Davies has in handling his babies. This goes 
beyond Harry Partch, almost; Davies might be some form of magus guarding his 
valuable secret discoveries, working with magickal tools of his own device, and 
using skills which are completely opaque to the rest of us. 



tiny Solitaire set; the harsh and spiky sounds tell you in a second how 
it got its name. Man, that’s piercing! 

Davies’ inventiveness in constructing these devices overspills into 
sculpture; he refers to two playful sound sculptures which use 
children’s toys. The remaking of a book reminds me of Tom Phillips, 
the Royal Academy painter who has devoted decades to reworking a 
Victorian novel using overpainting, chance methods, fragmentation of 
text and collage to produce his mighty ongoing work, A Humument. 
Joseph Cornell, the American semi-surrealist box-maker and 
assemblage artist, is another obvious parallel. We find the same 
lyricism with Hugh Davies in a work like ‘Solar Night’, a poetic title for 
a lyrical piece, improvised using household devices such as an egg 
slicer and a tomato slicer. Here’s a man who can find the entire 
cosmos in the humblest of objects. 

Davies has a remarkable background and career that is worthy of a 
book; perhaps his forthcoming website will address some of the gaps. 
He is famous as an assistant of Stockhausen in the 1 960s, stepping 
into the gap left when Cornelius Cardew exited in high dudgeon. 
Davies’ improvising skills and compositional abilities were prized by 
the big K; I think I’m right in stating that Davies wrote the 
transcriptions for some of Stocky’s scores. Back in the UK in the early 
1970s, he was part of the important Music Improvisation Company 
group with Derek Bailey, Evan Parker and Jamie Muir; an excellent LP 
of theirs surfaced on the Incus label, although their work just 
preceded the Incus scene. Davies has also had a solo record on FMP, 
following his association with Peter Brotzmann (they played concerts 
in Europe with Han Bennink and Fred Van Hove). 

He is also very knowledgeable on the history of electronic music; 

Clive Graham showed me his copy of International Electronic Music 
Catalogue, an extraordinary reference work by Davies, published by 
MIT. It compiles exhaustive contextual information on virtually every 
piece of electronic music ever recorded, with very few omissions, 
though the survey ends in 1 967. The book works its way round the 
world country by country, studio by studio, both state and private 
run. I suppose about 10% of its contents are available on CD. It also 
has a great discography. (My archivist’s heart was palpitating at the 
sight, lemme tell ya). 


It’s impossible to convey the richness of the microscopic soundworld here; all I can On Warming Up With The Iceman, Davies demonstrates almost 
recommend is immediate purchase and listening. Broadly, we’re hearing very small effortlessly the fruits of his life’s work, which has been devoted to 

sounds enlarged through electronic process. The Shozygs produce little or no inventing and creating new ways of realising musical forms. If you’ve 

audible acoustic sound; but when they’re plugged in and activated by the hands of never heard anything from this singular man, it’s about time you 

Hugh Davies, a veritable palace of delights opens up. There’s a mixture of corrected this oversight and purchased this amazing record right now. 

compositions and improvisations here, work spanning the length of Davies’ career. 


The long track, ‘Shozyg Sequence No 3' was composed in the early 1990s; it starts 


with an approximation of a decrepit musical box or 
tiny Gamelan orchestra, and proceeds to cover a 
wild spectrum of timbres and dynamics; an 
astonishing variety of bowing sounds, scraping, and 
percussions. You can hear all the instruments of the 
orchestra, and more; all the native musics of the 
world, and beyond; all compacted down and packed 
inside a suitcase. Almost everything is acoustic; the 
instruments are ‘designed to sound partly as if live 
electronic treatments are used, although none are.’ 
The Porcupine is one exception, his newest 
invention which combines two sound-generating 
methods and allows use of contact mics to deliver a 
new form of electronic music. The device looks like a 


jean guerin 



ED PINSENT 10/02/2002 

Alte Kolner Strasse 1 0, D-40699, Germany 
www.churchofgrob.com 

Jean Guerin 

Tacet 

ITALY ELICA MPO-3560 CD (2001 ) 

An amazing underground work from 1971, originally 
released on the Futura Records label. Here’s a set of 
short but quite demented instrumental compositions for 
brass instruments, electronics, and drum machine; on the 
strength of this jug of java, Jean Guerin clearly had the 
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sort of addled genius which confounds small minds, and 
makes Tacet a desirable reissue of a total obscurity. 

Certainly, fans of Faust and The Residents should check 
this out immediately. Tacet exhibits the same twisted 
strategy as those paragons of the bizarre, getting its 
hooks into you through an approachable, weird pop- 
styled front end, then slamming you with a sucker punch 
to the midriff as you make your way further in. The 
brass section - muted trumpet, or saxophone - carries a 
jolly ditty or melodic tune, the former resembling 
something like Miles Davis crammed bodily inside a 
midget submarine. The drum machine backing promises 
a species of raw, lo-fi effect - the band Roxy Music could 
have been, if Eno had been allowed to dominate. 

Meanwhile, the electronics - including the sought-after 
VCS3 synth - do their evil business, with wild gestures, 
menacing growls, or simply with loud, howling swoops 
of delight. These are the sort of weird whoopings you’d 
always hoped a good electronics experimental LP could deliver. 

Unlikely as it seems, Tacet started life as a commission for a film soundtrack. The 
movie Bof surfaced in 1970, directed by Claude Faraldo, who asked Guerin to 
deliver a meaningful accompaniment to his moving saga of an errand boy who runs 
around carrying litres of wine for some French wine-merchant scumbag... curiously, 
Guerin’s conceptual response to this little morality play was to focus not on the 
errand boy hero, but on the wine in the bottles he was toting. He started to 
conceive music built around ‘the rhythm of drops, gurgles, and other liquid effects’. 
This was supposed, perhaps, to awaken our empathy for Bof s plight, his shoulders 
weighed down by the burden of debt and shame. Hmm - I sure wish I’d been in 
France to witness the premiere of that particular cinematic debacle. 

The LPyou will hear is a substantial reworking of the Bof sessions.. .some of them 
survive as fragments (and the gurgles mentioned above are delightfully present), 
the remainder treated by ‘a second electronic manipulation which’ (according to 
the notes) ‘...considerably changed the character of those pieces’. A new and 
strange work results, and it’s an utterly satisfying listen. 

Guerin is a master of the art of deranged arranging, a 
man in full control of some wild and powerful elements 
which could easily get out of hand at the turn of a 
whisker. The dynamics demand a commitment from the 
listener too; the title Tacet really demands that we all 
‘shut up’. But not simply be quiet and listen passively. 

We must add our silence at the right moments in the 
compositions. Not as easy as it may appear. I know 
nothing else about Guerin except that he assisted 
Jacques Lasry in playing his sound sculptures on a rare 
LP called Chronophagie. Seriously recommend you get 
hold of this beaut, before it gets discovered by the 
hungry jackals of the niteclubs as another ‘dancefloor’ 
classic and suffers the same doom as Pierre Henry’s 
Mass for The Present Time. 

ED PINSENT 12/12/2001 

Via Arduino 97, 10015 Ivrea TO, Italia 
eadelica@tin.it 

Olivia Block 

Mobius Fuse (1 & 2) 

USA SEDIMENTAL SEDCD 031 CD (2001) 

A lovely record, one which should have been published on the Lovely Music label. 
A two-part electro-acoustic composition with contribution from a small brass and 
woodwind ensemble, this moving music has a unique charm and mystery and is a 
profound musical statement. The first few moments are still and silent; incredibly 
delicate sounds barely daring to disturb the peace. Birdsong on the wind, and 
muffled firework explosions. Perhaps the sound of an oar lapping the water in a 
still pond. The work is a nocturne, to be played in the moonlight. ‘I use quiet 
sounds and space now because I am interested in these elements,’ writes Block, 
having no desire to be pigeon-holed as another near-silent composer. ‘My pieces 
will certainly change over time.’ 

Indeed, further musical developments soon grow out of the gorgeous silence of 
Mobius Fuse. The brass and wind ensemble play long horn tones to form simple 
chord structures, while their elegiac minimalist skeleton is complemented by 
ingenious electro-acoustic inventions. In an unhurried way, a mysterious range of 
images builds up. A mild electronic cloudburst follows, forming silver and gold 


patterns. For the strangely affecting coda to the 
work, the ensemble return to play a short 
valediction which resembles an Episcopalian 
hymn; the fireworks return, and lest you think 
this is some sort of patriotic 4 th July statement, it 
isn’t; in the great Charles Ives tradition, it 
combines unlikely elements, and generates a 
sense of doubt. The Unanswered Question. 

Block is a Chicago-based composer who has a 
clear idea of what she’s about; I like the title of 
this work, which gently suggests some absurdist 
disruption to the laws of physical science. And I 
like her self-aware stance which seems to put 
her far from others. ‘Extreme forms of music 
are often segmented, and collected as a fetish,’ 
she observes with precision, while a thousand 
Merzbow listeners around the world (myself 
included) turn red and start to shuffle about nervously. Interesting to 
note that this distinctive personality used to be in a ‘band’ - she 
played guitar with The Marble Index up to the mid- 1 990s, but she’s 
always been part of the Austin experimental scene and many bands 
benefited from the live playback of her abstract tape-works. She soon 
graduated to using found objects and working with Pauline Oliveros in 
more ambitious site-specific projects. Her previous CD Pure Gaze 
( 1 998) was also a triumph by all accounts, a similarly judicious blend of 
instrumental sections and mysterious field recordings. 

Snap this one up, light the Mobius Fuse - and wait for the fireworks. 

ED PINSENT 08/12/2001 

PO Box 4 1 44, Austin, TX 78765 USA 
doss5@aol.com 

Pauline Oliveros 

No Mo 

USA POGUS P21 023-2 CD (2001) 

No Mo? I call it Mo-Fo...it’s a take-no-prisoners assault on 
the senses. More vintage volts from the mid- 1 960s, in the 
hands of a unique and wonderful musician. La Oliveros has 
successfully rendered swamps and moon-scapes in sound; 
here on the title track ‘No Mo’, she delivers a realistic 
rendition of an electronic storm. And we ain’t talking 
thunder and lightning, Noleen - this is more like metal 
swarf, silver splinters and chemical debris whirling inside 
the heart of a steel tornado, on an alien planet with a 
heavy gravitational pull. From 1966, ‘No Mo’ makes a 
mockery of the popular notion that electronic music produced within 
an academic context (in this case, at the University of Toronto 
Electronic Music Studio) is somehow ‘safe’; this is monstrously 
dangerous. Pauline has a bigger pair of balls than Morton ‘Gaybod’ 
Subotnick, I can tell ya. (Just kidding, old timer.. .we all love your Silver 
Apples of the Moon.) 

Don’t let the ‘Earth Mom’ drawing on the cover kid you that this is 
gonna be comforting music. It’s fierce. Oliveros handles the Layfette 
tone generators, noise source and tape delay machine like a lion- 
tamer handles wild beasts. Like a seasoned circus performer 
conversant with her mysterious trade, she can allow her little pets to 
snap playfully at her heels before she whips them back into the 
corner. But if one of us civilians steps inside the cage, brother, that’s 
when you learn what sharp teeth those mothers conceal. When Lady 
Pauline opens the cages, watch out - that’s all, she wrote! 

‘Something Else’ is a slightly shorter cut from the same sessions in 
Canada, and although quieter and more mysterious than the violence 
of its sister, it still delivers an eerie sense of foreboding. If played this 
recording in the cells, only the hardiest of criminals could withstand 
this tension before they break down and confess. ‘Something Else’ 
opens up more of an imaginary space, not unlike the very halls of 
academia that birthed it; doors clanging in long empty corridors. 
However, the groves of academe are soon disrupted by the arrival of 
a flying saucer transmitting messages - and that’s the drone of its 
nuclear motors you’ve been enduring for the last ten minutes, 


[ Olivia Block ) 


Mobius Fuse 
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earthling. 

And to close this essential CD, here’s ‘Bog Road’, a 1967 installation in the 
continuing series of Bogs I Have Known by ‘Rambling’ Pauline O. Rendered with a 
Buchla Series 100 Box (the Gibson Flying V of electronic composers) at Mills Tape 
Music Center during th’ Summer of Love. The studio was near a pond fulla stupid 
frogs, whose interminable croaking inspired this and ‘Alien Bog’ (not here; check 
out the other great Pogus release). Better pull your gumboots on for this 
excursion. The sounds here match the images all right; one speaker yields up a 
churning ‘mud’ sound that is positively olive-brown in tincture, while the other ear 
is assaulted by a cloud of vicious, whiney 
mosquitoes. In this instance, the violence is 
more subtle, starting out quiet - but she builds 
it all up layer by layer to an unendurable pitch. 

The mosquitoes go berserk, while the 
sensation of queasiness increases in proportion 
to the rising level of mud. ..which has already 
progressed from your ankles, and is now up to 
your waist. This composition is sheer murder - 
you don’t just listen to it, you survive it. Luckily 
I turned off before the mud level rose to my 
chin, which is the only reason I’m here to tell 
the tale. 

ED PINSENT 23/1 1/2001 

50 Ayr Road, Chester, NY 1 09 1 8-2409, USA 
www.pogus.com 


Philip Corner 

Gong + 

ITALY ALGA MARGHEN PLANA-C 1 7NMN.042 CD (2001 ) 

Another excellent ‘archive’ release of long musical works from this Fluxus- 
associated Minimalist musician, a splendid follow-up to last year’s 3 Pieces for 
Gamelan Ensemble. This time we get three works from 1 974, and it’s a more 
focussed collection and largely quieter too. ‘Metal Meditations with Listening 
Center’ is beautiful modernist Gamelan-inspired percussion music, set in an urban 
scape; it was recorded in New York City, and the intrusive traffic sounds coming in 
from the street are reckoned as part of the music, providing a calming dronal 
centre. Corner, playing the metal meditations, is joined by collaborator Bill Fontana. 
Fontana was ‘the greatest listener I ever knew’, according to the composer. ‘We 
walked streets together, he putting his ear against every lamppost, traffic-light, the 
parts of walls which seemed particularly promising in hidden sounds. ..and of course 
I listened in too. This may seem very private, but it is a way of life, and which gave 
rise to all his more audible works.’ It seems that all Bill Fontana needed to 
contribute to this particular work was his presence, and an astonishing recording 
of Corner’s performance resulted. ‘He carries around the invisible recorder. He 
puts his ear to everything.. ..why not my art?’ Put your ear to this one, reader. 

‘Gongl’was performed in 1 974 as part of a live performance at The Kitchen in 
NYC, a series of Philip Corner concerts in May that year which also included 
works by Satie, Grieg, Bach, Morton Feldman, and other simpatico musics. 
Performed here with Brian Dallow, Daniel Goode and Carole Weber, this is pretty 
much the sound of a metal giant taking a long slow walk through a marsh of silver 
waters. From what I can gather, the performance emphasised the position of the 
listener in relation to the instruments, insisting on the cryptic ‘2 as entrance - 
passageway’ formula, so that ‘close by and facing, people go between in a 
counterpoint of regularities’. If your stereo is up to it, crank 
this up high and walk about the room to experience the full 
lustrous effect of these metal gongs (and the low strings of a 
piano) and to achieve a simulation of Corner’s desired effect. 

As noted on the previous Alga-Marghen disc, Corner 
displays here a meticulous concern with notating and 
directing all the possible minutiae of the striking actions of 
the percussionists; he contributes ideas as to how the hand 
and arm actions are to be performed, their duration, the 
direction of stroke, relations of strokes, rhythms... it seems 
simple and obvious, but isn’t. Corner has surpassed the 
triviality of Fluxus, taken the simplicity and near-throwaway 
aesthetics of it, and made these things work in his favour, as 
part of a developed and rigorous compositional procedure. 

‘Pulse Polyphony’ comes from the same concert cycle as 
above, but the featured instrument is ‘string piano to bell- 
tree’ - a reincarnation of a Harry Partch instrument if ever 
there was. The sound to this short piece is thin and weedy, 


less resonant than the two longer works, but it illustrates perfectly 
Corner’s preoccupation with management of pulse and rhythms; 
there has never been a starker, more diagrammatic piece of minimal 
music. Yet it has an abiding beauty and a quiet power. The release 
comes with a splendid booklet with black-and-white photos of the 
set-ups of the instruments in the Kitchen art gallery environment, 
facsimiles of the concert handbills, and hand-written notes, diagrams, 
and watercolour sketches by Corner which, if mined patiently for all 
the information they contain, will yield fascinating explanations and 
illuminations to these works. 

ED PINSENT 20/02/2002 

Emanuele Carcano, via Frapolli 40, 20133 Milano, 
Italy 

algamarghen@iol.it 

Richard Lainhart 

Ten Thousand Shades of Blue 
USA XI RECORDS XI 1 15 2xCD 
( 2001 ) 

A double-CD of extremely long-duration 
minimal electronic music from this American 
composer. CD one has the ‘vintage’ material 
from 1975-1976 - ‘Bronze Cloud Disc’ and Two 
Mirrors Face one Another’. The latter lasts a full 
40 minutes - it was derived from multit racked, 
processed bowed Japanese temple bells, while its 
younger brother was made using the same technique, but using 
bowed gongs. Disc Two covers the period 1 980- 1 989, and includes 
Lainhart’s music for interactive computer systems - such as the title 
piece, and 1 987's ‘Staring At The Moon’, which adds bowed 
vibraphones. At well over 140 minutes of music here, you should save 
this yawner for a long rainy day when you have nothing better to do 
but stare out of the window. 

Yes, it’s boring. Lainhart doesn’t appear to be a strikingly major talent. 
I found this record soporific and dull. I admit the long tracks from the 
‘early’ period have a relaxing balm-like quality, but there isn’t enough 
depth in the work to make me want to revisit it. Lainhart says he likes 
‘slow processes, that bear up under active listening’; I don’t mind the 
slowness, but I can’t find any of the complexity that he claims is 
present, when he speaks of ‘listening at a level of greater detail, so my 
sounds are sufficiently complex so that they can be listened to in 
depth.’ What’s the meaning behind the work? There doesn’t appear 
to be much; from what I can gather, Lainhart is enamoured of simple 
natural forms and natural processes; he doesn’t care to intervene 
much, once he’s found a simple self-generating method to realise the 
works. He’s like a fine art painter who decides to fill a swimming pool 
with gallons of azure paint, then invites us all to watch the ripples 
playing across the surface. So what? 

This music is all pleasant enough, but brushing amplified gongs is far 
from original; Stockhausen started it, and Thomas Koner has done it 
with more conviction. When I hear one simple idea inflated to this 
size, I start to sense a large American ego on the other side of it. The 
package is bolstered with essays by friends and collaborators Ron 

Goldberg, Joel Chadabe, and Ian Nagoski, all 
of whom are equally rapturous about the 
delights of swimming in Lainhart’s ‘big, lush 
soundfields’. Lainhart himself writes in 
painstaking detail about his processes and 
equipment - his essay is full of obsequious 
slavering over banks of expensive electronic 
instruments, studios and tape decks, and 
the joys of working with MIDI systems and 
multitracking. As to what, if anything, he is 
attempting to communicate through his 
long over-processed works, I remain 
unenlightened, and unmoved - and that’s 
after three intensive listening sessions. 
There’s none of the spiritual dimension of 
Terry Riley, nor the intellectual rigour of 
Morton Feldman, nor the depth of Phill 
Niblock. It all seems a rather hollow 
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exercise, I’m afraid. 

ED PINSENT 27/01/2002 

PO Box 1754, Canal Street Station, New York, NY 
10013, USA 

xirecords@compuserve,com 
www.xirecords.org 

Stephen Vitiello 

1 7:48 At Texas Gallery 

USA TEXAS GALLERY NO NUMBER 3" 

CD (2001) 

A lovely record of an art gallery performance. 

Vitiello is a young rising star who has made lots of celebrity friends - here, he’s 
joined by Pauline Oliveros on the long title track. His 1 998 release, The Light of 
Falling Cars, also featured Oliveros and friends Hahn Rowe, Rebecca Moore, Paul 
Geluso from the avant music world, and was built on a larger scale; the music here 
is gentler, more intimate, and extremely soothing. On ‘Gallery Mix’, in amongst a 
sea of barely-perceptible crackling and whining atoms, the accordion of Oliveros 
(overdubbed later in another studio) adds musical gasps and wheezes. Almost the 
exact opposite of power electronics, this is music suggestive of a miniature 
menagerie, tended with care by custodian Vitiello who knows the extreme rarity of 
his exotic specimens. Little voices of insects, reptiles, and butterflies. The sounds of 
their chattering gradually build up to a crescendo of thumping intensity (perhaps 
it’s from the elephant house next door), clogging the air as the piece finishes 
briskly. The second solo cut ‘Light Reading(s)’ is shorter, woven together from 
little static stabs and suggesting the image of embers and ashes blowing away in the 
wind. Some resonating chords are extracted from the air and resolve themselves, 
only to be dissipated and reduced to stuttering fragments in the breezes. 

This impressive music was recorded in an art gallery in Houston, Texas. If you 
visisted there in December 2000 you’d had experienced the full installation of 
which this sliver is just a tiny memento. Vitiello took a 
photoelectric cell (a photographer’s tool to measure 
the colour and intensity of light) and used it to record 
‘different qualities of light’ onto a set of CDs, and played 
them back over a six-channel sound system in the 
gallery space. You might want to compare this 
experiment with another fascinating record which we 
reviewed last issue - I mean the Audio Spectrum CD 
put together by Leif Elggren, souRce research and 
Matmos Project. This may give some indication of the 
‘lyrical white noise’ that Vitiello deals in; this CD is a 
souvenir of a live performance and a ‘remix’, both 
derived from the original source recordings. 

ED PINSENT 10/02/2002 

20 1 2 Peden Street, Houston, TX 770 1 9, USA 
www.texgal.com 

The Shirley Tempo Temple 
Dancers 

A Live Morsel 

USA GD STEREO GD01 6 3" CD (2001 ) 

A lovely snippet of rare live noise from an unusual quartet of American players - 
I’ve no idea if they even meet and play on a regular basis, but this particular 
document is a gem. Al Margolis, Dan Andreana and Detta Andreana are If, Bwana, 
the Dukes of the Grinding Noise, here joined by Geoff Dugan, the Earl of 
Environmental compilation CDs such as Psychogeographical Dip. Dugan and 
Margolis contribute the electric half of the act, guitars, synths and tape noises, with 
Dan and Detta on clarinet and piano respectively. ‘I rarely play live guitar stuff 
anymore, but Al and the If Bwana folks are very comfortable to work with, ‘ 
reports Dugan from New York. That sense of friendly musicians feeling at ease 
together comes over very strongly in the warm sound. This 20 minute snippet is 
largely a tuneful drone of electronic humming, scraping, and pitiful wailing sobs, 
making for a spellbinding opening of trancey dimensions. With added piano notes 
from the lower register creeping in like huge black slugs, the piece acquires a 
sinister, horrifying caste. Then, a squealing clarinet joins in and the piano chords 
turn to agitated jangling. The best effects of modern chamber music, all in electro- 
acoustic mode, achieved by pure intuition and improvising between inter- 
connected parties. In a blindfold test, eight out often housewives couldn’t 



distinguish it from the best of AMM. A mini CD 
which arrives wrapped in olive-green Permatrace 
paper. Limited? Virtually impossible to get hold of, I 
should think. 

ED PINSENT 26/01/2002 

PO Box 1546, New York, NY 10276 USA 
gdstereo@rcn.com 


Trevor Wishart 

Journey into space 

UNITED KINGDOM PARADIGM PD 1 8 

CD (2002) 


Yet another excellent ‘rescued’ item from the past of 
experimental music. The more of these things that come to light, the 
more that we have to reassess and reappraise our supposed 
understanding of the chronology and history of events. Well, the 
music experts may have to do that - fortunately I knew next to 
nothing in the first place, so I’m just grateful for whatever extra 
snippets of information I can pick up. Eddie Prevost’s Silver Pyramid 
would be just such a reissue, if only I had time to write about it this 
issue. The MEV reissue from Alga Marghen is also an important and 
little-heard part of the history of improvisation in the 1 960s. 
Whichever way you cut it, it was superb music then and it’s equally 
superb now, and ripe for our enjoyment. This Trevor Wishart item is 
a significant part of the legacy of UK electro-acoustic composition, but 
also opens a window on the York University ‘scene’ of the early 
1970s. (For further information on this little-known chapter, it seems 
a triple LP box set called Electronic Music From York is on its way.) In 
the early 1970s, men were men. The music and drama departments at 
York fostered a collaborative spirit and added to the power of this 
music. 48 participants and players (presumably students, colleagues, 
and friends), along with some who 
became important and famous, are listed 
on the sleeve; hopefully, they were 
earnest bearded intellectuals to a man, 
unashamed to accept offers of appearing 
on Open University documentaries to 
show the public what ‘modern music’ is 
all about. 


This unusual release was originally a 
private press item, two vinyl LPs 
available by mail order from Wishart at 
the music department. Describing it as 
‘a total anomaly in the canon of British 
experimental music’, Clive Graham 
compares the original vinyl with 
Desmond Leslie’s LP of musique 
concrete and Bob Cobbing’s sound 
poems LP. It turns out that the music is 
quite untypical of what Wishart would 
later go on to produce, but remains 
well-loved by all who heard it, even if Wishart now rather wishes he 
could live it down. ‘Journey into Space was a transitional and 
important work for me when I made it,’ he admits, ‘but as a whole I 
now find it over-long, many transitions too pedestrian, and its 
treatment of ideas too crude. It’s almost embarrassingly late 60s!’ I 
find it absolutely gorgeous, particularly the field recording segments of 
the long track which are almost like an aural document of a vanished, 

1 970s, three-day week Britain. 

Over 78 minutes of music here, kids; bring your own packed lunches. 
The marathon kicks off with ‘Birth Dream’, 13 minutes of bottle- 
blowing music with added dings and chimes, and a low groaning vocal 
noise suggesting of birth pangs, or floating in amniotic fluid. 

Remember that Kubrick’s Star-Child was observed not long before 
this, an image etched in the memory of any sensible person who 
beheld it. More outer-space high jinks follow in ‘Journey’, where 
Wishart uses NASA samples and the sound of rockets taking off, long 
before anyone else was doing it (with the possible exception of Astral 
Navigations, the underground progressive rock LP). The Apollo moon 
programme was well under way at this time and its powerful images 
and sounds abounded on the television sets of the UK, quite often 
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with informed commentary from James Burke and Raymond Baxter. But Wishart is 
not filled with childish Buck Rogers dreams of life among the planets. His ‘Journey’ 
is partly mundane, quotidian, depicting a man awaking, turning off his alarm clock, 
climbing out of bed, washing, and driving down the motorway. His car journey is 
transformed into a space odyssey by the simple juxtaposition of the engine noise 
with an overlaid Saturn missile roaring. Halfway through, he stops to refill with 
petrol. These are all very ‘narrative’ elements, and almost naive, but gorgeous; this 
is almost like the early Monty Python LP track which poses the quiz question, 
‘Which famous film director is this, getting up in the morning?’ - following it with a 
sound collage which could be absolutely anybody getting up in the morning. And I 
mean no disrespect with that observation, believe me. Wishart and Python might 
not be that far apart. 

The field recordings are gradually overtaken by the compositional elements; 
minimalist percussion and bell music, overlaid with treated motorway sounds. 
Electro-acoustic at its very best, and soon to get better; the composition grows 
increasingly mad. Chimes, babies screaming, heartbeats, clangs, noises and radio 
sets; ‘plenty of multi-tracking, editing, vocal acrobatics and musique concrete’, as 
Clive Graham’s sleeve note says. The closing track ‘Arrival’ is where all of the 
elements are brought together in a psychedelic freak-out style - preceded by lots 
of doors opening, we’re assaulted by a melange of insane flutes, more bells and 
chimes, random grunts and yelps and inane chants from the York student brigade, 
while fragments of the original ‘Journey’ tapes seep into the fabric. All wonderful 
stuff; who could fail to be entertained? 

The best package yet from Paradigm; it reproduces an exact facsimile of the original 
LP back cover, and conflates the two front covers into a new striking compound 
design. Inside are fragments from the original score, or ‘antiscore’, copies of which 
can be ordered from Paradigm, a nice photo of a Yorkshire Landscape where these 
adventures took place, and a sketch of an alarm clock printed on the white CD. 
This might turn out to be the last release from this unique UK label, as label boss 
Graham is thinking of giving up the unequal struggle in the face of indifference. 
Prove him wrong and buy a copy of this. 

ED PINSENT 28/02/2002 

paradigm@stalk.net 

www.stalk.net/paradigm 



Various Artists 

toot-pak#l 
UNITED KINGDOM 
HULL TIME BASED 
ARTS TOOTOO 1-005 
5 X 3" CDs IN A BAG 
( 2000 ) 


This excellent set could just 
be the quintessential ‘Art 
Gallery’ release, a set of five 
mini-CDs whose origins lie 
in the 1 999 Festival of 
sound art organised by Hull 
Time-Based Arts. Some of 
the recordings here were 
taken from this Totally Out 
Of Tune’ festival, some are 
new commissioned 
works.. ..the package itself is 
a nifty artefact, CDs in 
colour-coded sleeves and 
permatrace inserts. The 
very canny curators (Gillian 
Dyson, Rob Gawthrop and Chris Gladwin) have not tried to document, package, 
and resell the festival ‘experience’; rather, they know full well that the sounds 
taken out of their original context will acquire new meanings, and this excellent 
collection stands by itself - more than a catalogue, more than a compilation, it’s a 
living breathing piece of art. The acousmatic (the removal of a sound from its 
source) and its consequent imaginary bring about discourse and discord’, is their 
motto. Right on! Ask yourself, haven’t you ever felt the deadening effect of leaving 
an art exhibit and purchasing some overpriced glossy exhibition book, an act of 
consumption and closure which usually serves to put a full stop to your enjoyment 
of the art you’ve just seen? Far better to have a more open-ended, lively project 
like this, which enables the possibility of continuing a dialogue. 


Refreshingly, few of the big-name ‘usual suspects’ of experimental music or gallery 


art are represented here, unlike one particular high-profile fawning 
London show we could mention. The organisers still believe that art 
has meaning, and has the potential to engage with an audience; Rob 
Gawthrop was a stern left-wing radical film-maker when he visited my 
art college in 1981, sparking ideas on all six, and the PR guy from Hull 
tells me that Rob ‘still orbiting out there on the left, and militant 
about it’. The music on the five CDs is categorised by odd concepts, 
helping you get a handle on the work. The first disc, ‘music from 
work’, is documentary recordings - the sound of sawing wood with a 
chainsaw opens the set, suggesting the violence ahead and the 
brusque way our cultural expectations are treated like so much ‘dead 
wood’. The User, still thriving, contributes his installation of amplified 
dot-matrix printers (already released, and reviewed in issue seven of 
TSP). Hemlut Lemke records an ants’ nest; Peter Bosch and Simone 
Simons record a gallery assemblage of packing-crates of junk, shaking 
and vibrating. 

Three splendid recordings on disc two are soundtracks for spirited, 
lunatic and absurdist performance actions, which is just I way I like 
them. Jon Rose (a preposterous Australian violinist-prankster much 
cultivated by Chris Cutler) turns in a maniacal bout of sawing and 
thumping. Hayley Newman, the English queen of body-mikes, trigger 
samples and geeky clothing, activates an installation of weighing 
machines which ‘make the sounds of what is placed on them’. ..what 
the devil? No less bonkers is Erwin Stache with his toys, speaking 
books and amplified junk. 

American holy minimalist titan Charlemagne Palestine gets the third 
disc all to himself - and as it’s exclusive to this project, you’ll need a 
copy if you’re a CP completist. The extract from his Tit for Toot’ is 
like a pocket-version of Strumming Music, featuring electric keyboards 
which resonate with the piano and the acoustic space of the gallery. 
Sublime, as always. It dawns on me that this collection is building up 
two very strong themes - one, that aspects of the physical world can 
always be changed for the better, and the task is easier than we think. 
Two, that there is an amazing invisible world all around us, waiting to 
be revealed. Well, you could say the same things about all successful 
art I suppose, but isn’t that why we all love it? 

Disc four is the ‘noisy’ one. The Rhombic Youth Orchestra play a 
Pop-Art pastiche version of Merzbow (if that’s possible), and the 
same irony applies to their title ‘I Am Super-Mega Destructor!’ Very 
Japanese. A quacking loop of throbbing noise cut with splintery and 
shattery effects. Rob Gawthrop’s ‘Noise Transmission 2.3' is a 
troubled and chaotic affair. Unhappy radio sets wail like the howling 
wind, while toys and cymbals are abused. An angry and critical process 
artist at work. Dallas Boner’s ‘Crimea River’ wouldn’t sound out of 
place on a Lasse Marhaug release; plenty of violent, inert electric 
screeches trying vainly to break out of a knotted clump of pain. 
Deliciously nasty. 

Disc five seems to assume that the future of sound-art resides in the 
laptop and the soundfile, and may disappoint slightly if you’ve heard 
better on Mille Plateaux, Mego, A-Musik et al. In fact Blir’s ‘Record I' 
is almost a Mego identikit piece, all smeared beats and splintered 
samples. Qaopbreakspace is minimal clicks and cuts of static noise, 
also done by the numbers. But Klunk’s ‘Auto:Codek’ is effective, a 
quiet and enigmatic treatment of illogical, untraceable, clonking noises. 

Totally Out Of Tune’ is obstinate and abrasive, defiantly at odds with 
the vapidities of flabby, lazy modern culture. The best thing of its kind 
I have heard for a long time. A curative, a dose of vitamins, a shot in 

the arm. Every home 
should have one. Pour 
the milk on your 
cornflakes, brethren, 
and start the day anew. 

ED PINSENT 
02/01/2002 

42 High Street, Hull 
HU I IPS, UK 
timebase@htba.demon.c 
o.uk 
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Michael Renkel 


Michael Renkel is a guitar improviser and electronics merchant based in Berlin. 
His improvisations are so good they withstand intensive remixing and 
reprocessing treatments, carried out by Renkel himself with his 
microprocessor. Output of this activity = very good records - below, find 
ample evidence of this and a distinctive talent at work. 


Activity Center 

Mowen & Moos 
GERMANY NO LABEL 
NO NUMBER CDR 
(1999) 

This is a double CD of 
acoustic improv music, 
originally released in 1 999 on 
the 2: 1 3 label in the UK, and 
which was remixed and 
remade by Renkel, as per 
below release.. .both players 
number themselves as part of 
the New Berlin Reductionism 
scene, and both are informed 
by the same spirit of adventure as all the CDs described here. Adventure - 
once, that used to be what improv was all about. I have heard so much 
contemporary improvisation where the players act as though all the 
important music has already been made, and that all they need to do is make 
a minor improvement on it, or (even worse) make a musical comment on it; 
how often do you hear a saxophone player happy to bask in the gigantic 
shadow cast by Evan Parker? Or a guitarist who knows that his every move 
is being mentally compared to the complete works of Derek Bailey? 

I’m not here to tell you that Beins and Renkel have rediscovered the key to 
the Garden of Eden and have entered a prelapsarian state of purity, but on 
this superb double set they do behave and perform with a wondrous 
innocence, playing as though they’re discovering a language for the first time. 
Exquisite music pours forth in unstoppable torrents, produced from a gentle 
caressing of instruments, musicians loving the small sounds, and expressing a 
real amazement at the simplest things - a guitar string can resonate! A 
bowed cymbal vibrates! Small, rattling creaky and scraping sounds build 
together slowly, progressively building up simple melodies and rhythms, 
rhythms like clockwork toys dancing across a parquet floor in a clunky 
movement. 

This music adds new meaning and new vitality to the ‘genre’ of guitar and 
percussion improv - in fact it ignores 
the genre altogether and creates 
something better. Other improv 
players dream, in their politically 
correct and polite way, of leaving 
enough space for their fellow 
collaborators to perform.. .Activity 
Center go one stage further, and 
create that space - defining huge areas 
of interactive possibility between the 
notes. 

This method - and this music - 
guarantees your listening delight - you 
sit and wait in fascination. 

What will come next? 

ED PINSENT 07/02/2002 


Gato Leiras / Michael Renkel 

Urbano Mistica Amplitude 

GERMANY NO LABEL NO NUMBER CDR (2001 ) 

Three long tracks, performed live - collaborations between Renkel and Gato 
Leiras from Buenos Aires. The live recording is an important element to this 
exciting release; the listener is invited to take part in a form of ‘instant 
composition’, which has probably been the dream of all improvising and free 
musicians since AMM onwards. A much busier and intensive set than the 
CD above, including bundles of samples, live processing and continually 
reinvented electric gurglery, whizzmation, and bloopage. The voice samples 
are particularly juicy; the vocoder has never been used with such 
imagination. It’s like being in the midst of a crowd of babbling aliens, their 
tongues stretched, slowed down and distorted, all bubbling like melted 
cheese above a chaotic muddle of noisy rubble. Urbano Mistica Amplitude is 
a form of electronic crowd control; only on occasion does it veer towards 
wackiness, as though the two heads of the collaborators had grown thick 
with the very insanity they are attempting to reproduce in music. 

ED PINSENT 07/02/2002 

Michael Renkel 

Activity Center: Mowen & Moos Remix by 
Michael Renkel 

UNITED KINGDOM 2:13 MUSIC 2:13 CD 014 CD (2001) 

Michael Renkel remixes improvised music and makes a new electronica CD 
out of it. Whichever way you hang the lampshade, as a piece of music this is 
a total winner. Through innovative reworkings, Renkel finds endless 
possibilities in the improvisation that the original players could never 
achieve; at the same time, a solo electronicist with a hard-disc packed with 
samples could never achieve such moments of sheer intuitive brilliance, if 
working solo. The original source material is a double CD called Mowen und 
Moos - played by Renkel with his buddy Burkhard Beins, a fine percussionist 
who accompanied guitarist John Bisset on Chapel, another 2:1 3 release from 
last year. This music breaks a lot of the ‘rules’ of strict improv, because 
passages are repeated and restated if they’re successful, 
edited out if they’re not. Also, the original acoustic qualities 
are sacrificed; Renkel denatures and distorts many sounds 
until they’re scarcely recognisable - but it has to be said, he is 
very sparing with the use of FX and filters. That’s a discipline 
in itself. The new sounds he makes are delicious enough to 
savour, hovering on the cusp between the familiar human 
warmth of the original performances, and the strangeness of 
the electronic processes that mutate them. 

When the original ‘source code’ comes to the surface, and 
real-time playing is recognisable, then you realise that Renkel 
is following the established rhythms and patterns on the tape 
as an ‘analogue’ to create this new work. Its internal 
dynamics are reworked and restated into startling new 
patterns. So while Activity Center is still a radical 
deconstruction of this form of music, it’s also very 
sympathetic to the performances - and even enhances them 
in exciting ways. Now, there aren’t many people currently 
stockpiling samples and soundfiles into their laptops who can 
make that claim; very often, I sense the opposite is the case, 
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and that many young sampling-editors have a far more nihilistic agenda in 
mind. No matter; this CD is a genuine and affecting work of art. In fact all 
improvised music should be this much fun! 

ED PINSENT 17/12/2001 

139 Gibson Gardens, London NI6 7HH 
www.2- 1 3. co.uk 

Michael Renkel 

Errorkorper 1 for electric guitar, FX processor 
and notebook 

GERMANY NO LABEL NO NUMBER CDR (2001 ) 

Whoosh! I’m so enamoured of this record that I’m rapturously declaring it 
to be one of the finest works yet released in the name of laptoppery and 
computer-assisted electronic music. The packaging includes a small diagram 
showing the relational positions of Renkel’s tools - which include pitch 
shifter, mixing desk, laptop, and foot switches for his bank of special effects - 
when he’s doing it and laying down a track onto the recording medium. The 
original source ‘code’ in this case is a guitar (apparently), although there are 
clearly voice samples and other found tapes thrown into th’ ‘mix’. This 
diagram is curious, in that it doesn’t prepare you 
for the music much; I wonder if Picasso ever drew 
a map showing where he layed his brushes, pallette 
and medium next to the canvas? If he did, I expect 
the director of Tate Modern is masturbating over it 
right now. A map like that reveals everything about 
an artist, except his talent. 

Michael Renkel hath his share of talent also, 
methinks. He manages a subtle coaxing of curious 
and wonderful sound events from the powerful 
package of equipment and tools sketched above. 

He is perhaps cautious of the power he wields 
(unlike Pita Rehberg, for example, who uses every 
gigabyte of his processing power to mash the 
listener into submission), and uses that power 
judiciously and sparingly. There are plenty of 
Sampling-Simons around right now who, in the act 
of feeding found sounds and tapes into their G4s, 
simply end up brutalising the material (and 
themselves in the process), breaking a butterfly on 
a wheel. Renkel, by contrast, is genuinely keen to 
explore and discover what is possible using digital 
technology. All this without a trace of arrogance on 
his part; yet he may turn out to be a significant 
innovator and leader in the field. I hear few 
preconceived ideas on this recording; I do hear a 
man guided by his own inner voice, a man prepared 
to listen and learn. 

ED PINSENT 07/02/2002 

Michael Renkel 

mini-interview: 

EP: I think [the remix record] is absolutely 
wonderful music - one of the best electronic 
records I've heard. Good work indeed! Do you 
have any extra snippets of info you can send me on 
this excellent release? 

MR: The remix deals with the original material of 
the Activity Center release mowen und moos (2:1 3 
music). It is the result and the debut of one year of 
work with the computer. I'm actually a guitarist and 
I started working with electronics with the idea to 
realize my musical language and render it into the 
computer. My latest project is a composition called 
errorkorper I (for electric guitar, FX processor, 
mixing desk and notebook). 


EP: I read on another 2: 1 3 release that Burkhard Beins was part of the 
'Berlin Minimal Improv' scene. What the devil does this mean? 

MR: Burkhard as well as myself is a member of a small scene / group that is 
interested playing improvised music with an affinity to contemporary new 
(also composed) music, using very quiet sounds and phases of silence ... it's 
not minimalistic like Steve Reich or so it's more ‘reductionism’. See also the 
group: Phosphor ( B. Beins, Axel Dorner, Annette Krebs, Andrea Neumenn, 
Ignaz Schick, Robin Hayward, Alessandro Bossetti and me). We have a 
release on the French label Potlatch very soon. 



All the above were sent on CDR format. Contact MR direct for details; he 
might be prepared to burn you copies as desired, if you ask nicely. Access to 
music is a privilege, not a right. The sleeves are computer-printed too, but 
don’t let any of that put you off. 

Weinbergsweg 5, D- 1 0 1 19, Berlin, Germany 
renkelberlin@gmx.de 
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In pursuit of the 
hellish hound 


The Residents 

Refused: The Pilgrimage of Santa Dog through 

the Second Millennium 

USA RALPH AMERICA RA 06 CD (1 999) 

A CD which compiles all known recordings of ‘Santa Dog’, starting from the 
very first Residents record of 1972. This 
CD is one of Ralph America’s website- 
only releases, and now sadly sold out. 

Tracing the growth and development of 
Santa Dog as something rich and strange - 
more than just a ‘character’, somehow an 
almighty theme. Perhaps what Moby-Dick 
was to Herman Melville. 

Near the end we see the dog walking on 
his hind legs. A terrifying image. Which 
reminded me of the two dogs in Russell 
Hoban’s Ridley Walker, Folleree and 
Folleroo. Nobody knows quite what they 
mean, in this novel depicting a folk- 
memory of nuclear war. 

But Santa Dog, make no mistake, has now 
become a satanic hell-hound, stalking the 
dark globe, gaining more ground than 
ever before. He feeds on noxious herbs. 

At the same time, The Residents cry out 
‘Show Us Your Ugly!’, meaning bring 
forward the freaks and the outcasts from 
the lower depths of society. This clarion 
call has surely been one of their missions 
from the outset. The Freak Show project 
was merely the tip of the iceberg, since 
so many of their important songs have 
featured the lonely, the freakish, the 
exiles. More importantly, these are the 
very people The Residents are setting out 
to redeem. To bring them back into the 
flock of the human race. 

The four images on the original Santa Dog sleeve show us an important part 
of their mission from the outset. We’re going to destroy your happy home, 
through any means possible - fire, explosion, aircraft damage, or lightning. 
And now through the four horsemen of the Apocalypse too! 

People must be left alone, unless they have a happy home. 

The recycling of their own songs, their own material, through the years, 
shows the commitment to the material. Each new performance, each new 
re-presentation (as amply shown on the Icky Flix tour) brings the song new 
life. They’re striving to engage with their own ideas, root out the very core 
of meaning. Because they believe in the meaning of their songs, and the value 
of the ideas they have to communicate. 

This is important, because it’s not simply trading on the past - as one 
thousand and five other lousy old rock bands will do to us, without even 
thinking about it. 

So here Santa Dog is explored and re-explored, partially so The Residents 
can exorcise themselves of its ghosts, partly to bring new layers of meaning 
which have accreted, through their own meditations on this hellhound 
figure, and the experiences their lives can bring to it. The mystery deepens, 
never resolving itself. New lyrics are added; extra verses, extra music. 
Quotes from other relevant Residents tunes are brought in, stitched into 
the fabric. Even a Bonzo Dog sample, ‘Noises From The Leg!’ (Bonzo Dog 


himself becomes thus a shadowy companion to Santa Dog). 

The core of meaning is simple, yet contains a knot of psychological 
complexes; with deft economy, intense psycho-dramas are packed into 
absurdist lyrics. The tensions within the nuclear family; the futility of a ‘happy 
family life’. Drawn from The Residents’ own personal frustrations and 
private dramas, and transformed into art. 

The urgency of the original recordings; so much to say, packed into minutes 

of inventive genius. A Frankenstein 
monster of sound; sampled records and 
sound effects, with their own added 
primitive attempts at playing guitars and 
drums, and distorted vocal effects 
skewed by scads of reverb. One way of 
looking at it; they spent years trying to 
recapture that vitality, and ended up 
simply reprogramming the song structure 
into their Midi-based synth toys. From 
there, they could open up vast new 
panoplies of unexplored territory. 

Arf and Omega perform on the original 
single, singing ‘Kick a Cat’, in a fragment 
from the early mythology of The 
Residents which never developed as it 
should have done. A Siamese Twin tag- 
wrestling team. They were star 
characters in the Vileness Fats movie. 
They’re a couple of nasty thugs. ‘Kick A 
Cat, Kick A Cat’ they chant like gleeful 
morons; ‘Fish are dumb, pluck an eye 
from one!’ They may get the better of 
cats and fish - but they don’t mess with 
Santa Dog. 

Santa Dog himself contains the genetic 
code for many of the targets of the entire 
Residents canon. Christmas (the cheap 
sentimental family Christmas) comes 
under attack many times in the early 
records. The duality of Satan and Christ - 
inexpressibly expressed in the twisted 
opening line, ‘Santa Dog’s a Jesus fetus’, which has a power unmatched. Not 
only has religion been a major theme (but carefully wrapped in ambiguity), 
but mismatched twins have appeared like bad pennies all along The 
Residents route. From Arf and Omega to the Siamese twins in God In Three 
Persons. 

The blending of time zones has a certain chagrin too. The original EP is like a 
time travel machine, claiming ‘when everyone lives in the future, the present 
is a voir’. Santa Dog has no presents/presence in the future. Yet they were 
singing this in 1 972, unaware of how Santa Dog’s presence in the future 
would grow and grow. Not just as a re-recorded song, but as a threatening 
shadow of evil cast across the surface of the earth. 

What can rescue the human race? Only Weescoosa knows the way. 

I love The Residents. The Sound Projector should have featured them in 
every single issue, strange that we have not done so for one of my favourite 
ever musical manifestations on this dark globe. 

Buy or Die. 

ED PINSENT 
www.ralphamerica.com 
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What’s Left of the 

New Left 

By Chris Atton 


John Butcher, Xavier 
Charles, Axel Dorner 

The Contest of Pleasures 
France Potlatch P201 CD 
( 2001 ) 

amere 3 

trees 

United Kingdom whi music 
whi002 CD (2001) 

Konk Pack 

Warp Out 

Germany Grob 323 CD (2001 ) 

Misere et Cordes 

Au Ni Kita 

France Potlatch PI 01 CD 
( 2001 ) 

Ernesto Diaz-lnfante 
and Chris Forsyth 

wires and wooden boxes 

USA Evolving Ear/Pax 
Recordings EE03/PR90252 
( 2001 ) 

Roscoe Mitchell and 
Thomas Buckner 

8 O'clock: Two 



Konk Pack should be the equal of my 
top two, easily. Boasting the skittering 
junk percussion of Roger Turner and 
the wonderful analogue synthesiser of 
Thomas Lehn (and Tim Hodgkinson, 
whose work I've always enjoyed most 
when working with tunes, but that's 
reactionary old me for you) this 
group's first studio outing shouldn't go 
wrong. But it does. It's far too rich a 
mix, ultimately - no space to breath - 
no time or space for us to attend to 
the fine details that all these players 
can throw at us - a 
Euro-Borbetomagus without the 
bleeding ears, perhaps - which, after 
all, is rather to miss the point of 
Borbetomagus. Konk Pack is home to 
three players who, in other arenas at 
least, have made defiantly innovative 
contributions to the history and 
current practices of free 
improvisation. 

Misere et Cordes (get it?) are a guitar 
quartet whose repertoire is rather 
too easily tracked through their 1970s 
forefathers: there's the ugly atonality 
of Derek's distortion; Derek and 
Fred's swell-pedalled chording; Fred's 
guitars-on-the-table approach (in 
sound, if not in form) and Henry's 
digital extrapolations. Often all at 
once. Sadly derivative and not half as 
thrilling as I was hoping. (I blow hot 
and cold with Potlatch releases - La 
Piece I loved enough to write the 
sleeve note for; The Contest of 


Pleasures is a marvel; this I find dull.) But if Misere et Cordes aren't 


Improvisations 

USA Mutable Music 1 7505-2 CD (2001 ) 


half as thrilling as they should be, then the guitar (and extras) duo 
of Diaz-lnfante and Forsyth barely muster a quarter. Over ten 
pieces they demonstrate the cul-de-sac that free improvisation can 


In descending order... Butcher, Charles and Dorner make a magnificent racket in a 
French mediaeval church, one of those rare CDs that succeeds in capturing the space 
within which the music is made as well as the music itself. Indeed, the two are 
inseparable here: saxophones, clarinet, trumpet and masonry meshing resonantly and 
harmonically to present us with one of those remarkable moments - a true summit 
meeting - that makes ploughing through all those recorded-in-the-back-room-of-the 
Golden-Fleece worthwhile. Without getting too fey, for me this recording vindicates 
the 'non-idiomatic' argument for free improvisation - it sounds like no other music. 
Not even like other free improvisation, at times. 

amere 3's debut CD equally goes beyond idiom, managing to sound profoundly 
foreign to these ears for most of its duration. Not foreign as in Albanian or 
Macedonian, rather the group's obvious rooting in free jazz - we have a 
bass/sax/drums trio here - is flung aside, though without the group lighting out for 


be: few ideas, noodling rather than determining; at times they don't 
seem to be listening to each other. I note that their first release 
was in fact recorded 'in separate studios, in separate cities.' 

Perhaps they've got too used to not listening to each other. But at 
south pole position, we have to hand it to the old guard, out to 
prove that you don't have to be at the sharp end of the tradition to 
feel the weight of history pressing down. 

Roscoe Mitchell's post-Art Ensemble's tweetings and clatterings 
offer little to inspire vocalist Thomas Buckner's modernist 
tweetings and baritonings, or perhaps it's the other way around. In 
any event, this is proof positive that impeccable histories can lead to 
very peccable presents. 

CHRIS ATTON 


the VHF approach (VHF share Simon Fell as bassist with amere3) of sparse/dense, 
non-specific noise-making. This stuff is lyrical, though whose lyrics I can't tell. To 
paraphrase Derek Bailey - in whose tradition is this? This is world music as it should 
be - of all worlds and no worlds - this is free jazz as it can be, without the frenzy, but 
with the foreignness and the surprise that the best improvisation can have. 


www. potlatch.digiweb.fr 

www.whi-music.co.uk 

www.churchofgrob.com 

Evolving Ear: benjamin@expectdelay.com 

www.paxrecordings.com 
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www.mutablemusic.com 

Quatuor Helios 

Quatuor Helios 

France Vand'Oeuvre 

001 8 CD (2000) 

In which, over the duration 
of four pieces, this 
international percussion 
quartet demonstrate at least 
some of the limits to which 
contemporary percussion 
performance and 
composition can be pushed, 
though not without 
unalloyed success. The first 
half comprises two pieces by 
members of the ensemble. 
Jean-Christophe 
Feldhandler's ‘D'une 
Lumiere’ throws piano, 
electric guitar and melodica 
into the percussive mix but, 
sadly, offers little that will be 
new or remarkable to either 
the contemporary music 
afficionado or the improv 
fan. Over ten minutes the 
players crash form one 
crescendo to another, 
recalling nothing more 
stimulating than the tyro 
improvising group. A 
disappointing beginning. 



(encompassing grindcore, improvising with analogue 
synthesisers and tapework) that allegedly draws on the 
music of Kraftwerk, Giorgio Moroder and Suicide. 
Which leaves one baffled as to what one will hear. 
What you do get, over 45 minutes divided somewhat 
uninspiringly into three tracks titled ‘Start’, ‘Middle’ 
and ‘End’, is a series of musical experiments that 
resemble nothing more or less than the Sky recordings 
of Dieter Moebius, during and after Cluster, with such 
collaborators as Plank, Beerbohm and Neumeier. 

There are echoes of Moebius's trademark queazy 
synth lines, fragmented and distorted voices (or what 
seem to be voices), sequenced rhythms that phase in 
an out in ways far more human and humorous than 
Steve Reich's ever did. At times Rotor's music comes 
on like early Acid House, and is none the worse for 
that. In a micro-musical world where the fractured 
beat is king and turntablism and the laptop are its 
handservants, it's refreshing to hear music made 
compelling by the simple subversions of analogue 
synthesiser technology. It also strikes me that if an old 
Cluster fan like me can find something in this - though 
for the life of me I don't see the Kraftwerk, the 
Moroder or the Suicide in it - then perhaps there is a 
future for creative, humanising electronic music that is 
not in thrall to fashion or technological fascism. 

CHRIS ATTON 
www.staalplaat.com 


Laurent Grappe 

le luxe de la reflexion! 

France Metamkine/Sonoris MXCD 



The apparently interminable Mort aux Vaches series 
of paper-fastenered releases stumbles to infinity with 
Roger Rotor's first for Staalplaat. His cv is of a type 
that is becoming familiar - an almost wilful eclecticism 


YYY/SON 32 CD (2000?) 


Roger Rotor 

Mort aux Vaches 

The Netherlands Staalplaat No number 

CD (1999) 


In which French electro-acoustic/acousmatic composer produces a 
'sound being' (it says here) that even stretches the patience of this 
long-time fan of all things Metamkine. How can this be? Partly it's 
to do with incomprehensibility, though that never seemed a 
problem even in the darker, more impenetrable moments of 
Metamkine's Cinema pour I’oreille series. Here though the language 
barrier is significant. To begin, I wasn't sure whether I was hearing 
French or Arabic (I suspect the latter with a French accent). This is 
the voice of a Lebanese girl and it is this, 
reciting various texts, that forms the 
backbone - indeed the inspiration - 
behind the piece. Electroacoustic and 
musique concrete interpolations and 
backgrounds aim to provide the 
necessary distancing that the piece's logic 
requires. For le luxe de la reflexion! 
seems to be about considering what 
happens to a culture (here, Arabic) when 
it is dominated by an outside culture - 
how does own view one's own language 
when it is no longer the dominant voice 
in one's culture? A bold aesthetic task, 
no doubt about that, yet how successful 
is it to the listener whose language is 
plainly closer to that of occupier, and who 
can make no sense at all of the heart of 
the piece? Can we go no further than 
cold intellectual appreciation? Marvelling 
at the foreignness of it all? Is that to do 
no more collude in the very mechanisms 
of power that Grappe is (forgive me) 
grappling with? Perhaps this would make 
a better book than a record? 


CHRIS ATTON 


metamkine@compuserve.com 
Sonoris: www.azfm.net; info@sonoris.org 


Le Quan Ninh's ‘Oscille’ takes a very different path. Based around the recitation of 
an ancient Vietnamese text, the four players explore the interactive possibilities of 
lithophones coupled with a system of movement sensors. Recorded live with no 
prerecorded material or overdubs, the music often reaches that organic complexity 
that the best of David Tudor's work for electronics can do - lovers of his Rainforest 
series and his Neural Network recordings on Lovely Music will find much to 
luxuriate in here. Perhaps overstaying its welcome at over 20 minutes, the piece 
nevertheless presents ensemble work with percussion-based electronics of the 
highest order. 


We're back to rather obvious improvisation 
strategies with Vinko Globokar's ‘Kvadrat’ in which, 
as far as I can make out, the performers move around 
various small percussion kits, a bit like musical chairs. 
The musicians are instructed to ignore the rest of the 
group, with predictable effects. For all the music's 
rhythmic structure, the sonic outcome is one of 
disinterested improvisation, lacking commitment or 
variety - hardly the fault of the performers, instead an 
inherent structural problem with the composition. 


To conclude, Torn Takemitsu's ‘Seasons’ has all his 
characteristic emblems of grace, power and lyricism. 
Here translated to percussion, the delicate timbral 
varieties are smeared across a gorgeously sustained 
sixteen minutes, highly suggestive of the shifting 
meteorological and biological changes through a year. 


CHRIS ATTON 


vdo.fr. st 
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PHILL NIBLOCK 

‘A tribute to the profound mystery of acoustics ‘ 

by Marcelo Aguirre & Daniel Varela 


INTRODUCTION BY 

Marcelo Aguirre 

Since more than thirty years ago, 

Phill Niblock has created 
remarkable austere and 
demanding music. His works 
using physical aspects of long 
sounds as soon as microtunings 
and acoustic space projection has 
developed a drone music 
aesthetic that today has many 
followers in different places. As a 
personal statement, I believe that 
Phill Niblock is (beyond his own 
words) a truly ‘one of a kind’ 
artist capable to drive us to think 
about some problems. One of 
these problems is that, despite 
the technologised western world 
maybe [it] is possible to think on 
a place for traditions, 
trascendence and - perhaps- 
some kind of spiritual liberation. 

These particular areas have been 
modified through several years of 
modern and postmodern nihilism 
and neglected as a sort of private 
introspection, incarcerated or 
even su pressed out from our 
own memories. Niblock told us 
about his inspiration taken from 
the early works by Morton 
Feldman, one of the most elusive 
twentieth century composers. 

As a matter of fact, Feldman 
could be taken as a starting point 
formally and extramusically. Thus, 
the spectator is free to open 
himself to the experience. As well as Feldman composed his homonymous 
work for and premiered in the ‘Rothko Chapel’( 1971), ‘a spiritual 
environment created by the American painter Mark Rothko as a place for 
contemplation where men and women of all faiths, or none, may meditate in 
silence, in solitude or celebration together’, the simultaneous 
concert-projection given by Niblock in Berlin around the end of June 2001 
also took place in a church. The Parochial Church, situated in the eastern 
part of the city, seat of the ‘format 5' festival, an event formally orientated to 
experimentation and new tendencies, nevertheless open to a segment of 
pop-experimental electronic music , [such] as Monolake or Carsten Nicolai. 
A tendency in many Berlin events brings to a mixed audience the 
confrontation between club based electronica and mature composers with a 
well developed aesthetical proposal as is the case with the German 
composer and sound installation artist Kristina Kubisch, the Californian 
Mark Trayle, or, well, the omnipresent Phill Niblock. Given the possibility of 
bringing a new public to opposed fields, the enigma doesn’t resolve itself 
easily. As a result there was a slow emptying [of the audience] in the face of 
Niblock’s high volume performance, or what is a real experience: to 
experience the music of the composer live, in a huge space. 


you were inside. These drones, 
multitracking of a sole sound 
source (Thomas Buckner’s voice; 
Ulrich Krieger’s tenor sax or 
didgeridoo, Reinhold Friedl’s 
bowed piano; or Jim O’Rourke’s 
hurdy gurdy) were of such an 
intensity, that it felt as if they 
were going to burst the church’s 
cupola with resonance. On two 
movie screens facing each other 
and hanging high above, he was 
projecting images just as powerful 
as the sounds. It was 
uninterrupted film material of 
people working, captured in 
sequences of daily diligence, 
images that Niblock took in 
Sumatra and Japan. On one 
screen, fishermen who still use 
manual, millenary but modest 
techniques to fish or to weave 
their own nets, or awe-inspiring 
takes of the rocky beach where 
the workers hazard themselves in 
‘fishing’ of seaweed, which comes 
with the waves and the high tide, 
equipped with rods with a hook; 
or the selection offish in the 
barks and on the shore. On the 
opposite, the other screen shows 
the work with the ground. Manual 
work 100%! People ploughing the 
earth with the fingers, then 
sowing, then cultivating and 
harvesting. All was work, captured 
with nearness but without 
intruding, without editings, 
respecting the original takes and 
preserving the purity of these 
images. It shows that in certain cultures, work is also a daily ceremony well 
beyond the modern stress and saturation which the worker of the big cities 
suffers from. In front of this experience, a handful of sound artists persuade 
us to recover another retreat: the power which inhabits ourselves through 
concentration. 

(Note: This concert took place at midnight of 30th June 200 1 . From 4 th to 
15th July in the Singuhr Gallerie, tower bell of the Parochial Church, Niblock 
presented the sound installation ‘Computer-controlled Slide Pieces’ (1996). 
A computer driven, video/data display of images, converted from35 mm high 
contrast black and white photographic material, running continuously, using 
image superimposition to create a texture of constantly shifting tonal and 
spatial relationships, the photographs were made by Niblock in the Alps, 

The Sierra Nevada mountains, China, Brazil, Prague, New York subways. 
During the installation, darkened, a recording of ‘Five More String Quartets’ 
by himself was running. This interview, conducted by MA and as an e-mail 
collaboration with DV, took place in the main hall of Podewil, situated in the 
same street not far from the Parochial Church, some minutes after sharing a 
coffee with Jens Brand, David Behrman and others). 



Though Niblock is open enough to work with different generations of 
musicians who have indistinct sonic interests, he manages to create an 
environment which through manipulation and superimposition of the given 
sound sources is more physical than merely musical. Massive drones, but in 
an infinite development-continuum of inviting and pleasant frequencies, 
microtones and a rich spectrum of harmonic vibrations so strong to the 
senses, that they have the power to elevate, fill the lungs with air, and 
transportate into the filmic sequences being projected, make you feel as if 


MADV: Could you tell me about your early years... I 

READ ABOUT YOUR FIRST INVOLVEMENTS WITH IMAGES RATHER 
THAN SOUNDS... 

PN: I began to work with photography in 1 960 , which I found is very easy 
to do for me. So, I worked for several years photographing different things 
and this brought me closer and closer to the art scene. In 1 962 - 64, I 
photographed jazz musicians frequently, particularly the Ellington band. 
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Around 1 964 I began to see a lot of theater and things music related... new 
music, contemporary classical, so, I began to follow the 60's music scene. 
Then, I became working as a film maker with choreographers of the Judson 
Dance Theater. I had a one man show with photographs in 1 966 in a New 
York gallery that was the only photography gallery in New York at that 
moment. But after that, I stopped to printing and I became more involved in 
films and intermedia work. I began to work more as an intermedia artist 
with dancers, and with images. My first intermedia performance piece was at 
Judson Church / Judson Dance Theater in 1 968, with 1 6mm film and 35mm 
slide images, sections of live dance, and the first music of mine. 

MADV: What about a possible influence of minimal art in 
your work ? The sixties in New York has plenty of visual 

ARTS AND MUSICAL EXPERIENCES ... 

PN: I saw a lot of work done in that period, people like Donald Judd, 

Robert Morris, Sol LeWitt or Carl Andre. I was going to many galleries and 
that was very much an influence. In those times there was a whole 
minimalist scene and that approach seemed to be very natural for me... 

MADV: In THIS TIME WAS THE CREATION OF EXPERIMENTAL 

Intermedia Foundation (El)? What are the aims behind 

THE PROJECT IN GENERAL? 

PN: Experimental Intermedia was founded by Elaine Summers, who is a film 
maker, choreographer and event maker- an intermedia artist. She saw that it 
would be necessary to have a non-profit organization / status to apply for 
funding from the government ands private foundations. So, El is one of the 
very first artist run organizations to become a non-profit. 1 968 was very 
early, the New York Council for the Arts and the National Endowment for 
the Arts were just beginning to have more funds available. So it's very 
interesting that she saw that idea. I was one of the original artist members of 
El and I became one of the artists producing concerts and events of the 
work of other artists, and, from the seventies, I used the name of the 
Foundation to apply for funding, and I promoted its name. Elaine Summers 
was also curating and producing the work of others in her own loft space. I 
was producing concerts in my own loft space, at 224 Centre Street. There 
were concerts / events in my space twenty or thirty times a year from 1 973. 

MADV: And YOU'RE CURATING THESE EVENTS UNTIL NOW? 

PN: That's interesting to me, the whole idea of artists producing other 
artists. That is the making of the Foundation. I think that artists are the best 
curators of other artists. This is because artists are close to the creation of 
work and know other artists who are working in a similar way. They see and 
hear work with better discernment. It's about people helping other people 
in developing themselves. Since 1973 I have been producing concerts in 
New York. I meet many people when I'm on the road and in the early years, 

I spent much more time in NY and many people came to NY from around 
the world. Now many people send e-mails, people that I've met or artists 
associated with someone else I know. It’s a big network. 

MADV: And respecting to your music, have you ever 

BEEN INTERESTED IN DRONE MUSIC ?... AND ABOUT THIS, DID 
YOU FEEL SOME AFFINITY WITH EXPERIENCES BY LA MONTE 

Young, Tony Conrad or musicians like that? 

PN: To the first part of the question, well, I make drone music so I must say 
yes. And i only make drone music, although that would not be the way I 
would describe it. Much drone music came from the sixties. LaMonte Young 
and the group that included Tony Conrad and John Cale, made a big 
influence on me. Morton Feldman too. For a short period of time, about 
1961, he made pieces with long tones and without rhythm and I thought 
that that was very amazing to hear. And in some sense it gave me a 
permission, was a model for me to make music without being a trained 
composer. I knew the kind of sound world I was interested in and I'm aware 
of this kind of structure that I've worked with. In music there's a typical 
structure with melody and rhythms. But another way to make music is to 
work with long tones. And I was / am interested in using a structure using 
many tones sounded at the same time which produce other tones as a result 
from that superimposition, and making very thick masses of sound. In some 
of my earlier pieces, I worked with precise intervals (tuning the musicians 
precisely) and using perhaps eight layers of tones (eight tracks). Now I'm 
working with many more tracks / layers, and producing different tunings 
using the computer. This results in very massed sounds and in more 
complex tones which I like very much. But in all pieces are these same 
principles. 

MADV: Taking into account this, how do you 


ORGANIZE IN A FORMAL SENSE YOUR PIECES?... I MEAN 

particularly the kind of precise charts of frequencies 
included in the liner notes of CD with "Five More String 
Quartets" 

PN: For the most part, for my pieces I make a score. They are essentially a 
score for the multitrack mix, not for the musician. In very recent years I 
work pretty much without scores, but directly in the lines of the computer 
software. Well, it's pretty much the same thing as making the score. The 
scores are very precise. In general, I make the pieces very intellectually by 
deciding all these juxtapositions, then I make the multitrack tape without 
listening to it - listening only when its finished - so I hear the completed 
work. And only occasionally have I revised a piece. 

MADV: Many times, your music includes multitracking 

OF THE SAME INSTRUMENT, COULD YOU COMMENT ABOUT THIS 
CHOICE ? 

PN: Well, it’s a natural way of achieving layers of tones which produces a 
sound field that I find interesting. In using just one instrument, I play with 
that color of sound and with the interaction of tones. But I also have pieces 
using many instruments, one is ‘Early Winter’, which is on the CD with the 
string quartets. In the works with many instruments, the different timbres of 
the instruments affect the structure of the overall sound. I used about 
fifty-five tracks in that piece and it results in a sound mass of forty five 
minutes length. It sounds like it's all sounding pretty much the same 
throughout, but if you go through - let say listening for a short time each five 
minutes - it sounds incredible different each time. Moment to moment it 
seems like the same sound, but it's actually constantly changing. 

MADV: And considering that your music doesn't have 

MELODIES OR RHYTHM PATTERNS AND IT DISPLAYS A KIND OF 
'TIMELESSNESS' CHARACTER, HAVE YOU SOME PARTICULAR 
INTEREST FROM PSYCHOLOGICAL, PHYSICAL OR PHILOSOPHICAL 
POINTS OF VIEW ? 

PN: I'm interested more in making work in which people could have 
individual perceptions about what is happening and in which aspect they 
react to. I'm interested to make music that is really open to a lot of different 
perceptions and that people lose the time sense, so one could easily think a 
piece is two minutes long, twenty minutes long, thirty, forty, and lose the 
sense of how much time has passed. And so that's why in most concerts I 
play a number of different pieces. Each piece maybe twenty minutes long, 
but the shape of the whole concert is of long sound masses which change 
moment to moment and is centered in the nature of the sound itself. 

MADV: So, YOU TAKE THE SPACE AS A MUSICAL PARAMETER? 

PN: Yes, I'm very interested in large reverberant spaces in which the sound 
is shaped by the shape and size of the space. And the music changes with 
one's movements in the space. 

MADV: Your music is very connected with the New York 

SCENE FROM SIXTIES TO EIGHTIES AS IS WELL DOCUMENTED IN 

Tom Johnson's book The Voice of New Music which 

CAME FROM HIS COLUMNS FOR THE VILLAGE VOICE... ITS 
POSSIBLE TO THINK THERE IS A DIFFERENT APPROACH BETWEEN 

European sound artists and, let us say, 'NY style' ? 

PN: What's the ‘New York style’ ? (laughs) ... Well, its difficult to talk about 
a NY style due to fact that the city is a most international city, so many 
artists in NY came from Europe or from South America or Asia and all its 
incredibly mixed in New York. Berlin is another similar place, probably is the 
most international city in Europe. So, the reason for the New York sound is 
related to the fact that many artists working there are coming from out of 
New York. 

MADV: Taking into account your work in Europe, 

WHAT'S ABOUT EXPERIMENTAL INTERMEDIA IN GENT, BELGIUM, 
AND ABOUT COLLABORATIVE WORK WITH OTHER ARTISTS RUN 
ORGANIZATIONS , LIKE THE LOGOS FOUNDATION? 

PN: I was travelling and performing early in the 1 970's in Europe, and as 
part of that travel I met the producers at Logos in Gent and I made friends. 
Because I'm in Europe much of the time I thought it would be good to have 
a base, a place to go and stay for a bit, to work, etc. I found a cheap house in 
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Gent on the harbor of a canal. A great location. I decided to make a window 
gallery situation, where I could invite other artists to show work, and to 
come and stay. So the public does not come into the gallery, but sees the 
work through the windows of the gallery room. It's automatic, so if things 
have to turned on, it's done by timers. No one stays in the house all of the 
time. Other artists in Belgium liked the idea and proposed making an 
organization to administer the process. That organization was named 
Experimental Intermedia, like the NY one, and is generally headed by Maria 
Blondeel, herself an intermedia artist. El Gent began to have collaborative 
projects with other organizations in Holland, Germany, Japan and Belgium, 
which has worked extremely well. The website for El Gent is very good, 
experimentalintermedia.be 

MADV: Your career seems so much linked to 

COLLABORATIONS... MANY PEOPLE FROM DIFFERENT PLACES, 
INCLUDING YOUNGER GENERATIONS COMING FROM ROCK OR 
NOISE MUSIC. IT COMES TO MY MIND, PEOPLE LIKE OREN 

Ambarchi, Susan Stenger, Jim O'Rourke, the project 
Guitar Army... What brings these artists to your music? 

All these people... I don't know what the answer is really, but sometimes 
some people come because somehow it fits in the general scene or in what 
they are doing and interested in, and there are people that play with me. So 
this promotes interaction with many people in the scene and they form a 
network in various places. I was in Australia and New Zealand and played 
with several guitarists. There was a crossing of people in Sydney and in 
London, for instance. Oren Ambarchi, who played with me in Sydney and 
then recommended me to the CD label Touch in London, who had just 
published his CD. I had met Mike Harding of Touch at a festival in Vienna 
the year before, but had forgotten the label name. The contact worked out 
to be a CD on Touch. In Tokyo I met a man at a concert of my work who is 
from Mexico City and he invited to me to a concert there. I have since 
invited him for a concert of his music in NY. I have met a very mixed crowd 
of people on the road. I am always recommending contacts to them, and 
they also make contacts for me. 

MADV: By MOMENTS, YOUR WORK DISPLAYS SOME TENSIONS 
BETWEEN ABSTRACT ELEMENTS - MUSIC - AND FIGURATIVE, LIKE 
THE PEOPLE AT WORK IN YOUR FILMS. HAVE YOU SOME 
PARTICULAR REFLECTION ABOUT IT? 

PN: I'm interested in movement in the film frame, but the figurative aspects 
are less important than the fact that there is movement. I see the minimal 
aesthetic as being the elimination of extraneous elements of structure. So in 
film, I am interested in eliminating film time (editing time) and montage, 
sequencing, narrative line, development, plot, all of the things usually 
relevant to film, and concentrating on stasis, reiteration on a single idea. So, I 
think that is abstract although at first sight the films appear to be figurative 
and documentary. But they have nothing of documentary film form. 

MADV: The concert was forme a very special experience 

TO SEE THESE PEOPLE TOTALLY CONCENTRATED IN WHAT THEY'RE 
DOING (IN THE FILM) AND THAT'S FOR ME SUGGESTING THAT 
WORK IN CERTAIN CULTURES IS A KIND OF RITUAL. I FEEL A MIX 
SENSATION OF THE SOUND DRONES WITH THE PEOPLE 
WORKING, CONCENTRATED. I SEE IT AS A KIND OF CEREMONY 
OR RITUAL OF THE DAILY LIVING THAT IS FAR AWAY FROM THE 
MODERN WORKERS IN WESTERN CITIES AND IT WAS VERY 
APPEALING TO ME BECAUSE I DO MY WORK IN A VERY 
CONCENTRATED MANNER. I WONDER IF YOU HAVE TRIED TO 
DOCUMENT SOMETHING OR IF YOU HAVE SOME SPECIAL 
MESSAGE, INTENTION OR INTEREST ABOUT WORK IN ANCIENT OR 
IN EASTERN CULTURES... 

PN: I was working with Elaine Summers in the mid-sixties and with other 
dancers and choreographers, I had shot films for them, mostly as material for 
performance. Then I began to make my own intermedia performance pieces. 
Eventually I found it more difficult to look at the intellectuality, the 
artificialness, of dance. And it was more difficult to set up performances with 
so many people and so much equipment. So I began to film the movement of 
people working, doing their everyday work, the most natural of movements. 
And I used that with my music, to make a simpler intermedia performance. 

As it happened, I began to be more known as a composer, because the 
music world expects the kind of abstractness of my music, and the film 


world didn't seem to like that I eschewed the form and structure that they 
expected. Not even the experimental film world. 

Here is a paragraph from the notes to my first LP record release (circa 
1 985), which may clarify, or obscure, the way in which I work with the form: 

From the original notes to Nothing to Look at: 

The pieces are instrumental works, made on tape, performed as tape only, 
or tape with live musicians. The scores are the composer's mix scores. In 
performance the live musician plays with the tape, moving around the space, 
either matching tones on the tape or playing adjacent tones, creating shifting 
pools of beats and changed harmonics as he moves through the space and a 
duration of time. 

The pieces are made in stages. First, the tones are selected. The musician is 
tuned during the recording session by calibrated sine waves watches 
oscilloscope patterns to tune. Numerous examples of each tone are 
recorded. These tapes are edited (breathing spaces removed) into blocks of 
repetitions of each tone and then timed. The timed blocks are assigned to 
tracks and time slots of the eight tracks. In the score, each horizontal line (8 
of them for 8 track multitrack pieces) represents a separate track and a 
duration of time. Figures above the brackets represent minutes and seconds 
of elapsed time: within the brackets, above the line is the duration of the 
event; below the line, the frequency of the tone (the pitch in Hertz). After 
dubbing up the eight tracks, the top four lines (tracks) of the score are 
mixed down to one channel, and the bottom four to the second channel of 
the final stereo mix. The music is architectural - the intent is to fill the space. 
It is non-frontal music, non proscenium, anti-stage, not about the ensemble 
sitting an front of the audience, not about a single sound source. At least 
four speaker systems are desirable, arrayed around the periphery of the 
room, saturating the total space, engaging the air. The structure of the music 
comes from the reproduction of the tape (or CD). The live musician is not a 
soloist with tape background, but the converse. 

Now I am working more directly in the computer in Protools, where I make 
the pitch differences - the microtonal intervals, directly in the computer, and 
also create the multitrack scores directly in the lines of the software. 

Suggested Readings : 

Johnson, T.: Phill Niblock: Out of Tone Clusters (Village Voice. June 8, 

1972). Reprinted in The Voice of the New Music, Apollohuis, Eindhoven, 

1989. 

Johnson, T.: Phill Niblock on Fourth Street ( Village Voice. March 8, 1973). 
Reprinted in The Voice of the New Music, Apollohuis, Eindhoven, 1989. 

Johnson, T.: A Phill Niblock Update (Village Voice. January 8, 1 979). 
Reprinted in The Voice of the New Music, Apollohuis, Eindhoven, 1989. 

Hayman,R.: Phill Niblock’s "Nothing to Look at". Ear magazine. Vol.8 no I -2. 
Feb/ May 1983. 

Strauss, N.; Licht,A.: Minimalism Update. Option magazine #31. March/ April 

1 990. 

Sinker, M. : Din Locator. Phill Niblock. The Wire magazine # 124, June 1994. 
Duguid,B.: Phill Niblock. EST magazine # 6, 1995. 

Gann,K.: Master of Surprise. Village Voice. November 9, 1999 Vol. XLIV 
No. 44. 

Khazam,R.: Shimmer me Timbres. The Wire # 205. March 200 1 . 

Discography : 

Nothing to Look At. India Navigation Records LP. IN 3026. 

Niblock for Celli. India Navigation Records LP. IN 3027. 

Four Full Flutes. Experimental Intermedia CD XI 101. 

Music by Phill Niblock. Experimental Intermedia CD XI III. (1993) 

The Young Persons Guide to Phill Niblock. Double CD Blast First/ Disobey 
Records (1994), reissued by Experimental Intermedia in 2001. 

Touch Works, for Hurdy Gurdy and Voice. Touch CD. TO 49. (2001) 

China and Sunsets. Video released by O.O. Discs ooV2 (in VHS) 
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Universal Forms 


Olivia Block Interview she speaks about 


EP I'm impressed by the economy and 
compactness of Mobius Fuse - I still can't believe 
it's only half an hour long. Is this brevity 
deliberate? Are you making a statement about 
overlong CDs, for example? 

OB You are very insightful! Everything is 
deliberate in the piece, including the length. The 
duration of the CD is in part a reaction to the 
many very long CDs out now in the this genre. I 
wouldn't say I am making a direct statement, but 
It is a reaction, a manifestation of a desire that I 
have to hear more efficient works instead of 
stretched out compositions in which the length 
lends more of a conceptual element for the 
listener rather than an actual effect. I have a 
short attention span. I get bored and distracted 
easily, and there are many CDs, especially those 
within the now hazy realm of 'minimalism', that 
are difficult for me to get through, so I think 
Mobius Fuse was made to satisfy people like 
myself! 

The placement of sound can have a large impact 
on the listener's perception of time, and I used 
this method instead of literally including more 
time in the piece. The last part of the first piece, 
the part with the long electronic 'rain', is 
juxtaposed against the second piece (the 
hymn-like section), where the musicality makes 
time seem contained. This affects the feeling of 
the duration. The more electronic section seems 
much longer compared to something with such 
direct associations to timing as the hymn in the 
last part. 

It is always important to me to distill each solo 
composition of mine to what I perceive to be it's 
most essential stated knew that Mobius Fuse was 
finished when it sounded clear and 
uncomplicated. When I didn't cringe at something 
extraneous while listening, I was content-this 
took around 3 years. 

EP Did you also compose the gorgeous music 
for the brass and wind ensemble? Some of it 
sounds like it ought to be familiar somehow. 

OB Thanks for the lovely compliment! I did 
compose this musical sections as well as the 
electronic ones. That is interesting about your 
feeling of familiarity. I am not sure why the middle 
section would evoke that, although the last 
section certainly sounds familiar due to its 
ubiquitous style. 

EP Yes, the 'coda' is particularly effecting. The 
music sounds like a hymn tune - is it a traditional 
piece? Is it intended to be slightly ironic, to have 
such a mournful tune played against the 4th July 
fireworks? Are you aware of the work of Charles 
Ives? 

OB The music is indeed in the hymn or chorale 
format. It is not a traditional piece, but something 
I composed to sound traditional, familiar, but also 
slightly vague, generic. I wanted something to 
evoke nostalgia without a location with which to 



place it directly. There is no irony intended, 
although I was earnest in the face of irony, if that 
makes sense. I knew the material might be taken 
as an ironic statement. I wanted the musicians to 
sound very earnest, like they were trying so hard 
to play this tune. I wanted the endearing and 
mournful qualities to just hover there, naked. I 
wanted something about the smallness of 
humanity, the effort. The loaded qualities of the 
music existed of course, but they were only 
meant to just be, without an agenda, like 
watching a celebration from a high rooftop. I had 
also been listening to a lot of brass hymnal music 
played by little processions in tiny African villages. 
The recordings were really touching, casual 
marches and beat up trumpets, shuffling feet. 
Those recordings influenced me a lot. 

Charles Ives' work is really great. I take these 
comparisons as high compliments! Also, who else 
has written a hymn for his cat!!? I love cats! 

EP What do you look and listen for when you 
gather field recordings? Do you know in advance 
they're going to be used in compositions? Is it a 
separate activity? 

OB Gathering field recordings is often the first 
stage in the composition for me. I always 
consider that a recording I make might be used in 
a piece, and I take the portable dat with me to all 
natural environments. Often I am most 
interested in sounds which resemble universal 
forms, insect sounds which could easily be 
mistaken for some repetitive electronic din, for 
example. The most elegant forms are ubiquitous; 
those are what I seek. I am also interested in very 
close sounds which evoke touch, texture. I 
usually try to avoid sounds which are in any way 
linguistic, I prefer sounds which imply the 
absence of language. I also like recordings which 
capture the space in which the sound is 
contained, large open spaces are particularly 
appealing. 

EP I'm intrigued to know more about the 
experimental rock scene in Austin, where you 
'created abstract tapes for play during live 


her Mobius Fuse CD 

performances in several bands' (it says here). 
What were the tapes? Which were the bands? 
How did the playback go down with the 
audiences? 

OB I was in a few bands, nothing which lasted 
very long, at first I was just singing and playing 
guitar, I wasn't doing anything very interesting. 
After a while I started to feel very limited by the 
entire band-thing. I started making ambient tapes, 
layers of dense loops, harmony, to create a 
density to the music. I felt restrained by the limits 
of song structure. The audiences seemed to like 
it when it all worked. After a while I just wanted 
to make the tapes and quit the bands; I think at 
that point some people were a little worried. 

EP Are you trying to set yourself at some 
distance from certain elements of the current 
experimental / underground 'scene'? What is it 
about these certain factors - 'marginalisation', 
'extreme forms of music being segmented' and 
'collecting as a fetish' - that brings you to this 
view? 

OB I feel like a lot of experimental (a strange 
word) music is created in a highly specific, stylized 
manner, creating many rigid subgenres which do 
not evolve or cross pollinate in a healthy 
exploratory way. A lot of work I hear sounds 
imitative even of the same artist's other works. 
Sometimes this works, especially for those who 
pioneered a particular style, but for newer artists, 
after so many repetitions of technique, where is 
the meaning? 

There is a lack of broadness in viewpoint of some 
pieces. The music says nothing about our time, it 
attempts nothing but nothingness itself. 
Sometimes nothingness is sublime, it falls off the 
ear and doesn't crowd the mind. That is valuable, 
of course, but I feel some people are making this 
music for lack of any real sensibility, or fear of 
risk taking, rather as a trend than a contribution 
to history. I am not always a fan of 'liteness'. It 
puzzles me that the style is more important than 
the substance-this why I say it is fetishistic-that 
the very specific style is honed to create an 
object to be included in someone's record 
collection, etc., rather than a meaningful work 
which might include many elements, which 
represents a broad overview. 

EP I love silence in music, or near-silent music. 
What is it about silence, do you think, that 
makes it so rewarding to listen to? 

OB I love it too!! I think that this kind of work 
makes the listener aware of the silence as the 
material which contains the sound, rather than 
nothingness which is the opposite or absence of 
sound. I think using silence also makes the piece 
exist outside of just the speakers, it lives in the 
room, coming in and out of the atmosphere. The 
silence becomes the location where you listen to 
the piece. Also in our very culture silence is rare 
and feels like a relief sometimes! 
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/, ANGELICA (P21 024-2) 

(2 cd set-moderately priced!) 


“event-filled cd that can 
boggle the mind many 
times over.” 

- Downtown Music Gallery 


PAULINE OLIVEROS - NO MO (P21023-2) 
Electronic works from 1966-67 


“...a collection of endlessly beguiling swamp 
ecologies of hisses, bleeps and croaks.” 

- Mark Sinker, The Wire 


]>iflt down yer coffee tnhloaj wo'ro back .<1 
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“an exuberantly sprawling 
2 cd set” 


-The Wire 


PAULINE OLIVEROS - AUEN BOG/BEAUTIFUL 
SOOP (P21012-2) 

Early electronic works 

pogus: a funny state of mind 

Pogus / 60 Ayr Road / Chester NY 10918 
www.pogus.com / pogal@pogus.com 
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RICHARD LAINHART 

TEN THOUSAND SHADES OF BLUE (X1 115) 

(2 cds for the price of 1) 

Multitracked works for processed bowed tam-tam; processed 
bowed Japanese temple bells; processed voice; and works 
for realtime interactive computer music system with bowed 
and struck vibraphone; vibraphone 

“this double CD set can be heartily recommended on 
the considerable strengths of the first three works 
alone.” -Philip Clark, The Wire 

OTHER COMPOSERS WHOSE WORK IS AVAILABLE ON XI: 

RUTH ANDERSON - ELLEN BAND - DAVID BEHRMAN 
ALLISON CAMERON - MARY ELLEN CHILDS 
PHILIP CORNER - FAST FORWARD - ELLEN FULLMAN 
MALCOLM GOLDSTEIN - DANIEL GOODE 
TOM JOHNSON - GUY KLUCEVSEK 
MARY JANE LEACH - ANNEA LOCKWOOD 
LOGOS DUO - JACKSON MAC LOW - PHILL NIBLOCK 
PAUL PANHUYSEN 

ELIANE RADIGUE - LOIS V VIERK - PETER ZUMMO 


RECORDS 


XI RECORDS 
PO Box 1764, Canal St. Station 
New York, NY 10013, USA 
ph: 845-469-369/fax; 509-357-4319 
xirecords@compuserve.com 
www.xirecords.org 
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The 

Shouters 

Frank Wappat ( Conductor ) 

Remembering Toft Hill Chapel 

UNITED KINGDOM RADIO MUSIC RMD 006 CD (2001 ) 

In the more secluded areas of North East England the past survives in an 
uncannily preserved state. Without attempts at ‘regeneration’ many small 
ex-colliery towns and villages remain virtually untouched by 
mass-consumerism and offer a bewitching regress into the industrial era of 
working men’s clubs, coal smoke and old-fashioned commerce. Call me 
peculiar, but I’ve spent many a memorable Saturday coasting around the 
region’s B- roads by bus, soaking up the nether-delights of pit-villages and 
undeveloped small towns. In Hordern, County Durham, the shops still 
close half days on Wednesdays and Saturdays. The end terrace at 
Framwellgate Moor has a flaking sign for DeWitts antacid powder which 
must have been painted directly onto the red brick. A Cobblers shop is still 
in business at Fencehouses and sports a I950’s cardboard advert for Phillips 
Stick-on Soles in its dusty window. Further down Colliery Row Williams 
Butcher shop specialises in home-made pease pudding and saveloy dips. The 
pigeon lofts and allotment sheds on the outskirts of Houghton are 
competitively folk- painted in fancy gloss colours. And some of the street 
names of Newbottle, like Voltage Terrace and Amp Avenue, pay tribute to 
the nearby 90 year old electrical hardware factory. These sights are so alien 
to our usual contemporary landscape that I sometimes wonder whether I’ve 
really witnessed them, yet their eerie power has become precious, saved 
and embedded in my consciousness before they disappear altogether and 
cannot be revisited. 

Of course the North East is aware of it’s great working class heritage, 
though you would never know it if you were unfortunate enough to be 
sucked into the flashing widescreen void of Gateshead’s Metro Centre on a 
Saturday afternoon, making your escape route through crowds of spoilt 
Nu-Metal kids and artificially tanned couples searching for the latest WAP 
mobile. For history, the place to go in the North-East is Beamish Open Air 
Museum. Over acres of ground the curators preserve the past by 
deconstructing threatened buildings and brick by brick have restored them 
to make complete early 20th century streets, workplaces, schools and farms, 
all linked by authentic working trams and trains. Not a new concept maybe, 
but the sheer size of the place and attention to detail are overwhelming, the 
closest any of us will get to time-travel. Ed Pinsent and I went to Beamish in 
summer 2000 and were highly impressed as we tootled around in a rattling 
omnibus, becoming pleasantly disorientated as we left the 2 1 st century 
behind. 

The most powerful part of the trip and one which has become another 
indelible memory to savour was when we entered the Methodist Chapel. 
The quietening effect usual to sitting in a church was intensified by this 
building’s clean and plain beauty, restored and perpetually frozen in it’s 
prime state when the church would be full and active. It was as if some 1 907 
church worthy had just left after vigorously polishing the wooden pews with 
fragrant wax. In the centre of the aisle, pointing above the preacher’s raised 
pulpit was a beautiful brass lantern projector, presumably so the 
congregation could heartily sing the words of their sacred songs. A very low 
volume tape played rousing Methodist hymns and if the whole experience 
hadn’t been so ghostly I would have signed The Pledge there and then and 
vowed to keep the Sabbath Day holy. As Ed and I emerged into sunshine 
and crowds to move onto the elementary school I realised I hardly knew 
anything about old Methodism, but from these intense five minutes I knew I 
needed to find out more. 

Like most people, I was dimly aware that John and Charles Wesley were the 
founders of Methodism in the 18th century, initially as a more evangelical 
wing of the Church of England. I was also vaguely aware that they wrote 
many celebrated hymns which are still popular today. What I didn’t know 
was why there seemed to be several independent streams of Methodism, 
including the apparently radical Primitive Methodism. On one of my trips to 
Langley Park I counted three Methodist chapels in the town, the most plain 



looking being a tiny soot-covered Primitive Methodist building tucked among 
the shops on the main street. Many of these churches are now disused, 
converted into storage spaces or chintzy private homes, the result of 
dwindling congregations and before that the general unification of Methodist 
churches in 1 932. 

Primitive Methodism grew as the Wesleyan church became more centralised 
and sedate and first emerged as an aggressively missionary sect whose 
preachers went uninvited to villages to bible-bash in the open air, usually 
braving ridicule and sometimes assault. Their forceful style earned them the 
name Ranters. Pointing to the social teaching of Jesus, the Old Testament 
prophets and using Exodus as a symbol of liberation from oppression the 
Primitive Ranters appealed particularly to downtrodden workers in the 
mining, farming and fishing communities. Gradually Primitive Methodism 
became the popular evangelical religion of the 19th century poor, inspiring a 
generation of political radicals and producing some of the first British Trade 
Union leaders. Being much more democratic than the other branches of 
Methodism it actively encouraged grass-roots lay involvement, including 
women preachers who were normally excluded from secular village 
activities, which were usually pub-based. 

If the fiery, ranting style of preaching was crucial to Primitive Methodism’s 
popularity then its music was equally important in stirring the hearts of 
potential followers. From the start Ranter camp-meetings were organised in 
direct competition to wakes and feasts, their own hymns replacing the 
familiar bawdy folksongs, but often used their tunes. A Primitive Methodist 
hymn-book was produced by William Bourne as early as 1809 and contained 
less staid hymns than the Wesleyan counterpart, most being based on 
popular ballads and street-songs. ‘Processioning’ with hymns was an 
important Primitive Methodist technique, stirring illiterate congregations 
with ‘lively airs’ which ‘produced a very wonderful effect on the multitudes.’ 
Like contemporary Shaker community singing in the USA a reluctance to 
sing and shout was interpreted as spiritual deadness by the Primitive 
Methodists. When a Wesleyan stated that he disliked the noisiness of a 
Ranter service he was later persuaded by a dream that he was wrong. 
Prominent Primitive Methodist preacher Billy Bray remarked ‘So he has 
done with the doubters and is got up with the shouters.’ 

Unsurprisingly the British establishment was not impressed with such 
unseemly emotionalism. Anglican newspaper The Record reported in I860 
that Ranter Richard Weaver had sung a hymn to a traditional jig tune but 
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snootily concluded ‘a merry jig revolts good feeling and is calculated to dispel 
solemnity, it seems utterly repugnant to the dignity of the everlasting 
Gospel.’ 


Knowing a little of the Primitive Methodist background left an unsatisfied 
urge to hear their folk-influenced music. Would I ever get to hear any? I 
knew Maddy Prior had recorded a disc of 19th century British hymns, which 
focussed mainly on Salvation Army tunes. Also easy to find were cheesily 
packaged compilations with dumb titles like Your Favourite Hymns, no 
doubt firmly aimed at the Songs of Praise set of Middle England. All very well, 
but in my mind only archive recordings could satisfy. There have been some 
incredible archive CD compilations in recent years of non-conformist sacred 
music. Setting the benchmark is John Fahey’s American Primitive Volume 
One ( Revenant 206.) This amazing collection of raw pre-war gospel music is 
full of unequalled performances by street singers and proto-Blues artists. 

And I can remember skipping with joy through the streets of Sunderland 
after buying Rounder’s disc of American Shaker music. Early Shaker Spirituals 
(Rounder 0078) contains beautiful impassioned and unadorned singing by 
the few surviving members of Sabbathday Lake community in Maine. Also 
indispensable are the re-issues of Alan Lomax’s field recordings of spirituals, 
Shape-Note singing and Deep-South gospel testimonials, again on Rounder. 
But wondering that I may have been looking in the wrong places, I couldn’t 
yet find a comparable disc of archive British Primitive Methodist music. 


Lying in bed one Sunday morning the radio-alarm crackled into life with 
Frank Wappat’s Gospel Show from BBC Radio Newcastle. This veteran 
broadcaster (you could hardly call him a DJ ) was talking about a Primitive 
Methodist chapel in County Durham which was about to close, how he had 
been brought up in this tradition and how important he thought it was to 
record the singing of ‘ordinary people like you and I.’ Up until that moment 
Frank Wappat’s Sunday programme had rarely excited me, his 
usual mix of ‘inspirational’ music ranged from Bing Crosby to the 
ghastly sentiment of Daniel O’Donnell, yet I tune-in mainly because 
I’d grown to like his homely style of presentation, chuckling 
‘whoops-a-daisy’ if he’d cued up the wrong scratchy vinyl track. His 
Monday evening show (once titled Stars on 78 ) is much more 
interesting, being devoted to pre-rock’n’roll music, sometimes 
delving back to Music Hall performances and cylinder recordings 
which Frank has ‘magically restored’ onto mini-disc. The one 
drawback of a Frank Wappat broadcast is his tendency to blow his 
own trumpet, regularly playing schmaltzy tracks by his own old-time 
dance band The Pipedreamers and innumerable mentions of how 
he has twice won a Sony Radio Music Award. But on this morning I 
sat up to take note of how he had arranged to make a recording of 
the Toft Hill Primitive Methodist congregation and even looked up 
the place on a map to find it was a village about 20 miles west of 
Durham in the semi-rural Weardale area. 


Getting hold of the Toft Hill CD was a frustratingly slow process. 
Like a true train-spotter I phoned Radio Newcastle while the show 
was on-air and Frank’s jolly Geordie wife Susan told me she would 


post details of how to mail-order the 
disc. About 3 weeks later a 
catalogue came from Radio Music 
Distribution in Newcastle. Among 
the listings of Second World War 
compilations and obscure British 
dance-band leaders was the elusive 
Ranter disc, billed as ‘A night out 
with Frank Wappat at Toft Hill 
Primitive Methodist Chapel.’ Once 
received, the CD looked quite 
promising, a nice shot on the cover 
of the solid, square Primitive chapel 
erected in 1879 and the general air 
of a historical, memorial document. 


A document is what this disc truly is, 
but rather a sad one, capturing a 
community at it’s tail-end, when the 
folk- vitality of their movement’s 
roots had been eroded and 
compromised by decreases in 
membership and the adoption of 
more sedate forms of musical 
worship. I doubt that any of the 
hymns here date from the early days 
of Primitive chapel life ( amazingly 
there are no composer credits ) but guess that some are Moody and Sankey 
creations, American evangelicals whose tunes became generally popular at 
the turn of the 20th century. The congregation are in proud and strident 
voice, sombre hymns like ‘Let Your Lower Lights Be Burning’ and ‘Jesus 
Saves Me Now’ are undeniably moving and sincere, and re-pay several 
listens. Probably in the interests of variety, or egotism, Frank Wappat croons 
two Gospel tunes, ‘You And Me Jesus’, which is unashamed corn and a 
singalong called ‘Grumblers’, which affirms the horrible stereotype that 
Protestant Christians should be happy clappy automatons ( ‘grumblers never 
thrive’ Frank warbles.) At least the instrumentation isn’t marred by 
string-synths or anything too modern, just plonky stand-up piano, 
reed-organ and sometimes a clunky working-men’s club drum-kit. Frank 
closes the evening by leading the assembled in that hoary old rouser ‘Give 
Me That Old Time Religion’, before everyone dusts down their Sunday Best 
to trundle home and brew up the Ovaltine. 


I’m sorry Toft Hill Chapel had to close and hope that it isn’t turned into a 
fun-pub and I’m also glad Frank Wappat cared enough to drag his recording 
equipment out to the wilds of Weardale, even though he couldn’t resist 
jazzing the proceedings up with his inimitable wide-eyed chumminess. But 
it’s more than a shame that no-one seems to have captured Primitive 
Methodist voices when they were a fiery force to be reckoned with rather 
than marginalised rural pensioners out for a nostalgic singalong. Sometimes 
the vital past does die, remaining only as lonely, ghostly traces a few of us 
choose to see. 


JOHN BAGNALL 


Radio Music Distributors, PO Box I 17, Newcastle Upon Tyne, NE6 2WF 
www.beamishmuseum.co.uk 
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Gorgeous harmonic 


Bob Drake 

The Skull Mailbox and other 
horrors 

USA CRUMBLING TOMES ARCHIVE 
CTA9CD (2001) 

Musically, I suppose this is as good as Bob 
Drake ever gets, but the corny ‘horror’ theme 
of The Skull Mailbox is so utterly lame-oid that 
I can’t bear to listen to it. Every song is 
constructed around the sort of dumb-ass 
ghost stories told around American campfires 
that wouldn’t scare a four year-old. You know 
the sort of thing.. .’she was never heard from 
again’. Far from scary, it’s an almighty 
embarrassment. In order to maintain the 
‘concept’ throughout, Drake recorded the whole 
mess under Addams Family-style circumstances, 
planting his musical equipment out in some 
deserted barn and using its ‘naturally reverberant 
sound’ to add to the ‘atmosphere’. He even 
played percussion on wreckage salvaged from the 
garbage dump. ..it conjures up an image of comic 
decay that only Basil Wolverton could delineate. 

As many of my friends seem to think (for some 
reason) that I have an unhealthy interest in the 
macabre, my expectations were high, so I was 
genuinely disappointed by this record - the titles 
and themes promise something every bit as good 
as Edgar Allen Poe or the Weird Tales of H P 
Lovecraft; and while the wayward country-styled 
songs are fair enough ditties in themselves, 
somehow Drake lacks the truly black imagination 
to deliver on his promise. 

ED PINSENT 09/12/2001 

Distributed by ReR Megacorp, 79 Beulah Road, 
Thornton Heath, Surrey CR7 8JG, UK 
megacorp@dial.pipex.com 
megacorp@u-net.com 



Niobe 

Radioersatz 

GERMANY TOMLAB TOM 1 4 CD 
( 2001 ) 

A real oddity here, and in the final analysis it’s not 
one whose quirks I can personally recommend - 



but it may find a home in the heart of some 
mother’s son. Yvonne Cornelius, her semi- 
operatic voice processed to the brink of inanity, 
warbles her demented songs along with an 
extremely idiosyncratic computer-programmed 
backing - it’s all pieced together from samples 
and watery synth lines, every musical moment 
sabotaged with cut-up malarkey. In places she 
achieves a superficial resemblance to The 
Residents of (say) Wormwood , but mostly it’s 
like a very warped version of 19 th century salon 
classical music. Niobe is her very own Yma 
Sumac and Les Baxter rolled into one, 
performing inside a ‘virtual’ Capitol Records 
studio made from 2MB of hard disk memory. At 
times, this can produce a very disconcerting 
listening effect. The good lady is not about to be 
booked for a season at Carnegie Hall, methinks. 

ED PINSENT 23/1 1/2001 

info@tomlab.de 

Oren Ambarchi and Chris 
Townend 

Sun 

AUSTRALIA PRESERVATION MUSIC 
PRE001 CD (2001) 

Soulful, bluesy and melodic pop is the order of 
the day here from Sydney-based musicians Oren 
Ambarchi and Chris Townend, who play nearly 
all of the mostly acoustic instruments on this CD; 
though if you listen carefully you can hear some 
of Ambarchi's guitar experimentation on ‘Make it’ 
and ‘It's not real’. The music moves at a 
moderate to slow pace, allowing you to savour 
the melodies which are the strongest element on 
this recording. The singing (yes folks, Oren and 
Chris sing, yeah that's funny!) is laid-back and 
quite pleasant if unremarkable - by the way, Chris 
does lead vocals on nearly all the tracks while 
Oren tries lead vocals on ‘Reach for the sky’ and 
backing vocals on most of the rest. Some of the 
music lurches into sugary territory but the mood 
(ranging from downright melancholy and pensive 
on ‘I don't mind’ to almost-but-not-quite bright 
on ‘Leave it on its own’ and even ‘Sleepin' ‘) 
ensures we never completely fall into Bubblegum 
Zone and there is usually something distinctive 
about the instrumental parts in the songs: the 


saccharine ‘Leave it on its own’ with its 
baby-sounding backing vocal and the 
otherwise schmaltzy ‘Moon’ reveal 
unexpected guitar treatments; the best song 
on the CD, ‘Sleepin' ‘ (the reasons for it being 
the best will be apparent shortly!), has some 
slightly heavy percussion like a pop version of 
Led Zeppelin (though Chris sings like John 
Lennon, the guitar-playing is reminiscent of 
George Harrison's style of playing plus there 
are those distinctive Beatles twists and turns 
in the music and the lyrics display a 
playfulness worthy of Paul McCartney); and ‘I 
don't mind’ features some searing if short 
harmonica work from Simon Black. Come to 
think of it, the drumming is quite prominent 
on a number of the tracks so they seem 
bottom-heavy and I wonder if that was 
intentional or an accidental consequence of the 
rest of the music being acoustic and thus a bit on 
the thin side. 

A very pleasant and actually quite crafty effort 
from 2 musicians who don't usually skate on the 
easy-listening poppy side of music and who were 
probably shitting themselves while singing. Don't 
ask me why they decided to do a record like Sun; 
you don't think they did it for the money or to 
pull the chicks in, do you? 

JENNIFER HOR 

hello@preservation.com.au 

www.preservation.com.au 

Various Artists 

Meet The Family 

UNITED KINGDOM PROJECTOR 

RECORDS PROJOOl CD (2001) 

Virtual Songs. This one’s a little out of my line, 
beats and breakbeats and some very clever 
samples from old records and voices; a lot of soul 
music sounds, including funky electric piano riffs 
by the pound. I’m interested enough though, and 
tend to ‘read’ it as a slightly offbeat spin on dance 
music. It’s all highly enjoyable and extremely 
accomplished, especially considering it was 
probably realised on a low budget. Numerous 
exotic ‘band’ names are invoked in the roster of 
various artists - among them, Noakes Pressure, 
Phoebus, Hard SK, Venusian Song and Drum 
Orchestra, National Parks Mobility Band, and 
Wire Non Entry. However, the songwriting 
credits feature the same five names, so I suspect 
all these ‘bands’ are simply variants, drawn from 
the same small pool of talent. The clever CD 
insert - another one printed on permatrace - also 
hints at some sort of an ‘arty’ spin, though 
precisely to what end I remain clueless. In all, a 
nifty musical item and very encouraging for a first 
release on an underground label. I would 
probably recommend its purchase over one by 
some ‘big name’ in a similar field, but I’d be well 
out of my depth if asked to name names. 

ED PINSENT 12/02/2002 
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www.projectorrecords.co.ukjoshua 

Gold Cosmos 

USA FEATHER ONE'S NEST FON 003 
CD (2001) 


which uproots Kraftwerk's Radioactivity to 
Trinidad; the dreamland telephone exchange of 
‘Excessences IP (imagine a Dario Argento score 
performed by Nuno Canavarro); ‘Free Robots 
Live At The Factory’, a freewheeling gad about 
that harks back to Sun Ra's solo moog pieces; 
and to the final, too short, twenty minutes of 
‘Poor Engineering Leads To Sexual Collapse’, a 
nagging groove smothered in squawly sheets of 
melody, periodically loosened then drawn about 
you in a loving embrace. 

MARC BAINES 

PO Box 8776, Atlanta, GA 3 I 1 06, USA 

oldagolda@hotmail.com 

www.oldgold.org 

Bethany Curve 

You Brought Us Here 

USA UNIT CIRCLE REKKIDS TUC074 

CD (2001) 



extreme, willed melancholy. 


The fingerpicking stylings of a swimming, dog 
walking man, Joshua Burkett, accompanied by 
several of his New England countrymen. A wan 
and fragile three quarters of an hour that starts 
with a reworking of the Stooges We 
Will Fall and becomes steadily more 
withdrawn and bloodless. I felt like I'd 
developed M.E. by about halfway 
through and just as a pretty melody 
threatened to emerge in Previous 
Dream Life's Woods, it evaporated back 
into this hazy but curiously rarified 
formality, a positively preraphaelite river 
of ennui. An atmophere finally broken 
by the last track, Thought Hands, a 
festive knees-up that could almost be 
the Soft Machine fronted by Greg Lake. 

Feed this disc to a room full of 
hyperactive brats and watch them 
emerge as dazed and docile as you like. 

A powerful energy sapper. 

MARC BAINES 

M.T., 1 2 No. Pleasant Amherst, MA 
01002, USA 

joshuaburkett@hotmail.com 

Tim Foljahn 

Obvious Urban 
Landscape 

USA OLD GOLD NO NUMBER 
CD (2001) 

Parallel to his Two Dollar Guitar project 
and backrooming with Thurston Moore 
and Christina Rosenvinge, Tim Foljahn 
has developed a second stream of work 
on the Old Gold label, with several cassettes and 
now a lovingly packaged CD - an exploratory 
electronic sketchbook as light and playful as a 
cybernetic tumbleweed. Quite different from the 
oppressive clang of earlier forays in this direction. 
Opening with a song that could be a riddle, a 
heavily ring modulated voice that's melancholy 
and strange rather than disturbing, like a sweet 
lullaby from a midget lady accompanied by the 
steady shuffling of an offset printing press or an 
errant drum machine chased 'round a playground 
by a giggling girl. A gripping eidetic quality remains 
over the course of the disc, through ‘Nature’, 


The highlighted letters in the track listing pick 
out the words ‘LOVE MISSED’. The album’s title, 
meanwhile, carries hints of hurt and 
recrimination. Thus Bethany Curve set out the 


emotional agenda that is explored at length on 
this fourth album from the California three-piece. 

Bethany Curve walk down paths already well 
trodden by the likes of Slowdive, My Bloody 
Valentine and Flying Saucer Attack: dreamy, 
languid vocals drifting over great swathes of 
feedback-drenched guitar and reverb-heavy 
percussion. Yet while it would be tempting to 
label You Brought Us Here as a lame work of 
copyism, something prevents me from doing so. 
The album transcends its lineage by virtue of its 
determination to conjure and sustain a mood of 



There is little in the way of textural variation 
over the course of the albums’s nine tracks and 
55 minutes. On only one track, the pastoral 
‘Summer Left Me’, does a gently strummed 
acoustic guitar break through the lowering clouds 
of electricity, coming as an intense relief before it 
characteristically makes way for waves of short, 
abstract drones. 

In short, as an evocation of lost or thwarted love, 
this is a remarkable collection. Bethany Curve 
are without bitterness or rancour; instead the 
music communicates, through its funereal pace, 
washed-out vocals and woozy instrumentation, 
intense regret and wintry resignation. 

RICHARD REES JONES 

PO Box 20352, Seattle, WA 98102, USA 
www.ucrekkids.com 



132 


The Sound Projector Tenth Issue 2002 


Quirk Out 

denizens of wackiness 


Bablicon 

The Cat That Was A Dog / 

A Flat Inside A Fog 
UNITED KINGDOM PICKLED 
EGG RECORDS EGG 31 CD 
( 2000 ) 

Here’s a jolly rodomontade. This is the 
third release from this Chicago-based 
instrumental trio, issued here on the UK 
based Pickled- Egg label. As the ‘twin’ titles 
suggest, this would have been a double-LP 
if it had been released during the glory 
days of vinyl. The first set of toons is 
piano-led acoustic stuff, whose quirks are 
sure to please fans of Slapp Happy, Sarah 
Goes Pop and The 49 Americans. Bablicon 
however produce a far more professional 
finished sound than the latter, who in any 
case were brainy improvisers ‘slumming it’ 
by making jokey lo-fi records. The second 
set features more saxophones, is more 
jazzy, more energetic, and more frenetic generally; here they veer into Lol 
Coxhill, Kevin Ayers and Soft Machine zones, although the penultimate track 
‘Pigeon Of Doom’ has enough menacing fuzz to be mistaken for Henry Cow. 
In fine, it’s a surprise to find that this record isn’t on the Recommended 
Records label... 

Don’t know much about these compadres, except they play their 
instruments with skill, verve and gusto, and have adopted weird names - 
Blue Hawaii, The Diminisher and Marta Tennae - perhaps in homage to The 
Magic Band. Besides the acoustic instruments, we have some excellent 
electric piano and organ work from The Diminisher (perhaps he earned this 
soubriquet from his treatment of jazz chords?) - and even a stirring blast on 
the Theremin now and again. The set is broken up by excerpts from very 
energetic live sets, and some relaxing field recordings (my favourite moment 
is the snooker balls and traffic sounds). Good to hear some solid craft in the 
spirited playing, sparing use of electronic effects and backward tapes, and an 
endearing 70s prog-jazz influence in this eclectic mix of musical styles. 

ED PINSENT 13/12/2001 

19 College Avenue, Leicester LE2 0JF 
www.pickled-egg.co.uk 



Bongoleero 

Ape of Junk 
UNITED KINGDOM NO 
LABEL NO NUMBER 
CD-R (2001) 

A very limited CD-R ( 1 00 copies 
only) which is really just a 
cassette on CD, but still of no 
small interest... 14 tracks of 
insanity from a bizarre trio 
rejoicing in the names of Sir 
Charles Bascomb, Barry Island 
and Skoda. The short tracks skitter about like spider-monkeys dipped in 
sherbert - it starts off frankly wacky, with oddly cut-up drumbeats and bits 
of cheesy organ, like some lite entertainment spoof, but by the second half 
of the act everything has become that shade darker. Harmonica and drums 
all have far too much reverb added, and the spare synths are likewise using 



very naughty settings. The disjointed editing creates a fair old bit of mayhem, 
too. While most of this is fairly inconsequential, a track like ‘Monobongo’ can 
take you by surprise with its unexpected depths - it’s a mini-epic of a 
twisted form of metallic pop, compressed into the length of a 7-inch 
single...as the insanity mounts, you find each short track can lose the plot 
(deliberately) very quickly, and due to short length will not dwell for too 
long in the land of Bedlam. ..in fact it just suddenly fades out without warning. 
All very odd. Cover art is self-consciously ‘zany’ too, but they score with the 
inclusion of a postcard which reproduces a letter from an old loon writing to 
the Council from Glamorgan. ‘We are dedicated to rock and roll and are 
trying to do lots of gigs,’ says Sir Charles Bascomb from Leeds. They intend 
to make an LP this year and release it on their own label. Any message for 
Sound Projector readers? ‘(a) Don't shit in your own nest, (b) Don't spoil it 
for yourselves.’ That’s good advice. 

ED PINSENT I 1/02/2002 

Box 333, 145-149 Cardigan Road, Leeds LS6 I DJ 
www.bulbous.co.uk/bongoleero 


Felix Kubin and 
Aavikko 

Superlake Beat / 

Antarktis Slow 
Rock 

UNITED KINGDOM 
DISKONO 014 7" 

VINYL SINGLE (2002) 

Two sides of wacky keyboard 
instrumental pop-musik 
jolliness, which frankly can be 
extremely infuriating if you’re 
not in the right mood for it. Felix Kubin is a German electronicist who I 
think has produced some semi-serious records, but frequently tends to 
plump for the frivolous; he’s joined by a trio of Finnish guys who have 
recently recorded a John Peel session. They own Casio keyboards, and love 
cheesy soundtrack music from the 1960s; although this information is in the 
press release, it’s also very much apparent from the grooves of th’ 
record. ..’Superlake Beat’ is the up-tempo number whose relentless 
heartiness and forced party mood I find so repellent, but I expect it’s bound 
to appeal to all you youngsters as you dress up for Saturday night. I gotta 
admit this dumb music is performed with a certain elan and vigour, even 
though all concerned have very audible ironic grins on their mugs. This is 
especially true of the ‘sailor choir’ who take the chorus, effectively five 
overdubs of the irrepressible Kubin, wearing his love-hate relationship with 
David Bowie on his sleeve. The B side ‘Antarktis Slow Rock’ is more 
palatable, though I’ve yet to detect the sleazy Charles Bukowski elements of 
which they boast. The jokey cover art is appealing, almost like a movie 
poster for a wacked-out Argentinian sci-fi monstrosity from 1 962 that never 
was, although the music doesn’t quite live up to the image it projects. 

ED PINSENT 26/02/2002 
diskono@lineone.net 



Toydeath 

Pokey As Shake 

AUSTRALIA DUAL PLOVER NO NUMBER CD (2001 ) 

In fake pidgin English Toydeath proclaim ‘All Toydeath music is being made 
entirely by toys played live. None sampling. None sequencing.’ Well, I’m sure 
this has all been done before but then again novelty is over-rated and it has 
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toydeath 



to be admitted these Australians funsters do it with gusto. To complete 
their noisy arsenal of juvenilia Toydeath must’ve raided their nephew and 
niece’s bedrooms while they slept or else bought up the whole toy section 
of Sydney’s Woolworths. From add and subtract mini-computers to revving 
monster bikes these guys have the trashy lot, utilising them before they end 
up cracked and battered on some car-boot sale trestle table. 

As you’d imagine there are some immensely irritating sounds going on in 
these mainly rhythmic tracks. Super-compressed squawky voices repeat 
their dumb phrases over and over: ‘Achtung, Achtung’; ‘Good Guess, Good 
Guess’ and ‘Find the right number.’ A squeeling hot rock guitar spits out 
I OOmph arpeggios like some Sunny Delight guggling kindergarten 
axe-meister. The best cuts focus on one particular toy. Chopper is built 
around the whirling sound effect of a toy helicopter. The worst tracks are 
the ones where Toydeath 
add their own vocals, 
dissipating any charm and 
ending up sounding like the 
art school prank this whole 
project probably is. If you 
haven’t any kids, hear this to 
simulate the stresses of 
child-rearing or buy it for 
those who do, and send 
them right over the top into 
urgently needed 
psycho-therapy. 

JOHN BAGNALL 

toydeath@dirtymouse.net 
PO Box 483, Darlinghurst, 

NSW 1 300, Australia 
abela@dualplover.com 
www.dualplover.com 

Various Artists 

The Rebirth of Fool Volume 2 

AUSTRALIA DUAL PLOVER 244-FKJ CD (2001 ) 

Sweden 

Same Diff 

AUSTRALIA DUAL PLOVER DUTHNKM6E CD (2001 ) 

Cadre subsists Deo volente (Latin) not under the guardianship of any 
condition - Indubitably! Reputed whereas everybody 'boastfully pivots' of the 
avant-garde, and it sounds to be explicit with the aid of my slick. 

There. See how you like it. 



Dual Plover apparently 
have something of a 
reputation in Australia. 

Reputation as in 'oh sweet 
Jesus - not them again.' I 
suspect that, if this is true, 
it may be because, as a 
label, they're too 
irreverent, too 
unquantifiable, just too 
damn stupid. This 
automatically disposes me 
towards supporting Dual 
Plover's stupid cause over 
that of whoever may 
choose to rally against 
them. 

That said, I can't actually 
make head or tail of these. 

The covers, first of all, promise much: pointless surrealism at its most 
wonderfully gratuitous: both discs come packaged in extravagant cardboard 
and velcro envelopes. The compilation features artists sporting names like 
Kitchen Poofter, Spanky, and The Shit (who as it happens do a sort of 
screamed sub-60s country music). Track titles include 'Fat Fuckin Weird 
Ugly Cunt' and 'Custard Or Pus'. Also there's an uncredited bonus track 
which sounds like Hazel O' Connor singing something called 'Nudist Colony 
Of The Dead' ('You'll be shaking in your boots / Corpses in their birthday 
suits'). How, I ask myself, can it possibly get any better? 

Sweden do what I suppose you might call power electronics cover versions 
of FM radio fare. The compilation sounds kind of like tuning up and down a 
radio for about an hour. There's noise, rambling insanity, phone-ins, country 
and western, and just about everything else ever. None of it makes any 
sense at all. It is beyond my comprehension. 

Does anyone remember Savage Pencil's superb Rock 'n' Roll Zoo strip that 
used to appear in Sounds? My all time favourite episode of this underrated 
classic is about two lizards who decide to form a band. They go out looking 
for musical instruments. The one lizard finds a cardboard box, a dustbin lid 
and a hammer. His friend doesn't find anything and kicks the cardboard 
box/dustbin lid assemblage over in frustration which leads directly and 
immediately to a record deal, and the last panel featuring a wall of crudely 
drawn gold discs. Somehow, that's kind of what this stuff reminds me of, and 
that's about as close as I can get to an assessment of the flaws and merits 
which are definitely in there somewhere. 

WAR ARROW 

PO Box 483, Darlinghurst, NSW 1300, Australia 

abela@dualplover.com 

www.dualplover.com 
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Cheeses International 

BCM Cheese, London WC1N 3XX 
steve.cheeses@btinternet.com 
Tel:0794 666 0528 



Anthology 2 - come org. archives CD £1 0 
Aphasia/Dachise - split disc CD £1 0 
Atrax Morgue - 

cut my throat CD £1 0 
exterminate CD-r £8 
in search of death CD-r £8 
new york ripper CD-r £8 
slush of a maniac CD £1 0 
woundfucker CD £1 0 
Aube - traid thread CD £1 0 
Aube & Zbigniew Karkowski - mutation CD £1 0 
Bad Sector - dolmen factory CD £1 0 
Bastard Noise - selected pathways to. .. CD £1 0 
Bi Rak - ipurtagiri CD-r £5 

Black Leather Jesus - the paralyzed collector CD-r £8 

Blowhole - stumbling southward LP £5 

Brume - drafts of collisions CD £1 0 

Neil Campbell - the hearing force of the. . .CD-r £5 

Eric la Casa - the stones of the threshold CD £8 

Con-Pom - get right with god LP £8 

Dachise - twin braids CD £8 

Das Synthetische Mischgewebe - some cone. . . CD £8 
Deva-Loka - aural structures for rituals CD £1 0 
Doc Wor Mirran - the music of blood CD £8 
Due Process - fin de la voix CD £8 
Kazumoto Endo/Putrefier - split mCD £5 
Evil Moisture - gak LP £7 
Extreme Music From Africa - CD £1 0 
Extreme Music From Japan - CD £1 0 
Dan Froberg & Gustav Sbderstrom - 3 mot alia CD £8 
G*park - geopod CD £8 
Hanatarashi/Runzelstirn&Gurgelstock/Eb.ersonna 
- tiefpunkt 1 2” £6 
Hands To - turn my hands to CD £8 
Hijokaidan - ferocity of practical life 1 0” £6 
John Hudak - brooklyn bridge CD £9 
Inade - aldebaran CD £1 0 
Kapotte Muziek - lauter CD-r £8 
Karjalan Sissit - CD £1 0 


Klunk - infrathin CD-r £5 

K2 - metal dysplasia CD £7 

K2 - sexencyclopedia 4xCD £40 

K2 & Macronympha - biometrics LP £7 

Maeror Tri - hypnotikum II LP £9 

MagmaxMstrophonia - LP £8 

Mattin - higu CD-r £4.50 

Megaptera - electronic underground CD £1 0 

Mlehst - another cross to bear CD-r £8 

Mlehst - jack of bulbs CD-r £8 

Null - inorganic orgasm CD £1 0 

Obscene Noise Korporation - primitive terror LP £8.50 

Onomatopoeia - anal almond Cass. £7 

Putrefier - cilium to mkd structure CD £1 0 

Putrefier - simulated vapours LP £7 

Richard Ramirez - certain cruelty CD-r £8 

RLW - eaRLy W one: in search of c.r. LP £8 

Senssurround Orchestra - meltdown of control CD £1 0 

Shifts - mechanica CD £1 0 

Shifts - two dates CD-r £8 

Shiroseasons - CD £1 0 

4-way disc with Aube/Small Cruel Party/D. Menche/K. Mizutani. 

Smegma - clitoridis praeputil Cass. £7 

Smell & Quim - jesus Christ LP £7.50 

Smell & Quim - Stephen hawkings butt-plug LP £7 

Smell & Quim and Onomatopoeia - fanny batter CD £7 

Milovan Srdenovic - songs from the west of the. . . LP £7 

Milovan Srdenovic - colour these bears LP £7 

Stocktonfoster - as though random CD-r £5 

Stocktonfoster - high dilution therapy CD £7.50 

StocktonfosterAee Knights - CD £7.50 

Stratvm Terror - the only true septic whore CD £1 0 

Sudden Infant - sidewalk social scientist LP £1 0 

Svasti-ayanam - sanklesa CD £1 0 

Taint - justmeat CD-r £8 

THU20 - elfde uni CD £10 

THU20 - nancy/het archief Cass. £7 

...Today, lm Dead - I close my eyes CD £1 0 

Ultra - roman holiday CD £8 

Whitehouse - 

Cruise CD £1 0 
Halogen CD £1 0 
New Britain CD £1 0 
Quality Time CD £1 0 
World Noise Federation 
tag team noise rumble spectacular LP £6 

STOCKISTS OF THE SOUND PROJECTOR 
FULL COLOUR CATALOGUE UPON REQUEST 
NEW STOCK ARRIVING ALL THE TIME 
COME & SEE MY STALL AT THE: 

HINOEUAAA THE MALEDICTION & RECTIVE LIVE EVENTS 

Postage Rates: 

UK: tree. 

Europe: LP/1 2710”: £2/£1 CD/Cass.: £1/50p 
Elsewhere: please write first. 

All cheques/P.O.’s/IMO’s etc. payable to S.Fricker. 

Cash sent at your risk, registered post recommended. 
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Antiphony Architectural 
Supplement 

Part 2, March 2002 

Little Imber on the Down, before the Army knocked it down... 


The experience of driving across 
landscape littered with the mangled 
remains of blown-up tanks would 
no doubt be commonplace to 
readers with experience in the 
services, but for a flat-footed, 
astigmatic liberal like myself, 
entering what one could be 
forgiven for thinking strongly 
resembled a live war-zone on 
English soil left a deep impression. 

The Army evicted all 200 residents 
of Imber, a lonely hamlet 
surrounded by the tank ranges on 
Salisbury Plain, Wiltshire, on 17 
December 1943, promising 
residents that at the end of the war 
they would be able to resume 
possession of their homes. Imber 
was requisitioned as an army 
training ground and began to 
disappear from (some, but not all) 
published maps. It is hardly 
surprising that in wartime the 
residents acquiesced to the national 
interest, nor is it surprising that 
after the war they expected to be 
able to return to their homes and 
livelihoods. Internal War Office 
memoranda state that documentary evidence of the Army 
having promised restitution of the villagers homes could not 
be found, so it seems reasonable to assume that unless the 
residents were in the business of deliberate deception, we 
may now never know whether that undertaking was a 
verbal promise issued on the spot to ease the process of 
eviction. Either way, the Army had no intention of doing 
what in any circumstances would have been the decent 
thing, and have retained possession of the village ever since. 

In 1961 (after the expiry of Defence Regulations) the 
Amesbury based Labour Party councillor Austin 
Underwood founded the Association for the Restoration of 
Imber (referenced in Disinformation’s 1999 Al Jabr CD) to 
organise letter writing and publicity, to publish leaflets and 
Forever Imber stickers, and to instigate marches (one of 
which attracted 2000 participants, possibly including 
demonstrators on horseback). The Association even 
planned an all-England XI protest cricket match. John 
Profumo wrote to Harold MacMillan (in private 


correspondence of March 15 1961) 
describing Councillor Underwood 
as a bad man, very Left Wing and 
an Aldermaston marcher but 
conceding that he and his cronies... 
(ie - Imber residents) had 
...managed to rally a good deal of 
support (including, it transpires, 
that of John Betjeman). 

Profumo described his intention to 
secure an injunction preventing 
further demonstrations on Salisbury 
Plain. Despite some success in 
drawing attention to the situation, 
the fact is that the campaign was 
disastrous. Imber is now not so 
much derelict as almost completely 
destroyed. When I visited in 
January 1996 only the Church of 
Saint Giles and gutted shells of the 
Imber Court manor house and Bell 
Inn pub remained, alongside 
burnt-out concrete block houses 
built to represent a Job Centre, 
general store and Angel Inn 
(presumably for the rehearsal of 
urban street fighting). The I 3th 
century Anglican church is 
fenced-off and preserved from 
destruction in order to allow former residents to visit their 
ancestors’ graves. This concession was not extended to the 
Baptist chapel, which legend has it still stood in the 
mid-1960s when pages from smashed-up bibles lay scattered 
across its deserted floor. The word Freedom is painted 
across the front of Imber Court. 

The story of Imber has been a powerful element of my 
family’s folklore for three generations, and although the 
fences which enclose Salisbury Plain carry signs which advise 
visitors not to pick-up or touch anything because it may 
explode and kill you, predictably me and my dad couldn’t 
resist stuffing our pockets with used smoke canisters, 
trip-wire packets and spent ammunition. Arguably this 
territory is one in which the Second World War is still 
being fought, and in terms of what Geoffrey Grigson 
referred to as ‘places of the mind’ Imber’s negative 
architecture remains a poignant symbol of the sacrifices 
people were prepared to make during wartime, and of the 
official indifference towards common-sense concepts of 
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fair-play that also informed Army responses to 
compensation claims from victims of backfired WWI 
mustard gas attacks and from human guinea-pigs exposed to 
the atom bomb tests on Christmas Island. The MOD’s 
record with respect to issues like these makes the fatuous 
PR mantra about places like Imber being preserved to 
conserve plants and wildlife seem all the more cynical by 
comparison. Having said that, 
you'd have to be daft as a 
brush to regret Britain’s 
ability to kick Nazis to 
kingdom-come in times of 
war, but, despite all its 
manifest achievements, the 
MOD has had a serious 
public relations problem 
since the Spies for Peace 
episode in 1963, and it 
strikes me that one way to 
help convince people of the 
sincerity of their interest in 
international peace-keeping 
might be not to abuse the rights of people who they can 
easily afford to render justice to back home. 

Readers can refer back to the first installment of this 
supplement for more detailed discussions of relationships 
between architecture, warfare and sound (see Sound 
Projector 6 1999; Imber itself was first mentioned in Sound 
Projector 3). Sitting in Christ Church, Broad Town, 


Wiltshire, listening to Schubert’s Der Doppelganger as 
warplanes circled overhead, I could hardly fail to think of my 
father, his visit to Imber, or to sense how the noise radiated 
by RAF Lyneham rises in direct proportion to the intensity 
of preparations for death (possibly, at that moment, even 
for the preferential use of nuclear weapons). The landscape 
resonates, swathed in a vast pool of incessant bass. The 
earth is seeded with spent bullets. With regard to 

re-publishing photos of Imber 
that appeared in and on the 
Antiphony double CD in 1997, 
alongside the desire to make 
the obvious political statement 
lies another motive that I make 
no apology for saying is no less 
personal. The intention is not 
however to promote product 
and generate sales, because the 
product itself is sold-out. It is 
hoped instead that when Sound 
Projector readers see the concept of a 
musical requiem for Imber splashed all over the 
media later this year, then they at least might remember 
where it came from. 

DISINFORMATION 

Disinformation’s Imber artefacts will be exhibited at the Church of Saint 
Peter, Vauxhall, London, throughout May 2002, and therefafter in the War 
Effort exhibition. 
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Gustav Metzger 


RUMMAGING THROUGH MY OLD 
MAN'S bookshelf I came across a copy 
of the Studio International magazine 
special issue devoted to the ICA's 
‘Cybernetic Serendipity’ exhibition 
organised byjasia Reichardt in 1968 
‘the first serious consideration of the 
role of the computer in the arts and its 
potential service to artists, composers, 
(and) graphic designers’, which my dad 
managed to blag off one his chums. 
Judging by the quality of this book it 
looks like this might well have been the 
best show the ICA ever staged, and it's 
amazing to see how many of the works 
have barely dated in 30 years. Jean 
Tinguely, Nam June Paik, Norbert 
Wiener, Karlheinz Stockhausen, Peter 
Zinovieff, John Cage... bloody 
marvellous (even though it included an 
installation called ‘Scanner’, 
unfortunately). If memory serves Ed even said something about a ‘Cybernetic Serendipity’ LP which 
apparently changes hands for top dollar amongst those who are prepared to admit it ever existed. 


Five screens with 
computer 


a 


'Five screens with computer,' is an elaborate 
project for auto-destructive art composed 
of five screens made of stainless steel, about 
thirty feet high, forty feet long and three feet 
deep. These are arranged thirty feet apart, 
staggered in plan, and sited in a central 
place between large blocks of flats. Each 
screen consists of ten thousand uniform 
elements three feet in length, whose section 
is either square, rectangular or hexagonal. 
The elements are tightly packed, and ejected 
one by one. The elements lying on the ground 
are removed periodically. After a ten-year 
period, only the empty site remains to be 
turned over to another use. 

The artist prepares the programme for the 
ejection of the elements and disintegration 
of the frame. Numerous factors determine the 
programme. Technical demands and limita- 


tions. Day and night. Views of the screens, 
singly and in relation, from the ground and 
above. Shadows on the ground and screens 
at different seasons. The direction and 
velocity of ejections will be programmed. 
The frequency of ejections on holidays may 
reach 600 a day. One or several computers 
will exercise direct control over the activity 
of the screens. As suggested by Beverley 
Rowe, a computer programmer who assisted 
with the project in 1 964, random ejections 
determined by atmospheric conditions can 
be incorporated in the programme. The com- 
puter is used for a variety of reasons. One 
is the complexity of ordering the movements 
of 50,000 elements over a period of ten 
years. 

[These ideas were discussed by Gustav 
Metzger in his lecture at the AA in 1 965.] 


Elements spilling out from four of the screens at different speeds and in different directions. The entire 
activity is controlled by a computer. 






Contributor Gustav Metzger is one of the most 
punk rock artists in history. He spent a good deal 
of time developing abstract light-shows for groups 
like (I think) Cream, taught The Who's Pete 
Townsend about the artistic value of audio 
feedback, messed around with nitric acid outside 
the Hayward Gallery, was nicked for promoting 
Hermann Nitsch, published a ‘Manifesto on Auto 
Destructive Art’ (which can be read in the design 
gallery at the Victoria and Albert Museum), and 
(bless) still takes an active interest in very loud 
noise. The Manifesto is one of those ‘light the blue 
touch paper and stand back’ type moments (not 
unlike the sleeve of ‘Reality Asylum’ or William 
Hogarth's pamphlet on copyright) in which 
seemingly innocuous pieces of print erupt in front 
of your very eyes. Metzger was a member of 
(philosopher) Bertrand Russell, Lindsay If...? 
Anderson, Alex Comfort, Herbert Read and 
George Melly's drop-dead fuckin' incredible 
‘Committee of 100' a kind of hyperintellectual 
anarchist antisect which, even though nobody's 
ever heard of it, can be rightly said to have helped 


invent the modern world. According to ‘From 
Protest to Resistance’ (Peace News 1981) 

Metzger and Ralph Schoenman chose the 
organisation's name. A couple of years back 
Charles Saatchi's pet monkey pulled the wool 
over some newspaper reporter's eyes, feigning 
interest in the career of someone whose work 
isn't just copied straight from other people's. 
Thankfully nobody else fell for it, and Metzger's 
recent televised comment about the media 
flocking to lavish attention on charlied-up YBA 
artists every time they stop-off to take a shit (OK, 
I think the actual words he used were ‘use the 
toilet’) pretty much illustrate what he seems to 
think of his new fan. Anyway, background aside, 
the ultimate purpose of THIS commentary is to 
float the hypothesis that Metzger's ‘Five Screens 
With Computer’ might have been the inspiration 
for Pink Floyd's The Wall... 

JOE BANKS, MARCH 2002 
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Skipload of Tapes 

Well, it looks like CD burning is killing home-taping and 'skipload' is rapidly becoming an over generous word in the 
context of this column which may soon change to Microscope Slide Upon Which A Tape Is Discernible. I wouldn't mind 
so much if... come to think of it I would ACTUALLY. This glut of CDRs, most of which are crap, many of which consist 
of turgid laptop warblings: laptop? CRAPtop more like! Hur hur hur. I'm not implying home produced tapes are by 
definition of immense worth, but at least they're a little more democratic. Contrary to what seems to be popular opinion 
- not everyone does have access to a CD burner. Believe it or not there are some people out there who can't afford 
such things. Besides, if a tape is rubbish, this can be remedied with the magic of sellotape and the synchronised 
pressing of buttons marked 'play' and 'record'. A rubbish CD is just landfill. The very medium of cassette itself seems to 
me more versatile. The silly and the disposable can be as at home on a cassette as can the grandiose and portentous. 
The silly and disposable on CDR seems mostly to bring to mind the expression involving the impossibility of polishing 
turds. I'll always treasure my tape of Morris Dolby & The Bouncy Lobster Band, but would it have made as much sense 
on shiny disc packaged upon a velvet cushion? I should say not. And by the way, if you're out there Morris, I'd love to 
know what happened after that moving tribute to Len Fairclough. 

The bizarre thing that occurs to me is, given the number of CDRs now being sent to this magazine for review, and that 
already stretched space only permits us to cover about a third of them - these folks would be almost certain to receive 
coverage if they just did us a tape instead. [Don’t count on it!! - ed.] Oh well. Let's see how the death throes of the 
cassette is proceeding this issue. 


RRRRRRR 

Rorschach Ink Blot Testing 
UNITED KINGDOM PUMF RECORDS 
PUMF301 C60 (1 998) 

Not a Japanese gentleman screaming about women's 
knickers over a wall of feedback, as the name of the 
band would seem to suggest. This is in fact a postal 
collaboration by Stan Batcow and one Andy Boot - 
whose name has an infuriating ring of familiarity about 
it. Andy Boot: From whence do I know thee? Oh well. 

Maybe it'll come to me in time. 

It's a bit lo-fi, but not so much as to make an ironic 
virtue of the fact. It sounds like the author's spent a 
fair bit of time and energy working on bits of each 
other's music, and that energy shows. This is broad 
experimentation, just seeing what the other 
participant is going to throw back, and as such spans a 
schizophrenic range of moods and styles as each 
compensates or messes with the others diverse 
offerings. We go through bubbling techno to er... 
stadium folk to tape collage and back all chopped up 
with peculiar snatches of spoken word. What is 
communicated most vividly by this cassette is the sheer excitement that the 
RRRRRRR boys must have felt waiting to see what would come out the 
other end of their musical sausage machine. The sense of the unexpected is 
strong - not to mention witty - without it all sounding like hopeless 
indulgence that could only possibly resonate with those directly involved. 

Back in the "good old days" there was a hardcore of people who only 
listened to home-produced tapes such as this. It might seem a little 
eccentric and peculiar but if you listen to this cassette and then see ask 
yourself how many records from 1 986 (for example) you couldn't live 
without - you'll find it ain't such a crazy notion after all. 

Stream Angel 

Beware The Edible Fruit 

Howl In The Typewriter 

Assimilate That Lion 

United Kingdom Pumf Records PUMF329 C60 (1 998) 


conversation, television, and so on - no layering, just an 
overworked pause button. For all that, its fairly 
engrossing. I understand Stream Angel (who is a him 
rather than a them) was once involved with semi- 
legendary cassette monsters Adventures Of Twizzle, 
which makes sense because they were pretty fucking 
nutty at times as well. Here, like a Bash Street Kid with 
attention deficit syndrome, we ramble between a speak 
and spell machine discussing the appeal of ladies' 
bosoms, a traditional Japanese interpretation of 'The 
Laughing Policeman', and just about everything else, 
ever. Oh - and Oliver Hardy saying 'hard boiled eggs 
and nuts', which gets top marks, obviously. It's like 
some fascinating glimpse into the mind of an English 
Buddy Bradley as it collapses - or perhaps explodes - in 
a random scatterburst of conspiracy theories, puerile 
gags and daytime television. 

Assimilate That Lion is a little more coherent, being 
held together by wandering twittering loops and some 
layering of the sound, although the snippets of dialogue 
are a little less visual, a little more abstract, rendering it 
as a sort of Zen response to Beware The Edible Fruit. 

I'm not even sure if you'd call this music, and in fact, I 
don't really care. Despite its flaws - which can only 
really be considered flaws if you expected something else - it holds your 
attention for the full sixty minutes and survives repeated listening without 
the novelty waning. This is a good example of something else that the 
mighty cassette still has in its favour. If this was on CD, there might have 
been the temptation to jazz it up a little, wipe its nose and make it put on a 
clean shirt, which could have easily resulted in something more readily 
accessible, but much less interesting. As it stands, you get the pure 
undiluted stuff, dodgy edits and all. It reminds me oddly of some things on 
the Australian label Dual Plover, except here, nothing has been lost in the 
transition to round shiny artefact. 

Pumf Records, 25, Ivy Avenue, Blackpool, FY4 3QF, UK 
www.pumf.net 

Howl In The Typewriter 

Untitled 

United Kingdom Fencing Flatworm OTO series T28 C45 
( 2001 ) 



Two thematically related pieces by artists working at least partially with I gather this is one of a series of tapes put out by Fencing Flatworm, 

each other's source material. Stream Angel's side is pretty darn basic, featuring different and diverse artists, thematically linked by wilfully 

consisting of snippets of dialogue and music from phone calls, taped unrevealing covers culled from the ordnance survey map. Well, unrevealing 
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unless, in this case, you were wondering how to get 
from Oare to Cleve Hill without crossing Graveny 
Marshes. It seems to be Howl's own version of 
Bowie's Pin-Ups or Bryan Ferry's These Foolish 
Things. Or even Ringo's Sentimental Journey. All the 
tracks are covers, or at least heavily derived from 
other people's songs. Some have appeared on other 
tapes, although most are new to me. 

Generally speaking, I prefer Stan Batcow's original 
material. 'In The Mood' and 'Within You Without 
You' in particular fail to really take me anywhere. 

That said, he comes up with a storming version of 
'Rockaway Beach', and a 'Twist And Shout' slowed 
down to a laborious snail's pace. Also, there's a 
medley of Devo numbers (from their 'Jocko Homo' 
period) which gets full marks in all subjects. The 
uncanny resemblance of Stan's voice to that of Mark 
Mothersbaugh is enough to suggest that this is the 
man to call if anyone out there has ideas about a 
Devo tribute band. Moving on, the most weirdly 
inspired number here is the piece based solely upon 
Chas & Dave samples - some from songs by the duo 
I don't even recognise - respect due! All this and 
'God Save The Queen' too, and not the Sex Pistols 
take either. What the hell is going on in this man's 
head? 

Stan's twisted aesthetic, particularly where sampling is concerned, actually 
reminds me of a more abstracted version of hip-hop producers like Irv 
Gotti or The Alchemist, albeit on a reduced budget. This isn't the greatest 
Howl tape I've heard, but it shines brightly in a good few places. It's 
sufficient to fuel my continued praise for this oddball recording artist, and to 
make me glad I've discovered the world of Howl In The Typewriter, 
particularly when I remember some of the utter fucking turkeys I've had to 
sit through whilst writing column. 

Fencing Flatworm Recordings, 10, Grange Court, North Grange Mount, 
Leeds, LS6 2BZ, UK. 

Onomatopoeia 

Anal Almond 

United Kingdom G.R.O.S.S. GRS1 1 2 C30 (1 996) 


already crowded field. No less impressive is the packaging 
- a box with a clear plastic window revealing - a real 
almond. If this edition is home made, this must have been 
sheer torture for the poor bugger. This man clearly suffers 
for his art. 

THU20 

Nancy / Het Archief 

Japan G.R.O.S.S. GRS1 02 C60 (1 994) 

Two lengthy live pieces by an assemblage of blokes 
improvising free-form-ish noise, the source of which I can 
only guess at. Synths? Tapes? Short-wave radio? I couldn't 
say, but some of this does feel strongly like a laptop was in 
there somewhere. There's agonising hullabaloo aplenty 
interspersed with less raucous passages of squeaks, bangs 
and groans. Does anyone out there remember Family 
Patrol Group? They were from Birmingham, were very 
very very very noisy, and were really quite terrific. 'Nancy' 
reminds me a little of FPG's blood-curdling abstract howl, 
except where they were utterly relentless and 
overpowering - 'Nancy' kind of pauses for breath here and 
there. It isn't bad, but somehow a sense of momentum is 
lacking, like they're just making it up as they go along. They probably are 
making it up as they go along, but I wouldn't have thought it should sound as 
such. That said, there are some fine moments when it all falls together, and I 
don't doubt that this sounded great in its original context: in front of an 
audience. 

'Het Archief irons out the problems of the first side. It feels a little more 
composed and the music seems to change and evolve for a reason. 
Atmospherically speaking it could almost be a Nurse With Wound score to 
an old John Carpenter film and certainly bits remind me of the dense 
atmosphere of classic NWW cuts like 'Fashioned To A Device Behind A 
Tree' or 'The Strange Play Of The Mouth'. So, yeah - good. I like. Well 
worth the few measly quid. 

Also the Fererro Roche style packaging is to be commended. 

Both of the above are available from: 

Cheeses International, 1 5, Liverpool Road, Islington, London, N I ORW, UK 
steve.cheeses@btinternet.com 



I only know Onomatopoeia from Fanny Batter, a rather alarming CD 
produced in collaboration with the very lovely Smell & Quim. From the 
general thrust of Anal Almond, it isn't difficult to see why Onomatopoeia 
should consider those northern terrors as kindred spirits. 

Power electronics (we are still calling it that, aren't we? Well, I am anyway) 
has covered topics as diverse as race hatred, extremes of sexual perversion, 
serial murder, and now a profound dislike of nuts is added to the canon. Of 
course, Sutcliffe Jugend touched upon the subject with 
their legendary Pushed To The Side Of The Plate set 
('Eat your greens! / Eat your fucking greens! / Go on! / 

Eat them! / They're good for yoooouuuuuuuu!!!!!!!'), 
but even they shied away from taking it to these 
extremes. 

Onomatopoeia hates almonds, and nuts in general. 

Writing as one who frequently cooks with flaked 
almonds, I am left a little confused. Can someone who 
doesn't like almonds truly be called a man, I wonder as 
I stroke my Zapata moustache and gaze in silent 
contemplation across the fields of maize and maguey 
built up from nothing but the blood and sweat of my 
very own loins. Anyway, here we have three big chunks 
of screaming noise and feedback so richly textured that 
one feels it is almost edible, like a rich meaty stew 
transmitted by sound alone. The titles ('Marzipan' being 
one) reinforce the theme of almond hatred, and the 
music is executed with such virulent force that one is 
left without any sense of ambiguity. This guy really does 
fucking loathe almonds. 

Where power electronics are concerned, it seems fair 
to say that you usually know what you're going to get, 
but Onomatopoeia manages to do a good job in an 


Dieter Muh 

The Bjorn Tapes 

Japan Xerxes ES27 C60 (1 999) 

I saw this duo live a few years back supporting Con-Dom, and The Bjorn 
Tapes proves that my memory of them being pretty impressive is no false 
impression tinted by the spectacle of the event. Dieter Miih's evident love 
of ear-splitting distortion and the like might tend to 
encourage certain expectations if it were not for all the 
other stuff going on in there. It reminds me a little of 
Throbbing Gristle or early Konstruktivists in terms of 
its aesthetic, if not its actual sound. Folk tend to forget 
that TG were actually pretty tuneful in their own way, 
even if the notes came from the improvised groaning 
and wailing of home-made synths rather than any rigidly 
structured emulation of the pop ditty. Dieter Muh use 
loops, electronics and whole banks of effects to stir up 
great dark caverns of noise, sound and texture. It's not 
particularly clear-cut as to what boxes went into this 
recording. The whole is far bigger than the sum of its 
parts, and the end result is evocative of far more 
dramatic landscapes than a couple of blokes piddling 
around with a synth or two. Whatever might be going 
on though, I suspect it's conducted by big chunky old 
leads with jack-plugs and mains hum and bad 
connections: you don't get this depth of feeling from 
icons moved around on a PC screen. 

Right about now is where I'd normally go on about vast 
Lovecraftian spaces or the sound of electrons driven 
into the hearts of atomic nuclei but let's just leave it at 
the statement of this being a richly composed canvas 
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pregnant with the possibilities one can read into it. Cracking 
dark stuff. 

G.R.O.S.S. c/o Akifumi Nakajima, 412, Higashianekoujicho, 

Sanjo-agaru, Furukawacho, Higashiyama-ku, Kyoto 605, Japan. 

Alchemy Of The 20th Century 

Birth Of A Lifeform 

Finland Kaos Kontrol - 273,15 C30 (1999) 

'No synthesisers,' it boasts. A sampler, I guess? Maybe. Maybe 
not. Certainly there's something being used which produces 
rough unregimented loops of sound that degrade and mutate 
over time. I've kind of blown my descriptive wad (as it were) 
with Dieter Muh, and Birth Of A Lifeform is clearly in the 
same ball park. Read the Dieter Muh review a couple of times 
until you think you know what it sounds like. Then imagine 
that sound is a gallery full of paintings. Then imagine what 
those paintings look like after the place has been burnt to the 
ground - scorched and bleached of all but the vaguest 
impressions. Where Dieter Muh howl, this throbs like 
phantom nerve endings in a body stripped to the bone. 

Is this dark ambient? Sorry. I'm clueless when it comes to such matters. 
Certainly, it's dark and has an economy of texture which proves far more 
subtle and effective than would obvious melodrama. Considering how little 
is actually going on here - particularly on the final track 'Regressive Future', 
which comprises a drone with some banging noises - the effect is positively 
chilling, as though some huge and unspeakable horror waits beyond the 
peripheral hearing of this apparently minimal recording. Pardon the purple 
prose but it would be pointless listening to this tape and just describing 
what happens. 

kaoskontrol@iobox.fi 



The Skip reviewed by 
WAR ARROW 

SKIPLOAD OF TAPES 
Lucky Draw Thing! 

Eranu indeed, Mr. Edwin Carnell of Lewes, East 
Sussex. Even as I write, I am feeling the initial onset of 
trepidation regarding how many more long hours of 
overtime I will have to put in on my day job in order 
to fund the postage for your Big Prize Grab Bag 
Skipload Of Tapes Lucky Draw Jackpot Bonanza™ 
package, which should be winging it's way to you 
shortly. At present, there's 23 (count 'em) CDs, 2 
cassette tapes and a VHS video in there, although 
there might be more by the time it gets posted. 
Admittedly, it may not exactly be 23 classic CDs which 
you will treasure always, but the law of averages 
suggests that there should be at least a few items therein which take your 
fancy. Anyway, it's free - but for the cost of a stamp - so who are you to 
complain? 

Commiserations to those who didn't get their card drawn from the Sound 
Projector tombola, (and believe it or not, we actually had a few entries for 
once) and better luck next time all y'all. 

For the uninitiated, the deal is this. Send a postcard to the editorial address 
marked Skipload Prize Payout (or whatever), remembering to include your 
name and address. If your card happens to be the one drawn from the 
sombrero, you get absolutely free of charge a reliquary of all the discs, 
tapes, records, items of memorabilia etc. we have left over from the next 
issue - at least after we've taken our appropriate cut. 


KONSTRUKTIVISTS 

terminal Attraction 

Cassette C90 - 12 tracks 

A new collection of intense rhythmic and 
instrumental works from one of the UK’s 
most criminally underrated and 
underestimated groups. Includes 'Kulture 
Klash', 'Robert Rental's Requiem’, 'Who's 
Right', and others. 

All Ce A call cassettes are professionally copied on mass onto 
TDK chrome tapes, with printed covers. Cost: £3,00 (UK); 
£3. SO (Europe); £4,00 (elsewhere) including postage and 
packing. Cheques, postal orders, or IMOs should be in UK 
sterling and made payable to L. BURTON only. 

Ce Acatl, 

BM Indefinite, 

London, WC1N 3XX, U.K. 
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The Ribbon sound 


Howl In The Typewriter 

Forays 

United Kingdom Pumf Records 

PUMF364 CD (2001) 

The claim so often made of this or that 
artist as 'defying categorisation' is a devalued 
currency through overuse, but I still think 
Howl In The Typewriter is one of the few 
to whom it genuinely applies. Howl is too 
chirpy to be industrial; too dark and 
abstract to be pop; too eclectic, 
enthusiastic, and too reluctant to suck its 
cheeks in for the 'serious' avant-garde. It is 
ironic that in these times where crap and 
noise and hiss has become an aesthetic in 
itself - Stan 'Howl' Batcow whose adherence 
to the DIY ethic is borne of necessity rather 
than marketing strategy - languishes in 
undeserved obscurity. 

By Forays I take this to mean experiments, although as one of the most 
consistent HITT collections I've heard, it seems to be almost begging for an 
independent film to soundtrack. Eleven numbers of which only one is really 
a song as such, fleeting comparisons are drawn with Severed Heads, John 
Carpenter, and even Public Enemy. But Stan has a quite distinctive language 
of favoured sounds and these are enough to make it pretty clear that such 
influences are probably in the ear of the beholder. As always there's a fair 
helping of old Roland boxes: TB303 (the acid house fave) and - I'm guessing 
TR606 drum machine (you'll recognise it when you hear it), and hearing 
these again, still used with invention, and still sounding fucking great, I'm 
beginning to suspect it won't be long before they're eulogised in the same 
way as the Hammond organ. Likewise there's the odd bit of oozing squeaky 
synth recalling times when everything sounded like Harold Faltemeyer, 
although I suspect this is no Les Rhythms Digitales style ironic appropriation 
- Stan probably just likes the sound. 

And it works. Although we get plenty of samplers at work, HITT manages 
to defy expectations, so you don't end up thinking 'that's the sub-Kraftwerk 
number, that's the Minnie Ripperton number' and so on. My only criticism is 
that some places sag under the weight of their own complexity. 'Yo-Yo' 
bangs like a shithouse door in a gale, but would bang more without the 
slightly muddy spoken bit over the top. Still, its great to hear music that 
positively leaps out of the stereo like this without bringing a whole suitcase 
full of agendas and knowingly raised eyebrows. 

WAR ARROW 

Pumf Records, 25, Ivy Avenue, Blackpool, FY4 3QF, UK 
www.pumf.net 

Howl In The 
Typewriter 

Grand Theft Audio 

United Kingdom Pumf 
Records PUMF378 CD 
( 2001 ) 

Well, it's full marks for the title 
even before we start. 

Howl is mainly Stan Batcow 
who's been at it for years 
through the medium of 
cassettes, and the odd flexidisc. And now a CD. In many ways, Stan's work 
highlights exactly what is wrong with the CDR glut that has all but killed the 
similarly independent, but otherwise quite different home cassette boom of 
years gone by. People just have more money now. Possibly too much. 
Anyone can do a CDR they say. No, they fucking can't. I don't have a CD 


burner. Maybe I should go for the bread, 
water and instant noodles diet so I can 
afford one, but frankly I've had enough of 
such austerity. The fact is that many 
people start, or at least started, recording 
music on cassette because that was what 
was available and affordable, and there's 
nothing which stimulates invention and 
innovation so much as having only a 
minimum of equipment which barely 
works, because you can't afford to repair 
or replace it. For example, I've just been 
listening to an old classic from 1 982 - 
Adventures Of Twizzle's Complete 
Sensory Deprivation C60: a mono tape 
recorder, an echo box and - well - that's 
pretty much it, but against all odds (one 
would imagine) it still sounds as exciting as 
it did a whole scary twenty years ago. And 
why? Because with a budget of £ 1 .49 AOT 
obviously must have come close to 
sweating blood in order to get the best out of their ludicrously humble 
recording set up. 

Today it seems - and I don't give a fuck how much of a self-important arse 
this makes me sound - these CDR kids just don't have the background of 
struggle which allows them to truly develop and focus their art. They just 
haven't paid their dues. One flick of a credit card and the stuff comes out of 
its box, is wired up and next day - wow - another teeth grindingly tedious 
CDR of formless pointless looped laptop wank that the world doesn't need. 
Gods! It makes me baity! 

Howl, on the other hand, have covered the groundwork, coaxed noises 
from fizzling bundles of wires and, over the years, become intimately 
familiar with the ropes. Of course, having been at it a while, Stan has 
actually accumulated some half-decent equipment as well as an 
understanding of how to use it with a modicum of inspiration. So here at 
last is a CD (and a proper CD mind) from one of those 'cassette bands' 
everyone seems to get so sniffy about. 

As basic concepts go, vaguely techno-inspired instrumentals laden with 
sampled snippets of dialogue may not be what you'd call revolutionary, but 
this hardly matters when its done with such originality and a finely 
developed sense of the bizarre. I mention techno only as the nearest 
available point of reference, there's only about two or three tracks which 
you might dance to if you really felt so inclined. Elegantly understated tunes 
and superbly orchestrated samples, or other effects, carry the music here. 
At times it is uplifting, at others positively haunting (track 17, for example, 
which displays the most moving use of mains hum I've ever heard), in turn 
both scary and funny, even irritating in the case of one track which sounds 
like tinny music from a computer game you'd find in a chip shop about ten 
years ago. Sampled dialogue, particularly from film soundtrack (I've spotted 
bits of The Thing, Blade Runner, and even Zardoz) can be one fuck of a 
cliche in the wrong hands, which it usually is, but here it takes on the quality 
of a Max Ernst collage, creating a whole separate universe with its own laws 
and logic - until one eventually forgets this method was also employed by 
Sigue Sigue Sputnik in order to convey how futuristic they were. It's kind of 
like A DJ album without turntables, but a whole lot better than DJ albums 
usually are. Maybe a DIY Fat Boy Slim if he was blessed with imagination, or 
Scanner if his stuff wasn't appalling toss. Or maybe if the Severed Heads had 
pursued the line of 'Dead Eyes Opened' a bit more. Is this plunderphonics 
or something? 

I don't know. Actually, I don't care. It's a cracking album and I haven't 
stopped playing it since it popped through my letterbox two months ago. 
Howl In The Typewriter have done what few have managed - released a 
CD which is as good as a cassette. Redundant CDR laptop bores take note. 

WAR ARROW 

Pumf Records, 25, Ivy Avenue, Blackpool, FY4 3QF, UK 
www.pumf.net 
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323 Archway Road, Highgate, London N6 5AA 
[opposite Highgate tube] 

www . sound323 . com 

secure on-line ordering and information 

TOSHI NAKAMURA - NO-INPUT MIXING BOARD [zero g.] £13.99 

TOSHI NAKAMURA - NO- INPUT MIXING BOARD 2 [a brut] £9.99 
TOSHI NAKAMURA/BRUNO MEILLIER - SIPHONO [smi] £8.99 

TOSHI NAKAMURA/ SACHIKO M - DO [erstwhile] £11.99 

TOSHI NAKAMURA/KEITH ROWE - WEATHER SKY [erst.] £11.99 
TOSHI NAKAMURA/ANDREA NEUMANN - ATON [rossbin] £9.99 

OTOMO YOSHIHIDE - ANODE [tzadik] £14.49 

OTOMO YOSHIHIDE - CATHODE [tzadik] £14.49 

SACHIKO M/PHILIP SAMARTZIS - ARTEFACT [dorobo] £11.99 

MON. GOOSE - AT PENGUIN HOUSE [slub] jap import £13.99 

TAKU SUGIMOTO - ITALIA [a brut secret] £9.99 

TAKU SUGIMOTO - ALTO [slub] 3"cd jap import £10.99 

TAKU SUGIMOTO - TORI /BIRD Y PROGRAM [offsite] £10.99 

TAKU SUGIMOTO - OPPOSITE [hat noir] £14.99 

TAKU SUGIMOTO/ ANNETTE KREBBS - DUO IN BERLIN [slub] £13. 99 
SUGIMOTO /EZAKI/UNAMI - TRIO @ OFFSITE [hibari] £10.99 

SUGIMOTO/ROWE/ YOSHIHIDE - AJAR [alcohol] £9.99 

SUGIMOTO /ROWE /MULLER - WORLD TURNED [erstwhile] £11.99 
SUGIMOTO/AKIYAMA/WIGET - HOKOU [corpus hermeticum] £9.99 
AKIYAMA/ KAWASAKI /KHAN - LUWA [rossbin] £9.99 

V/A - IMPROVISATION MEETING AT BAR AOYAMA [reset] £15.99 
V/A - MEETING AT OFFSITE VOL.l [reset] £10.99 

V/A - IMPROVISED MUSIC FROM JAPAN [10 cd box set] £129.99 
V/A - DELUX IMPROVISATION SERIES VOL.l [delux] £11.99 

V/A - DELUX IMPROVISATION SERIES VOL . 2 [delux] £11.99 

phone/fax: +44 (0)20 8348 9595 
e-mail : sound323@aol . com 

join our email-order database for updates of new releases 
shop open 10am to 5.30pm - closed Sunday & Monday 
mail order - per disc - add 75p uk, £1 eec, £1.50 row 


143 


The Sound Projector Tenth Issue 2002 


Harley’s UGLY MUGS 

of Rock 


The Fall 

Are You Are Missing Winner 
UNITED KINGDOM COG SINISTER 
COGVP131 CD CD (2001) 

Well here's a thing - having released his band's most popular and 
accessible LP in years (see last issue's review of The Unutterable), 

Mark Smith follows it with their most difficult listening experience 
yet. This is not without precedent... the old bugger has always 
liked to set himself musical challenges and never more so than 
when the band are on their uppers. A year after 1 982's 
crowd-pleasing Hex Enduction Hour came Perverted by Language 
in which he set out to explore how long a single riff or idea could 
be strung out. Such Smith moves are often perceived as wilful 
tomfoolery but I really don't believe he does it for the sake of it - 
good experimental music has the listener in mind, testing the 
borders of taste in order to increase the range of musical 
pleasures available to all of us. It's not pretentious self-indulgence, it's a public service, citizens! 

As for Perverted by Language, I love the ultra-taut riffs that dominate it (they had to be really tightly 
constructed to support the protracted time they spend in front of your ears) and the tension that 
builds up as the band slowly edge towards the few dramatic digressions from the otherwise 
tightrope-straight path being trod. (On the other hand, to hear how it can all go horribly wrong, 
check out the Peel Session versions of the same songs - these push the listener's patience just that bit 
further with painful results). For the latest entry in The Fall's journal of musical science Smith seems to be interested in several things - how little he can work 
up and adorn the songs, how many rough-edges he can leave in the final product and how many spanners he can throw in the machinery and still get away 
with it. But let me make clear - I'm not trying to cast MES as some kind of clinical, theoretical artist. As we all know he's a wayward fellow and it seems 
unlikely that he'd want to set or stick to any fixed preconceived idea of how a record should turn out. Nevertheless his preoccupations at any one time 
clearly help shape his music and you can see this. 

The tunes are unsophisticated even by Fall standards, but as always the simplicity is deceptive - there's more than enough invention packed into tracks like 
'Bourgeois Town' to make your ears prick up and pay attention. 'BT' takes a basic blues template as its unpromising starting point but a simple twist to the 
riff gives it an edge and turns it into something unfamiliar and exciting. By contrast there's the blistering 'My Ex-Classmate Kids' which just uses three Velvet 
Underground-pattern chords played through overdriven amps to wake you from your slumber. I wouldn't be surprised to discover that hearing Iggy Pop's 
dials-in-the-red remix of Raw Power provided Smith with a revelation: Fall recordings have just been too damn polite all these years! This track just bursts out 
of your speakers, bleeding all over the place, whilst Smith's vocal hook wanders defiantly out of tune, nevertheless insinuating itself immediately into your 
mind's internal jukebox, and showing once again that the man's instincts for strange and memorable melodies are unique and exceptional. (Don't get too 
excited though by the Iggy comparison - this current version of The Fall don't yet have anything approaching the power or focus of the Stooges... although 
they could pass for early 90s Half Japanese without too much trouble). 

There's no keyboard or sequencers filling out the sound, in contrast to The Unutterable. Usually a single judicious effect applied to the guitar suffices to give a 
song a distinctive identity. Many of the dynamics come from subtle changes in the sound rather than from anything the musicians are doing (that 
dub-approach-mixing mentioned last issue)... the slow turn back-and forth of the treble knob in the middle of 'Crop Dust' for instance. And the looseness in 
the writing leaves room for the band to spread out in a few places and jam a little, usually a Fall no-go area. There's a larger than usual serving of the 
mysterious jump cuts, silences and misleading fade outs that have been featuring in recent releases. 'Ibis-Afro Man' brutally (and in some cases artlesslly) 
jumps between a studio session, a demo version and the sound of a monkey or parrot being beaten to death (no kidding) before finally settling into a 
(fantastic) live version. The clash of the different tracks are shocking and frustrating at first but throw up some interesting results. (Nevertheless I can't help 
thinking it would've been better if he'd just let you listen to the damn song). 

Lyrics are of course muffled/obscured but some of them manage to fight their way through the mix. There's a bunch of neatly-expressed and insightful 
aphorisms concerning professional bleeding hearts (‘I cry for meat 5 days a week’) and do-gooders abroad (‘You've gotta kick the can or descend on some 
foreign land’). In fact the theme this time seems to be how we use foreign countries to avoid facing our own problems (either by escaping to them on 
holiday, dropping bombs on them or by just plain interfering in their problems). If any of you doubters still think that Smith's writing is all of the misconstrued 
- elf - droplet - encounter - ah - type variety, check out the the band's official website. Many of the lyrics from previous records have now been fully 
deciphered by keen-eared fans and make for coherent not to mention frequently hilarious reading... the guy's an astute political satirist! Having said all that, 
it's the pointless but repeated in-joke at the drummer's expense (‘Spen is a bastardo’) that has really sticks in your head after hearing this record. 

Does it work? Well, not entirely. A clumsy and all but worthless run through of R Dean Taylor's 'Gotta See Jane' is as far away in ambition from their 1 987 
cover of 'Ghost in My House' as you can get. The rest of the record snaps along at a mighty pace but somehow seems relatively under-achieving on a scale of 
one to Fall. Maybe Smith just got too 'Loose' for his own good? Watch your tellies this Xmas as he's down to deliver the next Royal Institute Lecture... 

HARLEY RICHARDSON 
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Hank Mizell 

Jungle Rock 

UNITED KINGDOM CHARLY 

RECORDS CRL 5000 VINYL LP (1 976) 

It's a rare rockabilly record that finds a place for 
itself in the mainstream pop consciousness, but 
Hank Mizell's 'Jungle Rock' is just such a beast, 
albeit one with 'novelty hit' tattooed in large 
letters across its forehead. Recorded in 
Obscurity, Illinois during 1957, it still gets played 
on the radio from time to time and not just by 
John Peel. The Fall covered it, their determined 
live version boiling the song's already simple riff 
down to two insistent/annoying keyboard notes, 
making for a floor-clearing classic! And you'll 
often find it alongside The Champs' 'Tequila' on 
party mixtapes, providing modern hipsters with 
all they need (or want) to know about 50's rock 
and roll. 

'Jungle Rock' was Mizell's only single, an attempt 
to hit it big in order to escape from a deadend 
career singing in Illinois dives packed with 
itinerant rednecks. The attempt fell flat and 
Mizell gave up on music, spending the next few 
years working as, amongst other things, a Church 
of Christ minister. (The Church's role in job 
creation for reformed rockers is surely an 
under-researched part of music history.) 

The track's crude mix of heavily reverbed 
drums/guitar and childrens' book lyrics (‘I moved 
a little closer just to get a better view / 1 saw a 
chimp and a monkey doing the Suzy Q’) place it 
in good company amongst all those small 
distribution primitive/beat/exotica/rock'n'roll 
records which have been possibly 
over-documented during the last decade or so 
on compilations such as Las Vegas Grind or 
Jungle Exotica. But it was rediscovered 
prematurely in 1976 by an English rockabilly 
collector, and from there went on to become an 
unlikely disco hit. A bootleg release took it into 
the UK charts where it attracted cover versions 
from the likes of Shakin' Stevens and The 
Sunsets. 

The single's success soon came to the attention 
of Charly Records 
and their affiliate, 
the Singleton label, 
who realised that 
they owned the 
rights to the record 
and were missing 
out on some 
financial action. Too 
late on the uptake 
to benefit from the 
single's success, they 
decided to put out 
an LP to mop up any 
remaining interest in 
the man. With no 
other Mizell 
recordings available 
to exploit, they 
were forced to track 
Mizell down and 
persuade him to 
make some new 
tracks. 

The resultant 
cash-in LP comes 
across like an 




all-expenses spared effort, with tracklist mostly 
restricted to numbers from the Sun back 
catalogue (also owned by Singleton) and 'jungle' 
sleeve photograph shot in Kew Gardens. Mizell 
and his backing band of session musicians 
(including DJ Fontana!) had to learn the songs 
from the original tapes so don't be fooled into 
thinking this was representative of Mizell's live act 
at the time - he probably didn't have one. 

The original Jungle Rock starts things off and 
naturally stands out like a sore thumb, but the 
newer material is surprisingly good. There's no 
musical revelations to be found amongst these 
straightforward rock'n'roll tunes but there is a 
loose and playful feeling that you rarely get when 
old rockers come out to play - you won't find it 
in 'Later on Jools Holland' that's for sure! Mizell's 
voice hadn't changed any in twenty years, still 
sounding like your only-just-on-the-wagon uncle 
singing Bill Haley songs. The covers are energetic 
and likeable, especially Tommy Blake's 'Sweetie 
Pie', but the best track is 'Ready Freddy', a 
Mizell/Mizell original (composed with his wife 
Rosemary), which is good enough to have been 
an undiscovered Eddie 
Cochran number. 

As a cynical cash-in the LP 
must have been a disaster. No 
discos or charts were going to 
be set alight by obscure old 
men playing rock'n'roll 
standards, however good the 
result sounded - correct me if 
you know otherwise. Mizell 
soon disappeared back into 
obscurity... 

HARLEY RICHARDSON 


REV.99 

Turn a deaf ear 
USA PAX 
RECORDINGS 
PR90251 CD (2001) 


Two USA-based improv duos 
on a double-date. The 
musicians' names are new to 


me, maybe they aren't to you: Couple no I is 
Akio Mokuno (Powerbook laptop) and 99 
Hooker (sax and poetry), couple no 2 is Ernesto 
Diaz-lnfante (amped acoustic guitar and 
percussion) and Chris Forsyth (electric guitar) 
are the other. Mixing desk man Ross Bonadonna 
does his best to avoid being spare wheel, 
manipulating their 'musical conversation' in 
real-time, doncha know. 

This quintet's combined sound palette will be 
familiar to most improv fans: a mostly abstract 
collection of random piano notes, sax splutters, 
jazzy guitar chords, feedback spikes, close-miked 
rustling, radio speech samples and the occasional 
fragment of melody. But they're expertly and 
imaginatively used - there's no evidence that 
playing in a new configuration caused them any 
problems at all. I guess that's improvisers for 
you: adaptable fellows (the good ones anyway). 
This lot show the qualities you're supposed to 
have as an improviser: in particular judgement, a 
good ear, the ability to listen to the other 
musicians and to leave each other plenty of space. 
In fact they get it right pretty much most of the 
time on this disc, which might be down to clever 
editing, but I'd like to think isn't. It makes the 
whole improv game sound really easy - maybe it 
is? Anyway it's a compelling psychedelic listen 
from start to finish. 

It's also agitated and atonal, yet somehow very 
easy on the ear - this could be a good place to 
start if you still need convincing about the 
pleasures of improv. The two long pieces are 
made up of short, episodic and easy-to-digest 
chunks so if you find something too grating 
there's a sweeter moment just a minute or two 
away. Even the plinky plonky aspect that puts 
most people off improv seems very palatable 
here, providing colour and texture rather than 
irritation. 

However the record is somewhat marred by 99 
Hooker's 'chaos poetry', which crops up in bursts 
every ten minutes or so. The term 'chaos poetry' 
is sometimes used to describe the words 
produced by computer poem-generation 
software but here I gather it's intended to mean 
'chaotic poetry' or 'poetry about chaos'. Either 
definition just about applies to 99 Hooker's 
material, but let's not beat around the bush, 
chaos poetry is beat poetry by an unnecessary 
new moniker. 

99 Hooker's stoopid 'street' name is a giveaway 
really. The guy appears to be a fake with very 
little to say. He blurts out angry but crass 
rhetorical questions (‘Where's your accent 
from... CNN?’), which are clearly meant to 'get 
you thinking'. Like much self-consciously 
thought-provoking art it comes with the 
patronising assumption that you weren't thinking 
in the first place. His rather heavy-handed 
attempts at humour are shot through with the 
same arrogance. 99 is a typical modern day 
political satirist: taking a bunch of obvious swipes 
at easy targets, in this case symbols of The Man’ 
(Bush, Burger King, globalisation). 

At a time when ideas such as The planet's 
screwed!’ and ‘Global capitalism is bad!’ are 
all-but universally accepted, what's the point in 
hectoring people about them? If he really wants 
to be political, 99 Hooker could try to provide 
some deeper insight into what's going on - but it 
doesn't seem something he's capable of. His 
delivery stinks too - he raps in 'the beat style' in 
the same way that Vic Reeves sings in 'the club 
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singer style'. He takes the superficial 
intonation and timing of the original poets, 
tempering them with steals from some 
ill-chosen sources: at times he sounds like 
Dennis Hopper's paranoid jabbering 
photographer from Apocalypse Now (the 
same trick that Brad Pitt uses when he 
wants to suggest instability), at others like 
drunken slob Barney Gumble from The 
Simpsons. He also seems to take a childish 
delight in swear words, carefully articulating 
every syllable like a naughty schoolboy. The 
trademark righteous anger of the beat 
sounds like a total put on here. Guys like 
this should be forced to sit in front of 
Roger Corman's classic parody Bucket of 
Blood until they repent and vow never to 
open their mouths again. Of course beat 
poetry gets a hard press and maybe it 
deserves it - whatever your opinion on the 
subject, be assured that this 'aint the real 
thing'. 

It's not 1 00% awful. For a couple of 
minutes you get one rant overlaid on top of 
another - so you can only hear part of what 
he's saying, an instant improvement since 
connecting up the disjointed fragments that 
do make it through is a more rewarding 
experience than hearing his words in their 
linear entirety. Perhaps that's the point of 
beat poetry anyway? Use them as a starting 
point for your own paranoid delusions. 99 is also 
funnier when he ditches the politics and follows 
an absurd train of thought, dealing out 
throwaway one-liners like a stand-up comedian 
(‘I've got a two-second delay so when I say 
something stupid I catch it and throw it away’ for 
instance). But now I'm making excuses for him... 
if you can turn a deaf ear to 99 Hooker's 
blatherings you'll enjoy the record, but there's no 
doubt it would be even better without any talk at 
all. Next time stick to the sax, Max. 

HARLEY RICHARDSON 

The Velvet Underground 

Bootleg Series Volume 1 : The 
Quine Tapes 

USA Universal/Polydor 31 4 589 
067-2 3 X CD (2001) 

As you'll no doubt be aware, this is the first in 
an alleged and overdue series of official releases 
for the many Velvets Underground bootlegs and 
live tapes. It comprises a selection of tracks 
recorded in 1 969 by VU fan Robert Quine who, 
amongst other things, would later go on to be 
guitarist for The Voivoids. This is the Reed- 
Morrison-Tucker-Yule line-up, one of the 
better-documented incarnations of The Velvet 
Underground. The volume of documentation 
just got even greater. 

Audience recordings made with the band's 
blessing at nine gigs in three different venues, 
the songs represent a fair spread of material 
from all the phases of the VU's career up to that 
point; including a rare performance of the Cale- 
era ‘Black Angel’s Death Song’, a highly untypical 
VU song whose guitar line was entirely written 
by Cale, to fit the scatty metre of an early Lou 
Reed poem. Fortunately, the 1969 Lou Reed 
was thoughtful enough to tell Quine they were 
going to perform it! Quine’s tapes were made 


from the audience using a hand-held microphone, 
so naturally the recordings have that muffled and 
compressed bootleg sound that you know and 
love, but don't worry, they not only capture all 
the information we need - they are all documents 
of great, simple and perfect rocking 
performances. If I was being captious, I might 
remark the only casualty is Mo Tucker's 
drumming which in some places is reduced to a 
sluggish thud, uncharacteristically acting as a 
damper on the band's forward motion. 


This release is a useful demystifier for those who 
aren't overly familiar with the wealth of VU live 
material that's become (illegally) available over 



the years. The four most famous studio LPs that 
most people know the band by are so tightly put 
together, with so little fat in the songwriting and 
arrangements, that every song sounds like it's by 
a different band. On stage it's a different story... 
most tracks here start with a straightforward run 
through of an arrangement we're all familiar with, 
but then develop into an extended jam which 
allows each performer's particular tics, favourite 
licks, and musical personalities to fully impress 
themselves on the listener. Bo Diddley's hold 
over Sterling Morrison becomes inescapably 
obvious, as do the limits of Lou Reed's blues 
vocabulary. 

Virtuosity isn't an issue here though. The musical 
tools at the band's disposal were relatively 
minimal but they sure knew what to do with 
them, working as a unit to fashion one blissful 
blues-based improvisation after another. If this 
CD is at all representative of a VU gig, then it 
implies that their songs were used as mere 
sweeteners for the audience, to prepare them 
for the more challenging but rewarding material 
to follow. And in general, the closer the tracks 
are to the studio versions the more redundant 
they are (eg 'Sunday Morning' and 'After Hours'). 
Perhaps performing the songs was a chore for 
the band? At the start of several tracks the band 
sounds like its about to collectively drop off to 
sleep, only for 
everyone to 
simultaneous! 
y jerk awake 
some minutes 
into the jam 
section. 'Ride 
into the Sun' 
in particular 
starts very 
unpromisingly 
but grows 
into the most 
beautiful 
number in 
the set. 

If they'd 
stayed 

together, maybe they should've gone the whole 
way and ditched songs altogether. The three 
lengthy and episodic versions of 'Sister Ray' 
included here would suggest so. True to the 
song's legend, the band don't riff around its 
central theme, they transform it completely, 
usually several times over within a performance, 
conjuring up entirely new arrangements out of 
nowhere. Mo Tucker turns out to be the 
lynchpin on at least two of the versions, the 
subtle and not-so-subtle shifts in her drum 
patterns forcing the rest of the band to adjust 
their strategies and preventing them from riffing 
themselves into a rut. And, everything you ever 
heard is true - Reed’s lyrical free-wheeling 
inventions around the ‘theme’ of Sister Ray is 
astonishing. He changes the story every time, 
introduces new characters, puts the events in a 
different order, and constantly shifts the 
character perspective so you’re not even sure 
who’s talking. 

Great music, straight-ahead rocking 
performances, mid-price box set in a simple card 
package.. .what are you waiting for? Fans of the 
1 969 double LP (a great LP, despite appalling 
sleeve art) should check in here immediately. 

HARLEY RICHARDSON 
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Music and Images: 
The Residents 


The Residents 

Icky Flix live at the Queen Elizabeth Hall 
9th June 2001 

The Residents 

Icky Flix 

GERMANY Euro Ralph DVD No Cat 
Number (2001) 

The Residents 

Icky Flix OST 

GERMANY Euro Ralph CD CD025 

( 2001 ) 

The Residents' 1 990 Cube E show at the 
Sadlers Wells is one of my all time favourite 
gigs: a potted history of American music, 
focussing on country and black music and the 
intersection of the two (Elvis) and culminating 
in the British invasion represented by the 
Beatles cover of 'Blue Suede Shoes'. At the time 
I was astonished that anyone could make pull 
off a show that was so ambitious both musically 
and visually. I still am - nothing has compared to 
it since. The Live in Holland LP recording of the 
show, whilst a great piece of music in its own 
right, doesn't really do it justice. Many images 
have lodged themselves in my mind: the giant 
ten-gallon hats of the saxophone-playing 
cowboys, the 'invisible' dancers, the giant box 
creature at the end of act one, the Elvis imitator 
with his ventriloquist dummy grandchildren - 
everything on a grand scale and executed with 
simplicity and humour. Normal rock gigs seemed dull for years afterwards. 

It looked as such a show was destined to be a one-off, as the next time we 
saw them in Britain was for 1 999's embarrassing Wormwood show at The 
Forum. The unsympathetic venue (a godforsaken comedown from the 
mooted choice of the Royal Albert Hall) didn't help matters and much of the 
audience treated it as just another happening night out (ie by talking through 
it). The rather bombastic music sounded more like Toyah than The 
Residents, and the band's attempts to shed new light on obscure areas of 
The Bible were somewhat heavy handed and humour-free. If anything The 
Residents seemed to be turning into a ropey prog rock band, complete with 
overblown ideas and hamfisted execution. 

But from the opening moments of the Icky Flix show it was obvious that the 
band had got their act back together, and what's more were here to rock 
out - sounding powerful and pulling no punches. The purpose of the tour 
was to promote their 'greatest video hits' DVD of the same name, with a live 
rendition of the music on the disk. This turned out to be much more 
successful than their 20th Anniversary LP, Our Finest Flowers, where they 
fed their own music into the same mincer through which they squished 60s 
pop for Third Reich and Roll, mixing and matching one song with another - 
that failed mainly due to the MIDI straightjackets in which they'd placed 
themselves at the time, the music sounding flat and tentative. Here they 
were forced to stick to the running time and basic structure of the originals 
but were otherwise in loose and playful mood, reworking the material in 
whatever way seemed to be make most sense to them and not feeling 
hidebound by the original instrumentation or arrangements. My only 
complaint about the music was the tendency for the guitarist to overuse that 
trick with the volume pedal, the one which removes the sound of a note 


being struck, producing sustained notes which seem to appear out of the 
either - haunting when used sparingly but another prog-rock device they 
should be wary of. At least he'd reigned himself in a little since using it to 
destroy all in his path at previous shows. 

The band were in their expanded Wormwood 
configuration of four instrument-playing 
Residents (guitarist, drummer and two 
keyboard/computer players) plus Mr Skull on 
preacher-duty and growls, and honorary female 
Resident Molly Harvey as second singer. Mr 
Skull and Molly would emerge from behind the 
screens whenever their voices were needed. 
The show was pared down and portable as a 
reaction to previous back- and wallet-breaking 
excursions. The simple stage design consisted 
of seethrough net panel screens, behind each of 
which stood a Resident, clad in black body suit 
and torch-helmet. As is now standard for 
Residents show, the stage was in darkness 
throughout with costumes and other details 
picked out in luminous neon licorice colours by 
black (near-ultraviolet) light. The DVD was 
projected onto a screen behind them, and was 
controlled from the stage by a Resident packing 
a remote, with the band providing a live version 
of the music in time with the visuals. The 
images on the video screen competed for your 
attention with the Molly and Mr Skull double 
act out front, as they danced and jumped 
around, arms waving, acting out hostile/tender 
vignettes. Mr Skull's deformed deely bopper 
mask was one of Residents' less impressive 
designs but Molly looked splendid in luminous 
top, granny glasses and paisley loon pants. 

Well known Residents numbers such as 
'Constaninople' and 'Harry the Head' were belted out with authority and 
new life. Some less obvious 'hits' amongst the set included the Residents' 
cover of Renaldo and the Loafs 'Songs for Swinging Larvae' which improved 
the patchy original (included in the project because the Residents 
collaborated on the video), in all the necessary places, and some medley 
'concentrates' of their mid-90s CD-ROM projects The Gingerbread Man and 
Bad Day on The Midway, which proved that those years weren't a creative 
blind alley for the band after all. 

The stunning finale 'Just For You' caught most of us unawares, having been 
culled from Disfigured Night, their 1997 German TV special, which hasn't 
been seen yet over here. A typically eccentric Residential allegory, this 
involved an empath named Silly Billy and his monkey pal, two characters who 
almost ended up gracing our screens as part of the ITV Digital advertising 
campaign. I doubt I'll forget the performance as long as I live... A disco-ball 
sending disorienting pin-lights whirling around the auditorium whilst the 
video screen showed spinning wheels filled with gnarled Steven Cerio 
drawings, as the sketch of a tune was squirted out by one keyboard over 
soothing/edgy chord washes from another, coalescing into the heartbreaking 
three descending notes of the chorus. Mr Skull's choked 
boastful/confessional lyrics: ‘I am a fake, I am a rip off, I will definitely shit on 
you to get off were doubled in beautiful counterpoint by another Resident 
airily singing through a vocoder. (People sneer at the vocoder... Neil Young 
gets a lot of unfair stick for his great use of it Trans, but this proves once 
and for all that it's what you do with it that matters). Towards the end, the 
song shifted up to major chords and it only then became obvious that the 
whole thing was a bizarre cover of 'We are the World'. The audience was 
left with their jaws dropped en masse. Thirty years on and The Residents 
can still tweak away at your insides, in ways they probably don't entirely 
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understand themselves. 

As an encore, the band finished off with a welcome collection of oldies not 
included on the DVD: 'Theme from Buckaroo Blues', 'Blue Rosebuds' and 
'Everyone goes to the Freak Show'. They seemed touched by the rapturous 
applause and standing ovation they received and they deserved every second 
of it. True, there were flaws in the show: their stage craft is a bit shaky in 
places, with some of the dances seeming a bit underdeveloped and Mr Skull 
and Molly struggling more than once to fill the stage area satisfactorily. And 
the slightly clunky DVD interface left the audience a bit restless in the gaps 
between the songs. But these are minor quibbles and if less ambitious (and 
slightly under-rehearsed) shows means they can tour more frequently I'm all 
for it. 

Another minor problem was that the video screen at the QFH was rather 
too small for the venue, but those of you with DVD players should buy the 
excellent Icky Flix DVD. You can get a better look at the videos in the 
comfort of your own home 
cinema. The increased space 
available on DVDs allows the 
Residents to include two versions 
of each song... the original, and a 
brand new Surroundsound version 
(so you can have Residential 
sounds coming from all around). 

Also worth getting, whether or 
not you've got a DVD player, is the 
CD soundtrack, which features the 
best of the reworked tracks plus 
two excellent versions of the 
languorous Icky Flix theme. 

The Surround effect on this DVD 
is impressive - but the really good 
news is that finally the band have 
got the hang of digital recording, 
ditching the timid approach that 
muted the power of pretty much 
all their releases of the last decade. 

The difference is really obvious 
when you compare the two 
versions of 'Kick a Picnic' from Our 
Finest Flowers... the older attempt 
sounds like they're embarrassed to 
be in the studio, the new version 
sounds strident, powerful and 
loud! 

The main reason to get this disk is 
to view a pristine set of the 
well-known early vids, such as 
'One Minute Movies', 'Hello Skinny' 
and 'Land of 1000 Dances', some 
of which have been seen before in 
previous collections such as The 
Eyes Scream and 20 Twisted 
Questions, but have never looked 
or sounded this good. The 
common factor in most of these is one man: visionary quirky filmmaker 
Graham Whifler, whose stylised approach seems to bring out the best in 
The Residents, making wonderful little pieces of avant-garde whimsy into 
cinema. 

I hadn't seen the video for the Renaldo and the Loaf track, 'Songs for 
Swinging Larvae', before - a disturbing Whifler film about a child kidnapping 
where all is naturally not as it seems. It doesn't even feature an appearance 
from the Residents. In tone, subject matter and filming technique this is not 
a million miles away from David Lynch's early short, The Grandmother, in 
which a young boy grows himself a kindly relative to make up for the 
mistreatment he receives from his parents. Both these films transcend the 
social worker training films that they could've been in other hands, filled with 
strange tangents and ambiguous meanings. 

Since the band's work with Whifler, their videos have rarely burned as 
bright, tending to get bogged down in dated computer graphics and editing 
effects, and favouring surface textures in place of interesting images. When 
there is a concrete image, it is often just a dumb literal representation of the 
lyric. When they sing ‘Every day they left a tray, and took an empty one away 
/ On the tray were chicken legs, potato salad and some eggs’, sure enough, 


some chicken legs and some eggs float into vision. But at least there's fun to 
be seeing how many hundreds of ways they've reused their eyeball motif - 
they even cheekily identify it with an image of Christ. 

The Residents tend to choose collaborators who share their interest in the 
grotesque, but don't seem to be that discriminating when it comes to the 
quality of their ideas or draughtsmanship. I don't know who's responsible for 
those ugly, contorted and appallingly-drawn faces that keep cropping up in 
Residents projects, but they should stop it right now. Other co-workers fill 
up every area of the visual space with detail. 'Bad Day at the Midway' just 
about pulls this off, showing us way too much to take in during the 
bewildering and appetite-whetting tour round the locations used in the 
CD-ROM, but in other cases it's just a case of too much of a not-so-good 
thing. 

Too long to have included in the live show is a newly edited 1 7 minute 
except from their famously uncompleted first film, Vileness Fats. And here's 

another parallel with David Lynch - 
he spent several years filming 
Eraserhead with little funding, 
constructing his own sets in a hired 
barn; The Residents built their own 
world in their studio basement and 
filmed Vileness Fats through four 
years worth of evenings, weekends 
and holidays. However, The 
Residents, using the then new video 
technology rather than the 
established film technology, were 
ironically forced to give up after 
four years when that new 
technology became obsolete. 

What's left behind is a brilliant 
enigma in shiny silver/grey footage, 
as if tapes from an ancient and 
never-shown BBC surrealist science 
fiction drama had been found in the 
basement of a village church and 
restored. We only get some of the 
scenes that were filmed and about 
half the dialogue is missing from the 
soundtrack. A spoken background 
summary has been tacked on the 
beginning and a decent attempt at 
explaining the plot is available on 
The Residents' website, but none of 
this really helps us understand 
what's going on or what The 
Residents are trying to say. 

However there's plenty to chew 
over nonetheless. The knockabout 
world of Vileness Fats has a 
coherent if strange visual logic 
running through it. The cardboard 
sets take the giant Vileness Fats 
steaks as their template, with every 
plane divided into areas of meaty white space surrounded by thick fatty black 
lines. There's a recurring mismatch of scales: the people are midgets, the 
food is overgrown (a single giant piece of broccoli is served up as dinner at 
the cafe) which seems to make sense of the floppy and off-balance 
movements of the characters. The characters are a curious collection of 
larger-than-life archetypes reconfigured to match The Residents' worldview: 
Siamese twin wrestlers, rustlers, night club singers. 

It's often overlooked that the music for the project, though similarly 
incomplete, is some of the band's best, with its edgy sequencer themes and 
sudden changes. The new version of the music ties it into the wider 
Residents mythology, dropping in the 'Kick a Cat' theme in order to highlight 
the connection (via Arf and Omega, the Siamese Twins) with Santa Dog. 

Apparently there's hours of this stuff in The Residents' vaults, so I say bring 
on the rumoured Vileness Fats DVD! It seems the band have found a 
multimedia format which suits them, freeing them from the distracting 
expectations of interactivity that go with CD-ROMs and allows them to stick 
at doing what they're best at: music and images. 

HARLEY RICHARDSON 
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The Discurator’s Den 


RECORDS ARE OUR PLUM TOMATOES 



Algarnas Tradgard 

Framtiden ar ett 
svavande skepp, forankat 
i forntiden 

SWEDEN SILENCE RECORDS 
SRSCD361 1 CD (1995) 

When I was a 20-something sprog in my final 
year at uni in 1 985, I met a 20-something 
accounting student who was a hippie, or played 
at being one anyway. I even remember seeing 
some photos he brought to class once in which 
he and his other young pals did harmless hippie 
things like lie on the grass in a flower formation 
with the tops of their heads touching in the 
centre with eyes shut and blissful smiles on 
their faces. I don't remember what music they 
liked but they probably would've been 
interested in this Swedish psychedelic rock 
band of the early 70s whose name translates 
into English as Garden of the Elks (or ‘Moose’ if 
you're North American) if they'd known of 
them. The album Framtiden... was their debut 
album originally released in 1972 and was the 
only one they ever released during their short 
time together. 

A doomy and portentous recording of a tolling 
bell opens the I st track which is a fairly slow and 
occasionally grim number with solemn violins, 
deep male chanting, a tabla drum, swishy 
synthesiser and various sound recordings. The 
2 nd track is distinguished by a fife accompanied by 
a military rhythm, more sound recordings (a tape 
loop in there somewhere), a tabla drum, sitar, 
solo violin or rebec (a mediaeval stringed 
instrument) and a jew's harp. (Algarnas Tradgard 
consisted of six musicians who played at least 1 5 
instruments on this album.) Then we come to 
the CD's I st highlight, ‘Children of Possibilities’, 
on which a woman sings in Swedish to a beautiful 
and haunting melody played by a solo violinist 
with the occasional guitar riff, cymbal and 
synthesiser at intervals throughout. The piece 
seems formal and regular yet light and graceful in 
a (to me) peculiarly Swedish way. ‘La Rotta’ is a 
short track featuring a strongly Germanic, almost 
mediaeval tune on violin or rebec with tabla 
accompaniment and hand-clapping; the tune is 
also regular yet very light in a solemn kind of way. 

‘Viriditas’ takes us into more delirious 
psych-rock territory, leading us to ‘Rings of 
Saturn’, a real space rock number if ever there 
was one: guitars, bass and drums roam far and 
wide through the cosmos and through your head, 
your feet float off the ground and your body 
drifts into the upper realms of the thermosphere. 
The track The future is a hovering ship, 
anchored in the past’ (also the album's title in 
English) is fairly weak in comparison with what's 
gone on previously. On this CD, 2 bonus live 
improvised tracks are featured; they are not that 


remarkable, mostly because of the poor quality of 
the recording which leaves the violins sounding 
too warm and bland and the force of the 
drumming is blunted as well. 

The most remarkable aspect of this recording is 
Algarnas Tradgard's ability to combine traditional 
Swedish folk music and instruments with foreign 
instruments and the latest music and studio 
technology and recording techniques of the time 
in a psych-rock context such that all these 
disparate elements sound unified and natural 



even though a lot of the time the musicians may 
have just been mucking about; their ease and 
confidence in using these instruments and their 
adventurous attitude shine through. Had 
Algarnas Tradgard lasted a bit longer and stuck 
with this formula without becoming formulaic, 
they would have been the Godspeed You Black 
Emperor! of the 70s and conquered the world 
before their more stodgy-sounding compatriots 
Abba did. Alas, that was not to be. 

JENNIFER HOR 

Silence Records AB, Box 44, s-670 41 Koppom, 
Sweden 

www.forcedexposure.com/labels/silence.sweden. 
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Alphcme Moon / Our 
Glassie Azoth 

Cyngor y biogen & son / 
Songe Romotor 

WALES OGGUM OG 09 7" SINGLE 

Another limited press artefact from Daffyd 
Roberts and his two main musical incarnations. 

At one time we were being swamped by Oggum 
releases, now the tide seems to have receded. 
This split record has Alphane Moon on one side, 
which is effectively Daffyd singing a very fey folky 
song in Welsh along with his acoustic guitar, his 
breathy vocals shimmering through droplets of 
echo. The side by Sound Projector favourites 
Our Glassie Azoth delivers the usual pleasures of 
feedback and reverb. ..buzz-saws and high-pitched 
twittering resulting from a mighty home-made 
electronic workout. The Radiophonic Workshop 
crammed inside a garden shed. Not a bad cut, but 
it ends rather suddenly after a bit of uncertain 
meandering making you long for a whole LP’s 
worth. Pressed in mint green vinyl and limited to 
300 copies. 

ED PINSENT 26/02/2002 

Glynllifon, Pentref Isaf, Tregaron SY25 6ND 
dafoggum@yahoo.co.uk 

Beef Terminal 

20 GOTO 10 

Canada Noise Factory NOisecd551 

CD (2000) 

Press release quotations accompanying this disc 
seem to suggest that most reviewers fear for 
Mike Matheson's state of mind. Mike Matheson is 
the solo author of this harrowing work of which 
one John Lucas says: ‘After listening to 20 GOTO 
10 in its entirety... I just want to drag Matheson 
out of his kitchen, buy him a coffee, and try my 
best to convince him that everything will be all 
right.” ‘Yeah yeah yeah - whatever,' I thought, 
sceptical of another pseudo-experimental label 
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trying to pass of their latest tenth rate Coil clone 
as the next Marcel Duchamp. But... sweet Jesus - 
this is an intense album. Technically and musically, 
it's pretty basic, to the extent that much of it 
could've been done on - never mind a four-track 
- tapes bounced between a couple of mono 
cassette recorders and a Tandy mixer. The loops 
sound like samples on a bust Casio SKI , and the 
guitar lines are of the kind which even I could 
play. All of which probably accounts for at least 
some of the power lurking behind these muted 
grey washes of hiss and sound. Matheson clearly 
knows the limitations of his recording set up, 
equipment and abilities, so gets the very best he 
can out of them within the limits of what is 
possible. In terms of mood he easily achieves 
something that can be equated with Swans, Joy 
Division, or any of those 'this is what it sounds 
like to be stuck in the centre of a black hole' 
guitar-noise groups. The dirty copycat-like echo 
(see Cabaret Voltaire when they were good) has 
a feel of the quieter tortured moments of Nine 
Inch Nails except that where Mr. Reznor strives 
for that stressed, tenth generation copy effect in 
a studio the size of Ecuador, Beef Terminal sound 
this way because, I'm guessing, it's the best he 
can do. That isn't a criticism, in fact, I'm not sure 
that 20 GOTO 10 would sound so disturbingly 
evocative were it recorded in a studio with more 
gadgets. 

It's entirely instrumental, and consists mainly of 
loops or drones with sparingly played guitar. To 
call it gloomy would be an inappropriate 
generalisation. At times it has the feel of some 
sonic equivalent of one of Rothko's browner 
paintings - like the fresh memory of unbearable 
white-hot pain muffled in a cotton wool haze of 
industrial strength sedatives. Whatever the 
inspiration behind this music might be, I don't 
doubt that it's something more serious than 
falling off a skateboard. This is a quite astonishing 
CD and I pray the last of its kind, for the sake of 
the author. Whatever happened to inspire this 
level of introspective melancholia, I wouldn't wish 
on my worst enemy. 

WAR ARROW 

Noise Factory Records, 79, Playfair Ave., Suite 
002, Toronto, ON M6B 2RI, Canada 
www.noisefactoryrecords.com 

Bourbonese Qualk 

On Uncertainty 

The Netherlands Korm Plastics 

KP3003 CD (2001) 

I've known of Bourbonese Qualk for a scary 
twenty years now and only really been aware of 
them through one disappointing track on a 
compilation album, and a friend who apparently 
organised a gig for them and found them to be 
objectionable people. He said. It's a little 
bewildering that this is the first album I've heard 
by them. The sum of my knowledge thus far 
amounts to a vague awareness that they were 
never even remotely 'industrial' despite achieving 
brief notice as part of that whole thingie from the 
early 80s. 

Well. Whatever they were like, they - or he or 
whoever - give pretty convincing account of 
themselves here. All sorts of technologically 
elevated laptop-style jiggery-pokery is fused 
flawlessly with live and distinctly jazzy 
instrumentation - so well that it seems more 


appropriate to say that there is no join, rather 
than that one simply cannot see it. It isn't a 
particularly immediate album - the tones and 
inflections are too subtle to be leaping out and 
grabbing anyone by the throat - but one is 
suffused with its warmth after only a couple of 
plays. 

In terms of the above mentioned laptop-style 
mutterings, the musicality of that found here 
strongly suggests that much of the genre results 
in tedious indulgent tripe because - unlike da 
Qualks - quality control is not of the uppermost 
priority amongst such peddlers of boredom. Just 
because it sounds great in your arts council 
workshop, doesn't mean it will translate well to a 
full length disc as listened to by someone who 
has never met you. Whether by accident or 
design, On Uncertainty bypasses such problems 
by at least giving the impression that a critical and 
selective mind informs these works. An 
understated mellow masterpiece the quality of 
which easily explains this group's longevity. 

WAR ARROW 

PO Box I 1453, 1001 Gl Amsterdam, The 
Netherlands 

http://www.staalplaat.com 

Le Forbid Di Mcmitu 

Play & Remix Lieutenant 

Murnau (1980- 1984) 

UNITED KINGDOM Earthly Delights 
EDI 88CD CD (1 998) 

From the grim clutches of the Bag Of Doom™ 
comes this, and upon the initial play it wasn't 
difficult to see what forces condemned it to such 
a fate. Going about my daily ablutions with this 
on the discman, I was led to conclude that it 
comprised unlistenable, smarmy, post-modern 
crap. 

Then I read the cover notes, and thought 
perhaps I should at least give it a second chance. 
Lieutenant Murnau was a child of the cassette 
weirdness boom of the early 1980s - a group 
which could be formed by anyone with the 
inclination to do so, leaning towards that whole 
tape cut-up / plagiarism thing. In other words, a 
distant cousin to Stewart Home, Neoism and the 
like. Personally, I've always been a little sceptical 
of this approach to art, or anti-art, if you prefer. 
Wacky concepts might be amusing on paper but 
can often result in truly tedious conceptual tosh. 
Like that bloody woman's giant Fox's glacier mint 
in Trafalgar Square for example. I mean, who 
cares? Get a proper job, Lady. Try Burger King. 
They usually have vacancies. 

This collects all sorts of stuff performed by 
numerous versions of Murnau, messed about 
with by Vittore Baroni's Le Forbici Di Manitu for 
the reason that a clinical document from the 
archives wouldn't have been in keeping with the 
spirit of the original project. Could be good. 
Could be shitty. This said, the extensive notes 
accompanying each Murnau track were kind of 
intriguing. 

Anyway, to my not inconsiderable astonishment, 
listening to this with the sleeve notes at hand 
transforms it from an aimless and irritating 
listening experience into something thoroughly 
absorbing. The notes make some sense of the 
unfolding random shenanigans, even when they 
seem chosen for their being entirely unrelated to 
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the musical moment in question, albeit entirely 
unrelated in a quite specific way. The experience, 
once given one's undivided attention is like 
wandering into some forgotten wing of a museum 
housing the stuff that doesn't fit into any known 
part of history - like something from an old Grant 
Morrison comic before he disappeared up his 
own fundament. On a purely musical level it still, 
doesn't make a lot of sense, but taken in one 
dose complete with the handily narrated 
explanations, it makes for quite an experience. It 
reminds one of the days when at least some of 
that branch of art which carries conceptual 
baggage tended towards being fun, rather than 
just more pointless self-justified crap clogging up 
the world. Even the token normal pop song on 
here is only playable by programming all the 
snippets into a single track on your CD player. 
What a bunch of nutters! For anyone who, like 
me, missed them first time around, this might 
represent the last flourishing of true Dadaism - 
an art form which should be both provocative 
and entertaining, and this disc suggests that not 
quite everyone has forgotten that it should be so. 
Turner Prize dullards take note. 

WAR ARROW 

Earthly Delights, PO Box 2, Lostwithiel, 

Cornwall, PL22 OYY, UK 

Goem 

Disco 

UNITED KINGDOM FOURTH 
Dimension FDCD63 CD (2001 ) 


An intriguing one, this: an hour-long album 
consisting almost entirely of sequenced beats, yet 
which manages to avoid all traces of tedium or 
repetitiveness. The work of Dutchmen Peter 
Duimelinks, Frans de Waard and Roel Meelkop, 
its nine untitled tracks unfold in dense salvos of 
electronic pulses. The rhythms and timbres of 
these are constantly shifting. Typically, a sharp 
snare drum crack or metallic texture establishes 
an arresting presence, gains in rhythmic interest 
and modulates into softer, less insistent textures. 

Within this framework, there is a considerable 
amount of variation. At first listen anonymous 
and featureless, the music soon reveals itself to 
be highly controlled and organised by its makers. 
In other words, we are in the realm of electronic 
minimalism, where the slightest textural shift 
becomes a significant creative intervention. 

Not that the majority of the shifts here are slight; 
far from it. Stripped of all melodic embellishment, 
the rhythms are infernal and malevolent. The 
BPM count is certainly too low to make dancing 
to this album a viable proposition, which 
presumably makes the title an ironic statement of 
some kind. So, rather than contributing to 
feelings of euphoria and release, Goem instead 
evoke tension and paranoia. These are forced 
into the listener’s skull like needles, carried along 
on invasive currents of static electricity. When 
relief comes, it comes in the form of soft, fuzzy 
beats and wispy, aerated drones, like being 
lowered into a warm echo chamber. 

RICHARD REES JONES 

PO Box 63, Herne Bay, Kent CT6 6YU 
richo@adverse-effect.com 

Jan Cardell / Lena J:son 
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Scanner 

Rytmobile 

Austria Multimood Records MRC 
029 CD (1999) 

The Rytmobile is essentially a working musical 
sculpture constructed by Jan Cardell. Every part 
of its arsenal is built seemingly from scratch: 
Percussion from sheets of metal and chunky 
papier-mache vessels; Tonal variety from wire 
stretched and tuned inside contraptions that 
resemble something from a Picabia painting - and 
all played with solenoids controlled by a central 
organising computer. The musician-composer 
taps the keyboard and - bingo - music comes out 
the other end, like the work of an invisible band. 
In this instance the author of the resulting music 
is one LenaJ:son Sanner, whose name really 
should take up more space on the front cover. If 
all CD's were credited to the folks who made the 
instruments then 1982 would've been awash 
with bands called Roland. Although, Cardell 
clearly deserves a lifetime's supply of steak and 
kidney pies for the creation of this wonderful, 
and slightly bizarre construction, Miss (?) Sanner 
is due no less credit for breathing such vivid 
funky life into this Frankenstein monster. 

From the photographs, the Rytmobile looks quite 
incredible - like the band has fled the stage under 
a hail of odds and sods from an electronic 
component factory. Maybe the punters at the 
Maplin factory staff outing didn't appreciate 'Louie 
Louie' played seven times in a row? Of course, 
this being art, you'd expect the usual tedious din 
of sirens and scraping noises, but no - Sanner, 
she got tha phat beats, fo sho. The bass sounds 
like it's played on the cables of a suspension 
bridge, the melodic instruments may as well be 
zither and glockenspiel, and the percussion 
strongly suggests big lumps of wood and tin. 
Although it's basically the exact same 
instrumentation throughout, Sanner serves us 
with such infectious and evocative compositions 
as to make such concerns irrelevant. Imagine 
Huichol Indians doing John Barry's theme from 
The Persuaders at the World Breakdance 
Championships. These beats almost scream out 
for Jay-Z describing the size of his Bentley, or 
Kurupt owning up to who's pissed him off this 
time, such is their not inconsiderable phatness. If 
you close your eyes, it doesn't exactly require 
Herculean efforts to imagine this as one of those 
breaks and beats albums of instrumental hip-hop, 
albeit as it would sound performed by mad 
scientists. With the right connections LenaJ:son 
Sanner could be the next Swizz Beats or DJ 
Premier. 

WAR ARROW 

Multimood Records, Box 53095, 40014, 
Goteborg, Sweden 
www.multimood.com 

Jean-Marc Foussat 

Nouvelles 

FRANCE POTLATCH RECORDS P 
301 CD (2002) 

Fairly old-fashioned skittery cut-up avant stuff 
which wouldn’t be out of place next to anything 
in the ReR catalogue. Come to think of it, this 
disc probably is in the ReR catalogue. Things get 
off to a slow start with an unremarkable collage 



of running water over which Jean-Marc tinkles 
and stabs the ivories. This is followed by airplane 
or perhaps food-mixer tape noise and what could 
be his Grandmother’s antique clock chiming. For 
a long time. 

But before you go off to make a sandwich 
Monsieur Foussat lays all his cards on the table as 
a minor Anglophile art-rocker with two excellent 
Matching Mole and Soft Machine covers. Kevin 
Ayers’s ‘We Did It Again’ is put through the 
mincer, sped up and splattered with effective 
bursts of baby cries and gurgles. Things remain 
engaging from then on with a broad sweep of 
sound manipulation, using the old VCS 3 
synthesiser and no doubt hours of feverish tape 
snippery. Before we forget who Foussat’s heroes 
are he ends his modest disc with Gloria Gloom’s 
Meat, another Matching Mole homage. 

JOHN BAGNALL 
potlatch@worldnet.fr 

Kristian, Shalabi, St-Onge 

Kristian, Shalabi, St-Onge 
CANADA ALIEN8 RECORDINGS 
ALIENCD28 CD (2000) 

All 8 tracks on this CD, recorded over several 
months in 1998, involve a blend of synthesiser 
and acoustic instruments which feature the 
double bass and oud (a stringed instrument used 
in traditional and folk music in the Middle East 
and North Africa). The most interesting tracks 
here are ‘Building a Rope’ with its creaky, creepy 
noises suggesting an ancient, dilapidated house 
coming alive with ghosts and dark secrets spilling 
out of the walls; the piercing ‘Insistant Falls’ (sic); 
and ‘Radiator heart’ with its deep, droning 
textures. Having heard a fair bit of amount of 
improvised music in the last few years, I find this 
CD to be somewhat limited; most tracks don't go 
much beyond layers of drone and other textures, 
and are not very dynamic. The oud in particular 
seems under-used: our man Sam Shalabi seems 
content just to pluck the strings now and then 
and that's about it; even the synthesiser doesn't 
seem to get much of a full workout. If you like 
your electroacoustic improv music relatively 


2002 

unobtrusive, a bit meandering with a limited 
range of moods and don't mind not hearing the 
oud in its full liquidly expressive glory, then this 
recording will suit you. 

The photos of three flowers hanging upside are 
attractive in a stark, minimalist way. The rest of 
the CD sleeve is subdued in colour, mostly black 
and blue-grey, and in typesetting. 

JENNIFER HOR 
www.alien8recordings.com 

Steamboat Switzerland 

AC / DB (Hayden) 

GERMANY GROB 31 6 CD (2001) 

Move over , Mego - Grob's the European label to 
watch! One act helping this German label's 
charge to the forefront of new experimental 
music is Steamboat Switzerland, one of whose 
members plays a Hammond organ whose sound 
is an essential part of the group's music. If 
mention of Hammond organ stirs ancient 
memories of pretentious twats like Keith 
Emerson and Rick Wakeman (how many of you 
have tried desperately to forget that you ever 
had any of these people's albums?), fear not for 
the organist here is not interested in operatic 
flourishes, he and the other two Swiss guys 
concentrate on playing improvised music that 
mixes jazz, rock, a bit of death metal and other 
styles of music. 

On this recording, the tracks labelled ‘AC’ are 
the band's improvisations and those labelled ‘DB’ 
were composed by someone called Hayden and 
played live by the band. These particular tracks 
have more melody and definite rhythms than the 
‘AC’ tracks which are amorphous and often 
atmospheric. As all the music was played and 
recorded live, and the tracks alternate between 
‘AC’ and ‘DB’, there arises an interesting tension 
- the two lots of music are different structurally 
yet neither bunch can exist without the other 
and both are enriched because of this tension. 
Music driven by forceful rhythms gives way to 
more contemplative music and back again. The 
result is an exhilarating recording of varying 
moods. As for any ‘progressive’ tendencies, these 
would be due to the influence of 70s German 
rock bands like Faust and Neu! than to the 
influence of Pink Floyd, Yes or Genesis (shudder). 
Phew! 

JENNIFER HOR 

Alte Kolner Strasse 1 0, D-40699, Germany 
www.churchofgrob.com 

Steamboat Switzerland 

Budapest 

GERMANY GROB 31 5 CD (2001 ) 

The Hammond electric organ! That wonderful 
instrument which can double as a mahogany 
sideboard, with it’s chunky plastic manuals, 
brightly coloured effects keys and rich variety of 
sounds is an all-time classic. Beloved of frowning 
early 70’s Progsters, elderly Easy-Listening 
suburbanites and supposedly hep Mod revivalists 
trying to ape that Get Carter vibe, the Hammond 
is truly a versatile object of desire. 

The line-up of Steamboat Switzerland 
prominently features the Hammond alongside 
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electric bass and drums. A classic Prog trio mix 
for sure, why, this Swiss crew could be Arzachel 
or even the portentous Egg with such a neat 
package of analogue hardware. The press release 
states the Steamboaters are sometimes given to 
gloomy art-prog anthems but the majority of this 
disc is given over to an instrumental improv 
performance recorded live in Budapest in 1999. 
It’s fine, tense stuff, busy with scribbly jazz 
textures, emotional rather than cerebral. A 
definite Eastern European flavour here too, not 
in the downer David Bowie Low manner but 
rather in a refined architectural sense, a detailed 
sound-analogue to the filigreed church towers 
which are dotted along the Danube. Next to 
other post-rockers, who either make a fetish of 
their airless digital composing methods or else 
swamp everything with ladles of synthesiser 
slush, Steamboat Switzerland make for a fresh 
diversion. 

JOHN BAGNALL 

Alte Kolner Strasse 1 0, D-40699, Germany 
www.churchofgrob.com 

Faction Paradox Protocols: 
Volume One - The Eleven 
Day Empire 

UNITED KINGDOM BBV BBV IV:2 
CD (2001) 

Faction Paradox Protocols: 
Volume Two - The Shadow 
Play 

UNITED KINGDOM BBV BBV IV: 3 
CD (2001) 

Audio plays performed with a full cast of 
thespians, complete with sound effects. Just like 
you get on the wireless, except much, much 
better. One might wonder, with some 
justification, why these should be reviewed in a 
magazine primarily concerned with music. Well, 
apart from the fact that what we get here is 
conveyed by text and acting and noises helping to 
sustain the illusion of dramatic events, it still 
comes down to information on a compact disc. 
The ideas conveyed here might be carried by 
different methods than would be found on a disc 
by Eno or Joy Division or (insert name here) but 
ultimately, I don't believe them to be any less 
exciting, ground-breaking, or potent. The 
difference is between ideas expressed by verbal 
or non-verbal means; the abstract and the 
figurative, if you like. With me so far? Okay. I 
promise I won't make a habit of this. 

Lawrence Miles is the author of these gems. For 
many years he has been publishing, adding titles 
here and there to the canon of a line of popular 
BBC produced genre fiction. I won't even 
mention the line as it'll put some of you off. Sadly, 
his books and the concepts contained therein 
were, frankly, of such a standard as to make the 
works of his fellow authors look shit. Thus the 
BBC apparently deemed it necessary to erase his 
contributions from continuity, probably in order 
to give lesser writers a chance. Thus, Miles has 
taken Faction Paradox, his greatest creation, 
elsewhere. 

I'm not even sure how you would define this. It 
might be science-fiction, but only in a very broad 


sense of the word. Perhaps if Philip K. Dick had 
been writing in the eighteenth century, and later 
had his work updated by one of the De Sade 
obsessed Dadaists. Who knows? 

The premise is this. The Faction were originally 
from a planet of time-travellers. But where the 
major houses of that planet were dedicated to 
keeping the smooth flow of history on course, 
the Faction were busy messing around arranging 
for people to kill their own grandparents and 
become their own fathers. Thus were they 
expelled, ending up living in the Eleven-Day 
Empire, which is London during those days which 
in 1752 were lost from the English calendar 
when it was adjusted to allow the UK to catch up 
with everyone else. Faction Paradox is obsessed 
with the aesthetics of the forbidden, hence the 
penchant for bone armour and voodoo-inspired 
ritual, and many members find their crimes 
against the laws of cause and effect are so great 
that their own shadows disown them. 

It may sound like a load of 'Pow! The Comic 
Grows Up' nonsense, and it probably would be if 
not done with such eloquence and wit, but some 
of the ideas here just make my head spin, and 
laugh out loud at the brilliant sense of the bizarre 
and absurd. Lawrence Miles has created 
something which, although in the literary field, is 
at least as exciting as were Throbbing Gristle or 
the Sex Pistols at the time, and which seems to 
share a very similar iconoclastic wit. Listening to 
this darkly gothic (in the true sense of the word) 
comedy, actually makes me wish I could travel 
back in time and assassinate one of my own 


ancestors. Why? Fun, man - just for fuckin' fun. If 
even 1 0% of the music coming out on CD at the 
moment did its job half as well as this, I'd need to 
buy a new stereo every six months. 

This review is copied verbatim from one written 
by my future self. 

WAR ARROW 

http://www.bbvonline.co.uk 

http://factionparadox.co.uk 

Philip Samartzis and 
Sachiko M 

Artefact 

AUSTRALIA DOROBO LIMITED 
EDITIONS CD (2002) 

Initially this recording seems so unassuming that 
to appreciate it properly you have to lock 
yourself away in an empty cell with only this CD 
and a CD player for company. Turn the volume 
level up though and you discover that the music 
can be demanding, so much so you can't help but 
be drawn into the abstract realms that Samartzis 
and Matsubara draw up. As these musicians 
progress through their explorations, you are 
compelled to follow, marvelling at the precision 
and clarity of their instruments' tones and the 
stunning vistas that open up before you. 
High-pitched sine waves are of course the most 
obvious aspect of a recording where Sachiko M is 
featured but on Artefact they face some serious 
competition for attention from Samartzis' 
noise generator which produces an 
astonishing arsenal of sounds ranging from a 
low-pitched pulsating drone that seems to 
come from submarines puttering beneath the 
Arctic ice-cap to glitches resembling radio 
static crackle and something that imitates the 
rumbling of the refrigerator behind me as I 
write this review. (Courtship sounds 
perhaps? For a minute there I wasn't sure if I 
was hearing the CD or the fridge.) For a 
recording of abstract bits that are so clear 
and precise, Artefact is continuously busy 
with one activity leading into another. One 
track in particular, ‘Surface Noise’, features 
some interesting textures hovering in the 
background while those sine waves take 
centre stage. There is always the risk that 
these sine waves may come to seem bland 
and overbearing particularly on this track but 
the performers take care to shape the sound 
and modulate its volume and direction, and 
have something else in the background as a 
counterpoint. If indeed you do find yourself 
in an empty cell with naught but a CD player 
for company (let's say you've been arrested 
for drink driving and no-one's offered the 
police any money for bail), make certain you 
have Artefact for company. 

This CD is one of a small series under the 
Dorobo label which also includes two other 
Philip Samartzis releases, Residue and 
Windmills Bordered by Nothingness; 

Artefact is possibly the first recording in this 
Limited Edition series to feature a 
non-Australian artist. 

JENNIFER HOR 
dorobo@werple.net.au 
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Maladroit Rhythms 

of Rock 


Acid Mothers Temple and 
the Melting Paraiso UFO 

La Novia 

UK SWORDFISH SFAMCD2 CD 
[ 2001 ] 

Originally issued as one track split into two on 
vinyl due to that medium's physical limitations, La 
Novia is now one piece sprawling over 40 
minutes plus 2 bonus tracks. The title track is 
based on a traditional folk tune from the region 
of Occitania which covers southern France and 
which historically was the area of Languedoc 
where the mediaeval ‘langue d'oc’ language was 
the main language spoken and used in literature 
and music. I detect a Middle Eastern / Arab 
flavour in this tune which repeats itself over the 
course of the track; this is not surprising as 
Islamic culture once spread across Occitania from 
northern Spain during the Middle Ages. The fact 
that Occitania was once a crossroads for 
different cultures must surely have appealed to 
Makoto Kawabata and his Motley Krew of 
hairier-than-thou post-hippies as much as the 
troubadour musical and poetic heritage with its 
emphasis on chivalry does. On the title track 
alone, Kawabata plays a bouzouki (a kind of 
Greek mandolin), bowed peacock harp, guitars 
and synths so he is at least true to an aspect of 
his Japanese heritage: being a workaholic. The 
music itself is a vast sprawl of improvised acid 
guitar rock interspersed with various effects all 
held together by that basic little folk tune; for 
such a long piece, the music is pretty steady with 
no huge blasts of electrical storm Kawabata 
sometimes likes to unleash to wake us lazy 
hippies up but there's always plenty of cosmic 
synth activity going on to keep us astral travellers 
stringing along. 

The 2nd track is a short piece featuring Cotton 
Casino's floaty acid vocals while Atsushi Tsuyama 
hums a gentle lilting folksy tune to violin acoustic 
guitar accompaniment. Hearing is like being stuck 
in a sealed echo chamber as the female voices 
waft around you like wraiths. It's one of the most 
spaced-out ditties you'll ever hear even if you're 
not under the influence of rotting wheat or 
overgrown fungus. The 3rd track ‘Bon Voyage au 
LSD’ continues our astral journey; cosmic bleeps 
with lots of echo give way gradually to an 
increasingly frenetic yet joyful and ecstatic guitar / 
drums combination building up to a plateau 
instead of a climax and then ending very abruptly. 
This last bit of the track was disappointing for 
me; I was hoping for a humungous supernova 
explosion of electricity from Kawabata but maybe 
he's saving that for another time. 

Were we to blast La Novia at the bureaucrats in 
Paris and Brussels, they might (in our wildest 
dreams) spare a thought for the active 
preservation and encouragement of Occitanian 



language and culture in the schools and 
workplaces of southern France and of other 
minority languages andcultures in other parts of 
France and Europe. Who knows? 

JENNIFER HOR 

14 Temple Street, Birmingham, B2 5BG, United 
Kingdom 

Amon Diiiil 2 

Yeti 

Germany Repertoire Records REP 
4914 CD (2001) (RE-RELEASE) 

This recording was originally released as a double 
album in 1 970 and since then a million and one 
musical fads and trends have come, gone and 
been forgotten , and still this 2nd effort from 
Amon Duiil 2 (Phallus Dei was the I st ) deserves 
its classic status in the way it hits the right 
balance between spaced-out experimental music 
and a more accessible, pop-oriented style. So 
while much of the music meanders far and wide 
in its themes and explorations and pulls in 
influences from Sixties psychedelic rock and 
classical music in a sometimes jokey way (mostly 
evidenced in the wasted operatic singing of 
Renate and Shrat), it's also not so loose as to 
seem unstructured and to flounder in its own 
majestic mess yet it's not too tight either and 
there are enough short songs, poppy hooks and 
energetic rhythms to keep even those of us with 
musical attention deficit disorder hanging about 
for more. Amon Duul 2 also stay well away from 
the excessive solo guitar fingering that would 
become the albatross hanging around the neck of 
much Seventies hard rock. Titles range from the 


bombastic and highbrow intellectual (‘Archangels 
Thunderbird’, ‘Cerberus’, ‘Eye-Shaking King’) to 
the playful and the plain nutty (‘Flesh-Coloured 
Anti-Aircraft Alarm’, ‘She Came Through The 
Chimney’) and sometimes you even get the 
highbrow and the lowbrow in the same title, as in 
‘Yeti Talks To Yogi’. 

All the music is great: the best tracks include 
‘Eye-Shaking King’ with its stately music and 
treated vocals and ‘Archangels Thunderbird’ with 
its driving riff and washed-out female operatic 
vocals. If you can't stand the thought of sitting 
through the really long pieces, the wonders of 
CD technology enable you to skip to the next 
track. The wonders of CD technology also mean 
that Yeti (the album) includes two bonus tracks 
originally released as a single in 1970: 
‘Rattlesnakeplumcake’ which packs in incredible 
hooks, riffs and great moments in just over three 
minutes of sinister-sounding music and ‘Between 
the Eyes’, the B-side piece which has a massive 
riff which, for lesser bends, would rate as single 
A-side material. It's worth buying or stealing the 
album just for these two short tracks but the 
entire recording is a gem. 

JENNIFER HOR 
www.repertoire.de 

Boris 

AbsoluteGo (Special Low 
Frequency Version) 

USA SOUTHERN LORD SUNNI 0 CD 
2001 

There seem to be two schools of thought about 
this CD: one school declares it to be a 
masterpiece, one of the best doom metal 
releases ever, the other school believes it to be 
the worst piece of music ever recorded. One 
thing is guaranteed - after hearing AbsoluteGo, 
YOU won't be sitting on a fence in neutral mode; 
you'll either really love this CD or you'll be 
screaming for mercy from all that torture. I'm still 
alive and feeling sane after several listenings so 
that in itself may tell you which school of 
philosophy I'm a disciple of. 

The title track trundles at close to 66 minutes - 
yes, you read right, 66 minutes - of extremely 
sluggish, low-tuned, free-form heavy metal. Even 
the introduction is slow; the main riff begins 
about the 5th minute and a more majestically 
sinister and compelling sequence of chords I have 
never heard, though it's probably elementary 
enough for most heavy metal guitarists to follow. 
Guitar feedback rages above the riffing like a 
mighty convoy of black helicopters and planes 
with all their engines exposed buzzing low 
overhead. Percussion crashes about under the 
relentless sludge of sonic concrete. Substantial 
changes in the music occur at the 24th and 30th 
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minutes; after the 30th minute, a new riff is 
introduced, sliding all over the place - this is 
probably the best part of the recording. At times, 
you have to wonder where Wata shops for her 
guitar spare parts - maybe a motorcycle spare 
parts factory outlet. After the 40th minute, the 
music becomes less interesting and more of an 
ordeal, with prolonged notes hovering forever 
and forever until the track finally ends. 

The 2nd track ‘Dronevil 2' is more experimental 
than would be expected of a heavy metal band: 
no drums, no obvious riffing, just a low, sinister 
drone preying upon your already shattered 
nerves and pulling them even farther apart. 

In case it's not obvious from the above, I like this 
CD a lot. It's one of the best recordings I've 
heard this year. The artwork is something to 
behold too, with its arresting image of a guitarist 
Medusa, poisonous snakes writhing above her 
head. Boris is a Japanese threesome whose name 
apparently comes from a song by The Melvins 
and AbsoluteGo is Boris's first major 
non-collaborative release; previous collaborations 
include one with Keiji Haino. A collaboration 
with Merzbow should be due for release soon, 
among the millions of other releases Merzbow 
plans to unleash. 


Medley’ (performed with a violinist) where 
Aerosmith, Cream, Led Zeppelin, Jimi Hendrix, 
Deep Purple, Steppenwolf and Black Sabbath 
among others are sucked into Ruins' rampaging 
blender which then spits them all out in the 
space of 149 seconds. So precise is Ruins' playing 
that even if you don't know all the famous hard 
rock riffs therein, you can tell when they start 
and finish. (Amazing that in those days of the 60s 
and 70s, the mostly self-taught hard rock 
musicians put out such melodic tunes.) Your 
guests will collapse in laughter as the self-styled 
hard rock experts attempt in vain to identify all 
the rifferama going on so they can do their air 
guitar acts (they'll have to play at the speed of, 
erm, sound) while Ruins are onto the next track. 

Like many other Japanese underground acts, 
Ruins have released gazillions of recordings since 
they launched themselves into the ultra-fast lane 
in 1 986 and never looked back. I shall not even 
try therefore to say whether this CD is their 
20th or 200th release, only that it appears to be 
their 3rd or 4th release for Tzadik which, almost 
out of necessity, is one of many labels the band 
has patronised. 

JENNIFER HOR 

www.tzadik.com 


for the quaint notion that the 3 musicians must 
play the same piece and be in time together - 
forget it! Each person goes off on his own little 
trip and then another, seemingly oblivious to 
what the others are doing. ‘All channels open’ 
which follows even repeats some of the 
‘SpeederBot’ doodlings as if to defy the concept 
the idea of song structures and arrangements. 

Mercifully, CD2 is less sprawling with shorter 
tracks (the longest at just over 1 5 minutes) but 
these are no more structured than the music on 
CD I . ‘One Night’ is relatively cohesive if 
repetitive; ‘Fake Electronics’ is a brooding, almost 
industrial piece with foggy atmosphere and 
sounds suggesting rusting factory machinery; 
Tuba is Funny (slight return)’ is an amusing piece 
with tuba sounds; ‘Drillbit’ is part-drone, 
part-guitar territory with some conventional 
drumming; there's some structure in that the 
piece raggedly builds up as if heading for a climax 
but of course the Dead C being what they are, 
there is no climax and the music dissipates into 
guitar feedback and various effects. ‘High Original’ 
is murky with a lot of spidery guitar playing under 
constant hiss. 

The length of this double set (well over 2 hours 
of music) and the nature of the music which is 
almost determinedly and completely free noise / 
improv will deter all but the most devoted Dead 
C fans. Those not familiar with the Dead C's 
music and who are curious to know what it's like 
are directed to a previous release ‘Tusk’ released 
on the Siltbreeze Records label in 1 997. 

JENNIFER HOR 

PO Box 5822, Dunedin, 903 I , New Zealand 

The Dead C 

Tusk 

USA SILTBREEZE RECORDS SB64 CD 
(1997) 

A relatively compact recording at about 50 
minutes, this CD has 6 tracks of free noise / 
improv verging on heavy rock at times. The short 
track ‘Tuba’ could be considered heavy metal due 
to the abrasive, screechy sound if it didn't flop 
around and fall about so much but part of the 
reason I like the Dead C is the way they get 
music skating on the thin edge of the precipice 
below which the abyss of confusion beckons 
yawningly, yet the music never falls into it. On the 
other hand, ‘Head’ is so tight (for the Dead C) 
and cohesive that it's hard to believe that this 
piece is completely improvised, it's so furious and 
single-minded. The other tracks fall in 
somewhere between the 2 extremes set by 
‘Tuba’ and ‘Head’: all improvised but retaining 
enough conventional rock structure to keep the 
music together. There's some singing on the 
tracks as well. Without intending to, the Dead C 
have created an album sure to appeal to a slightly 
more mainstream heavy rock audience as well as 
to fans of noisy guitar and drums improv so this 
CD is an ideal introduction to the band. 

JENNIFER HOR 

Siltbreeze Records, 727 South 7th Street, 
Philadelphia, PA, 19147, United States 


JENNIFER HOR 
www.southernlord.com 

Ruins 

Mandala 2000 / Live at 

Kichijoji Mandala II 

USA TZADIK TZ-7234 CD (2001 ) 

Ruins: a bass player (Sasaki Hishashi) and a 
drummer (Yoshida Tatsuya). Why aren't there 
more bands with just the 2 most essential 
musical roles? Imagine not having the 
inconvenience of fat-headed lead singers 
convinced they were really put on this planet to 
save humanity from whatever it most needs 
saving from apart from the obvious (ie fat-headed 
lead singers). Imagine not having the burden of 
lead guitarists who spend most of their time 
playing rhythm anyway and when they do get to 
play lead, it's hardly worth your time hearing. 
Ruins strike a blow for the recognition of rhythm 
sections everywhere! On this live set, they prove 
their point most convincingly: deep, death metal- 
sounding riffs and drumming racing at 
breakneck speed and changing 
rhythm, melody and tempo at over 
250 km/h. Plus the more you hear 
this Ruins CD, the more slack-jawed 
you'll be at the sheer dexterity and 
precision of the musicians' playing and 
the intricacy of the musical 
arrangements, yet from the silly 
singing and the often nonsensical 
titles of the pieces they play, it's clear 
Ruins don't take themselves all that seriously. 

In case all this music proves far too 
daunting for some (it's well over 60 
minutes so it's a bit of a mouthful), at 
least there are 2 tracks to amuse all 
your friends at your next party: 

‘Classical Music Medley’ which crams 
into 73 seconds bits from ‘Land of 
Hope and Glory’ (or is it ‘Rule 
Britannia’, I don't know), Chopin, 

Ravel, Rossini's ‘1812 Overture’ and 
other famous orchestral, opera and 
symphony tunes; and ‘Hardrock 


The Dead C 

Language Recordings 

NEW ZEALAND THE DEAD C 2 X CD 

( 2000 ) 

They've been together for nearly 1 5 years during 
which time most other bands would have gone 
stale and fallen into the trap of repeating 
themselves. They've had a number of side 
projects and they've even run parallel careers in 
visual arts and philosophy which would have 
driven lesser bands apart. Yet the Dead C can 
record a monster double album over a space of 
three and a half years (live or studio-recorded, 
doesn't really matter with this band) with tracks 
that have only the barest connexions with more 
conventionally structured music and still sound 
hypnotic and amazing. The music features playing 
that seems downright primitive and teeters on 
the edge of disorder. 

On CD I , ‘Pussyfooting’ features what might be 
described as a ham-fisted attempt at playing a 
recognisable riff while a large mosquito buzzes 
overhead and the 
rhythm section is 
reduced to haphazard 
cymbal tapping. The 
major track 

‘SpeederBot’ lurches for 
over 30 minutes from 
one series of repetitive 
guitar heaving and 
grunting to another 
with some basic 
percussion work 
thrown in at the 
beginning of the work 
somewhere. There's a 
discipline operating in 
the music that never 
allows the piece to 
collapse in a total mess. 
Despite the length, 
‘SpeederBot’ never 
sounds like an 
endurance test and as 
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‘I like also Spirit of the Wardrobe,’ writes Asano from his Barcelona HQ. ‘I 
often imagine that that CD will be fit well as playing in the gallery space.. .the 
work is still very new for me, as you pointed out. I also feel like exceptional.’ 

It certainly is. 

ED PINSENT 02/02/2002 


Koji Asano 

The End of August 

SPAIN SOLSTICE 22 CD (2001 ) 


Koji Asano 

A Second Dam 

SPAIN SOLSTICE 23 CD (2001 ) 


His 23 rd release. This cruel minimal 
nightmare resists any form of analysis - it’s 
a single high tone subjected to small 
variations over the course of 67 minutes. 
Treat this one with extreme caution - it’s 
a like a bottle of aural nitro-glycerine. I 
would recommend its use on very special 
occasions only - like when you want to 
detoxify your entire system, starting with 
your head. The precision of this sound is 
as perfect as a laser beam. Your teeth are 
burnt away, your eyeballs pop from their 
orbits and are given a solid cleansing, and 
your nerve endings are systematically 
purged of all known bacterial residue. 
Then we get started on your brain. ..to be 
honest I’ve not made it to the end of this 
record as yet, so its ultimate effects on 
the internal organs are yet to be deduced. 
Rest assured, next time I appear in public, 

I will look exactly like one of Vesalius’ 
‘flayed man’ anatomical drawings. 


I assumed that, as a Japanese composer, 
Koji was fully aware of the ‘Onkyo’ scene 
and was paying tribute to those minimal 
players with his own brand of sine-wave 
noise here - and was in fact upping the ante, by laying down and publishing 
an even more extreme variant of this strain. Well, once again I was wide of 
the mark.. .as the short exchange with Koji below will verify. From his blithe 
reply, I wonder if Koji is increasingly concerned with producing a form of 
process-music that is almost content-free, comprising ‘pure’ sound elements 
and absolutely nothing else. The main interest for him seems to derive from 
what form of playback you use to experience it. You might say the same 
about his cover photographs; the lurid green mass on this cover depicts 
some form of concrete blockhouse with steps leading nowhere, but he gives 
second place to subject matter and allows the camera to make its own 
statement. 


EP A piercing high tone which varies as you move your head. Is there an 
Onkyo influence here? Reminded me of Toshimaru and his feedback, and 
Sachiko M with her sine waves tones. A whole hour of this music is just too 
intense for words! 


KA Yeah, I haven't answer for this question. Yes, the tone changes if you 
move head, also it sounds different in different quality of speakers. I keep 
away from Japanese scene musically, not only Onkyo but also noise stuff, so I 
don't think on any influence on A Second Dam. 


ED PINSENT 10/02/2002 


and are separated by long empty tracts of 
silence. What a gyp! Ask for your money 
back! At first you think the CD is 
malfunctioning, and you stick your head to 
the speaker trying to catch some trace of 
activity; if you do this, you’ll be swept 
away by the next fragment of noise 
leaping from the speaker. Once you figure 
out what the ‘concept’ is, you’re tempted 
to give up and wonder whether it’s worth 
struggling on till the end. Stick with it 
though; it may seem infuriating at first, but 
this is a record to absorb and 
contemplate, allowing its shocking effects 
to become more familiar over time. The 
second time you play it, you’ll know what 
to expect and be more equipped to 
decode its messages. It certainly won’t 
allow you to fall asleep, and is markedly 
different from many of Koji’s fulsome 
droning releases. 



Think of the Japanese water torture, 
where the torturer allows a single drop of 
water to fall on the prisoner’s forehead, 
then drives him crazy waiting for the next 
one. When it arrives, I suppose it’s like a 
nuclear explosion on the noggin. Tasty. 

Think of the old philosophy student 
conundrum, which proposes a Kaspar 
Hauser-like figure sealed in a cell, fed one 
tiny fragment of information once every 
five years or so. This is supposed to prove what intricacies of invention the 
human mind is capable of, constructing entire libraries of imaginative 
invention from a single word. Well, here’s your chance to try out the same 
experiment at home. Fed one tiny sliver of sound for fractions of seconds, it 
literally makes you hunger for more. A jack-in-the-box in the wardrobe, that 
hider of dark secrets, skeletons in the closet. Unrecognisable fragments of 
noise, like tiny details torn from found photographs pasted onto a huge 
empty canvas. Almost violent in its severity. It’s his most unapproachable 
nightmare to date; only Asano would dare to release something so marginal 
as a full length CD. I love it! 


Koji Asano 

Spirit of the 
Wardrobe 
SPAIN SOLSTICE 24 CD 
( 2001 ) 

A highly uncharacteristic release 
from Asano; this CD is about 
95% silence, interrupted by 
blips of mysterious cut-up 
noises. These blips, when they 
appear, last for seconds only, 


At first, this appeared to be restating the same theme which Koji has already 
stated so definitively with The Last Shade of Evening Falls (see last issue). 
That particular epic was stretched across four separate CDs, inviting the 
listener to share every glorious moment of an evening sunset across the 
length of four hours. Much the same applies here; Asano is an artist who is 
intent on evoking a great length of time, inscribed as a continual document. 
Not necessarily a document of real time passing, but a private map of his 
personal responses to the passing of time, and the sadness or nostalgia it 
induces. 

You can project your own personal responses on to the map also. The End 
of August unfolds at two possible speeds, one suitable for the stifling heat of 
a black-blue August night, the other suitable for the bright coolness of a 
shady tree in the forest. The recording seems to contain huge swathes of 
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sun, sky, and water, with just a hint of an urban backdrop. Mostly it’s the 
constant subtle changes in the tone of the weather, registering as sonic 
facsimiles. At the same time, the music explores an inner world, of memory 
and associations. As ever with Koji’s work, this is a dreamlike and thorough 
exploration/contemplation following one particular and very intense 
route.. .the sounds start off as distorted chimes or church bells, with a 
varying drone and insects buzzing. All very ‘melty’, muddied and teetering off 
balance. At length, the muddle of sounds resolves and purifies through the 
extended ‘cooking’, and reveals the original source; simply a few piano 
chords, played in a room with the window open. A glorious revelation! The 
mike has been placed to give that ‘distant’ feel; what this man doesn’t know 
about the science of acoustics hasn’t been discovered yet. 

ED PINSENT 27/1 1/2001 

Koji Ascmo 

Autumn Meadow 

SPAIN SOLSTICE 21 CD (2001) 

Koji Ascmo 

Crevasses 

SPAIN SOLSTICE 25 CD (2001) 

I have given more detailed notice to Asano’s more exceptional recordings 
this issue; these releases are no less beautiful and arresting, but if you’re 
gaining any familiarity with Asano’s work by now then you’ll find no major 
surprises here. These long pieces are mostly in the mode of standing still for 
a long time and drinking in the beauty of the amazing landscape / weather, 
conveying effects of pure and glorious stasis rendered in musical sound and 
(to a lesser extent) in the sleeve photographs. Asano has I think tended to 
play down the importance of his photos - he claims they are not 
photographs of places which are ‘special’ to begin with, but only become 
special because they appear on a CD cover. The art for Crevasses makes a 
nice arty out-of-focus purple skyscape that wouldn’t look out of place if you 
saw it in an art gallery, twenty times as large. The music for Crevasses is 
sumptuous high-pitched drones and low groans, but for my money doesn’t 
improve or add anything of substance to Asano’s epic four CD set, The Last 
Shade Of Evening Falls. In fact, virtually identical sounds are used in both. 

Autumn Meadow, in like manner, proposes a contemplation of autumnal 
shadows falling across a stretch of smooth greensward. Asano’s sleeve 
photograph here depicts just the right autumnal shades and hues; gorgeous 
olive and drab greens, a fiery orange as of sycamore leaves, and a bright 
yellow glow. (The CD itself is bright orange, like the glow of a hearth.) But - 
most tellingly - all these colours have been discovered in an interior setting; 
it’s a photo of a piece of strip lighting, against a bare and peeling green wall. 


I’m fairly sure in presuming that this juxtaposition of a pastoral title with a 
bleak modern urban image is totally intentional; I think of Asano as one 
determined to find beauty in virtually anything, no matter how unpromising. 
Which brings us to the music - a very testing hour-long piece composed of 
the usual strange, denatured, soaring drones and faintly disturbing counter- 
textures. A simple combination which Asano has made all his own; his 
fingerprints appear on every moment of this (and every musical work he has 
released). Succumb freely to the music’s porous charms and you will be 
rewarded with a Nirvana of wonderful visions and deep insights of thoughts, 
as you meditate intently on the nature of things. Resist the music, however, 
and you will eventually be surrounded by a curious and chilling sensation of 
doubt, ambiguity and unreality. When you put it like that, either option has 
its attractions, so I guess you can’t lose. One to play in the Autumn. 

ED PINSENT 21/02/2002 

All Solstice releases from: 
Tagamanent, 5 Atico, 08012 
Barcelona, Spain 

S0LSTICE@K0J I ASANO .COM 
WWW.SOLSTICE-EUROPE.COM 



KOJI ASANO 


A SECOND DAM 


156 




The Sound Projector Tenth Issue 2002 


THE BAG OF DOOM 

Condensed CD Reviews by WAR ARROW 


artist 

title 

label & 

country of 
origin 

catalogue 

number & 

year 

it seems to be 

some sort of... 

sounds 

like... 

thinks it's... 

but really 
it's... 

1 must admit, 
however... 

but 

unfortunately... 

should be a hit 

with... 

contact at... 

Minus Infinity 

Minus Infinity 

Ventricle, USA. 

Ventricle CD-9, 

but the year must 
be a secret. 

goth-ambient thing. 

something on 

the World 
Serpent label. 

the howling 

dissonance of 
the void, 

a raven haired lady 
with lots of special 
effects. 

it's very 

convincingly done, 

titles like 'The 

T ransmogrification' 
induce mirth. 

people who like runes and 

having their bits and pieces 
pierced. 

Ventricle, PO Box 19523, Seattle, WA 

981091, USA. 

various artists 

Re: Kusaki 

Angelika 

Kohlermann, 

Germany. 

AK008, 

2000. 

collection of synth- 
pop tributes to obscure 
Japanese artist. 

most of it's been 

done on a Casio 

VL Tone. 

dunno, sure 

beats the shit 
out of me, 

very difficult to 
listen to. 

the track by Mix 
Mup is pretty 
fucking good, 

too many versions of 
something called 'Lets 
Rock Baby'. 

collectors of "Hello Kitty" 

stuff; Shonen Knife fans. 

http:// angelika.koehlermann.at 

Dieb 1 3 

Restructuring 

Charhizma / ORF, 

Germany. 

ORF CD 260 / 
Charhizma 13, 
2000. 

lap-top based abstract 

tedium. 

Farmer's Manual 

and a million 
other lap-top 
monkeys. 

John Cage, 

Ned's Atomic 

Dustbin. 

it's probably the 
shit if you like that 
sort of thing, 

1 don't like that sort of 
thing. 

people who like that sort of 
thing, Wire readers etc. etc. 

http://www.charhizma.com 

386 DX. 

The Best Of 

Staalplaat, Austria 
- who've definitely 
gone down in my 
estimation. 

STCD 144, don't 

know what year, 
don't care either. 

irony-laden speak & 

spell covers of Heart 
FM 'classic rock' fare. 

someone needs 

to fucking get out 
a bit more often. 

Negativeland, 

utter 

wank! 

...1 admit nothing. 

It is entirely 
without worth or 

purpose, 

it exists, and it's author 
will probably chortle 
smugly at this review. 

absolutely fucking nobody. 

...on second thoughts, don't bother. 

K.C. 

Accidental 

Anthems For 

The Could've Bin 

Pills 

Noise Factory 

Records, Canada. 

NOISECD325, 

2000. 

mildly hypnotic 
pseudo-indie guitar 
drone. 

dunno, reminds 
me a bit of 
Codeine. Pretty 
good, in fact. 

hard to tell. It 

seems to be 

pretty 

unassuming, 

rather listenable, 

unlike most of the 

above. 

I'm surprised it's 
ended up here in 
the bag of doom, 

1 suppose it does go on a 
bit too long, maybe. 

people who like listening to 

music. 

www.noisefactoryrecords. 

com 

Abstract Q 

Selected 

Frequencies For 
Unrepressed 
Neural Events 

Open Circuit - 
vanity publishing 
label from 
Staalplaat, Austria. 

OC020, 

2000, 1 presume. 

moody semi-ambient 

techno artefact. 

Chris & Cosey, 

Clock DVA circa. 
Man Amplified. 

still 1992, 

just one of a million 
others who sound 

like this. 

of it's kind, it's not 
bad at all. Nicely 
done, in fact, 

expensive technology is 

no substitute for heart. 

people who sit there 
recognising envelope filter 
type. 

abstract_q@hotmail.com 

various artists 

Fuji 

Compilation 

Fuji Rekodsu: 
Cha-Bashira (Japan) 
& A-Musik 
(Germany). 

FUJI02, year 2000, 
probably. 

crazy cornucopia of 
crazy experimental 
craziness, yes? 

lots of other 

similar 

compilations. 

irreverent yet 

adventurous, 

actually quite 

irritating. 

the Noise 

Ramones track is 
okay, 

much of it seems kind of 
pointless to my ears. 

the people who actually 
appear on it, and some of 
their pals. 

www.a-musik.com 

Perlon 

Perlon 

Zarek / Zangi 
Music, Germany. 

ZAREK 01, the 

year of Our Lord, 
2000. 

endlessly droning 

tedium. 

endlessly droning 

tedium. 

endlessly 

droning and 
ground-breaking 
experimentation, 

endlessly droning 

tedium. 

statistically 
speaking, 1 know 1 
must have heard 

worse, 

it's endlessly droning 
tedium. 

fans of endlessly droning 
tedium. 

www.endlesslydroning tedium.com or 
www.zangimusic.de 
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Andrea Neuman 

& Annette Krebs 

Rotophormen 

Charhizma, 

Germany. 

CHA009, some 

time fairly recently. 

pseudo-abstract 
improvised sound 
exercise. 

Nurse With 

Wound but not 
the laughing gas. 

pretty damn 
special, 

well actually, it 

isn't too bad, as it 
goes. 

it sounds like some 
thought has gone 
into it, 

it does go on a bit. 

people with patience and a 

sense of adventure. 

http://www.charhizma.com 

Khan 

No 

Comprendo 

Matador, USA / 

Europe. 

OLE 497 2V, 8th 

of May, 2001. 

rock'n'roll techno 

thing with big name 
guest vocalists. 

Kid Congo 
growling over a 
keyboard demo 
programme. 

John Barry, no 

- Brian Eno, no - 
Moby, no - 
Ministry, no - 
wait... 

'Holiday Rap' by DJ 
Sven & MC Miker 

G. 

it's marginally 
better than The 
Best Of 386 DX, 

otherwise, it's 

complete toss. Utterly 
without soul or feeling. 

record and tape exchange. 

www.matadorrecords.com, or record and 

tape exchange. 

Mimetic Mute 

Positive 

Moloko+, 

Germany. 

LC02895_PLUS032, 

1 give up... 2001 ? 

collection of 

instrumental techno 
soundscapes. 

classically 

arranged Front 
242 without the 
bad temper. 

dunno... sounds 

reasonably 
original to me. 

here's where this reviewing sytem falls 
down, because actually 1 can't really find 
any significant faults with this disc. In fact 
it's not bad at all. done, 

maybe it could've used 
more vocal tracks, but 
still... 

people who feel let down by 
most laptop pseudo-techno 
crap. 

mimetic 1 @aol.com 

Negative 

Prikosnovenie, 

France. 

PRIK036, and 

again - 200 1 , I'm 
guessing. 

Ape Shit 

In Heir To 

Elvis 

Aural Guerilla, 

UK. 

no catalogue 

number - it's a 
CDR, 2001. 

mad person's tape 
recorder audio diary 
with musical bits. 

The Fall's rehersal 
tapes with 
narration by 
Rotten and 
P.Orridge. 

about the right 
length to fit on a 
single CD, 

a bit too long. 

some of it's kind of 
amusing, 

the medley of PIL / 
Pistols / Crass lyrics is a 
little uninteresting. 

somebody, somewhere - 

statistically speaking. 

dunno... if anyone's curious contact 
me and I'll try to find out. 

Don Mandarin 

This Was 

Quo Country 

Clear Water / 
Swarffinger, UK. 

SF040CD, 2000. 

indie-folk-rock, with a 

guest appearance by 
Doctor Who. 

one of those 
Travis / Coldplay 
etc. type of bands, 
poufy. 

classic rock 

songsmanship, 1 
suspect, 

another 

anonymous item on 
Brucie's indie 
conveyor belt. 

it isn't any worse 
than Travis, 
Coldplay etcetera, 

that's hardly a 
recommendation. 

students. 

Unit 1 , Newsquare Units, King Square, 
Bristol, BS2 8JJ, UK. 

Mikael 

Stavostrand 

Lite 

Mitek, Scandinavia. 

MITEK 1 CD, 2000. 

lap-top ambient thing, 

which is unusual. 

the usual lap-top 
stuff, but maybe a 
little better. 

important, 

only about two 
thirds as important 
as it thinks it is. 

it's a LOT more 

listenable than this 
stuff usually is, 

m 

many people providing they 
don't expect miracles. 

http://www.it.kth.se/KREV/citizen/mikae 

1 

Jimmy Agren 

Glass Finger 

Ghost 

Ultimate Audio 

Entertainment, 

Sweden. 

UAE disc 12, 

2000. 

progressive Swedish 
delta blues mojo thang. 

Beefheart doing 

Tom Waits doing 
Led Zeppelin. 

John Lee 

Hooker with a 
maths degree, 

let down by pseudo 
Bolanish 

Foetusesque vocals. 

musically, it's 
pretty fucking 
startling, and in a 
good way, 

like 1 say, the vocals 
sound too much like a 

caricature. 

fans of the quieter bits on 
Physical Graffiti, if they ignore 
the singing. 

jimmy.agren@user.bip.net 

Hard As 

Kerosene 

Hard As 

Kerosene 

no label: it's a CDR, 
UK. 

KER2000, year 

also 2000. 

freeform improv. with 
honking sax, guitar and 
drums 'n' stuff.. 

you'd expect. 

erudite and 
sophisticated, 

more of the same 

old bollocks we can 

all do without.w 

the use of 

electronics almost 

makes it bearable, 

only in the same way as 
artistic talent made 

Hitler bearable. 

the two people who still feel 
they need more formless kak. 

njhamlyn@netscapeonline.co.uk 

Nick Didovsky 
and Guigou 
Chenevier 

Body Parts 

Vand'Oeuvre, 

France. 

Vand'Oeuvre 

0020, 2000. 

madcap assemblage of 
weird songs and 
freeform stuff. 

a krautrock Devo 
dabbling with jazz- 
metal. 

rather wacky, 1 

suspect, 

only half way there. 

that it's eclectic 

and not entirely 
devoid of virtue, 

the freeform stuff 

sounds like filler 

material. 

people who still hold a flame 
for Stump and the like. 

http://vdo.fr.st 
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Gerome Nox 

Blood-Red 

Poppies 

Moloko+, 

Germany. 

PLUS027, 2000? 

2001? 1066? 1 

dunno. 

murder-obssessed 

techno-metal industrial 
soundscape thing. 

Nine Inch Nails 

gone Belgian new 
beat. 

let's just ignore this reviewing format for a second. Mr. Nox 
doesn't score a lot in terms of originality but other than that, this 
is a fucking great CD. 

Nine Inch Nails fans, like wot 1 

am. 

g.nox@free.fr 

Geert 

Waegeman 

Vegetal 

Digitables 

Lowlands, 

Belgium. 

LOWO 1 3. 1 give up. 

Is it no longer cool 
to put a date on 
your CD? 

burbling electronic 
whimsy. 

someone can't 

leave their 
computer alone. 

putting the 

technology to 
good use, unlike 
those silly DJ 
types, 

Pink Floyd as 

whimsical techno- 
bores. 

sonically, it's all 
very impressive, 

in every other sense, it's 
far too smarmy for its 
own good. 

wankers. 

Hoornstraat 6, 

2000 Antwerp, 

Belgium. 

Gravanzia 

The Scar 

Sessions 

CDR, UK... 1 

think. 

no number, but 

definitely dates 
from the year 
2000. 

live sounding 

improvised rock jam 
type wotnot. 

oh... Faust, 

Spacemen 3, a 
non-shit 

Charlatans. 

1973, but in a 
non-wanky way, 

200 1 , and this still 
sounds pretty good. 

I've tried to think 

of something bad to 
say about this, 

1 can't find anything 
wrong with the CD at 
all. It's a good'un. 

fans of droning but tuneful 
instrumental rock. 

www.gravanzia.com 

Ludovic Fresse 

L echo & le 

Silence 

Khokhot, France. 

KI94, 2000. 

random assemblage of 

sounds, notes and 

noises. 

music for some 

fucking awful art 
installation. 

the sort of thing 
we just can't get 
enough of at 
Sound Projector, 

TOSS. 

it's superbly 
recorded and 

orchestrated, 

this only serves to 
throw its crapness into 
sharp relief. 

people who don't actually 
have to work for a living. 

khokhot@vudunoeuf.asso.fr 

Jurgen De 

Blonde 

Hidden 

Rabbit 

Tomlab, 

Germany. 

TOM 10, 2001. 

jangling one-man band 

with technoisms here 

and there. 

the sort of thing 

Sonic Youth 
would like, and 
apparently they 
do. 

Dinosaur Jr., 

Dinosaur distant 

cousin who ended 
up working as a 
burger-flipper. 

that 1 didn't 

actively loathe it, 

that's hardly a glowing 

endorsement. 


juergen.deblonde@tomlab.de 

Le Complexe de 
la Viande / Etage 
34 

Live at Mhere 

33Revpermi, 

France. 

CD 2 104, 2000. 

Gallic gentleman 
shouting over a sub- 
Headbutt noise. 

a fight between 
warring factions of 
French binmen. 

probably quite 
meaningful and 
pertinent, 

largely 

incomprehensible 
to me. 

they seem to know 
what they're doing, 

it's all Chinese to me as 1 
don't speak French. 
Sorry. 

les masochistes, s'il vous plait. 

revpermi@free.fr 

Sophie Agnel 

Solo 

Vand'Oeuvre, 

France. 

Vand'Oeuvre 

0019, 2000. 

prepared piano, 
played with a boxing 
glove on the end of a 
long pole. 

Schoenberg 

without the tunes 

or the laffs. 

above bourgois 

concerns of 

conventional 

tonality, 

all been done 

before, and it still 
bores me rigid. 

that it probably 
shouldn't be me 
reviewing this CD, 

it is, and 1 think it's 
pointless crap. 
Objectively speaking. 

bores. 

http://vdo.fr.st 

Chine Nual 

Tomorrows 

Leaders are Busy 
Tonight 

Plate Lunch, 
Germany. 

PL09, 2000. 

listenable version of 

ambient laptop music. 

Nocturnal 

Emissions on a 
quiet day. 

no sarcastic comments for a change, this is actually half-decent, perhaps even three- 
quarters decent Nice to hear someone fucking about with a laptop (1 presume) and 
not making a complete pig's ear of it for once. Randy Greif seems to be involved in 
some capacity, by the way. 

film-makers in search of a 

soundtrack. 

platelunch@t-online.de 

Werner 

Dafeldecker & 

Boris D. 
Hegenbart 

ON 

CO 

LU 

Grob, Germany. 

CD GROB 319, 
2001. 

>groan< ...freeform 

improvised sound 
collage thing. 

you'd expect. 

Jack the Biscuit, 

Biffo the Bear. If 

that. 

that textu rally- 
speaking, I've heard 
worse, 

it still sounds like the 
creaking noises made by 
the c*#% upstairs. 

people who collect every CD 
ever made. 

www.churchofgrob.com 
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Phosphene 

Long 

Meadow Felt 
Company 

Oggum Records, 
Cymru. 

OGGUM 1 ICD, 

2001. 

vaguely tuneful 
analogue ambient type 

wotnot. 

er... Coil doing 
Celtic versions of 
Tangerine Dream. 
Kinda. 

the BBC 
Radiophonic 
Workshop, 

the Newsroom 

South East 
Radiophonic 
Workshop, 
probably. 

that it's reasonably 
convincing stuff 
done with care, 

it suffers from an overall 
saminess of pace and 
mood. 

fans of grumbling old gas- 
powered synths. 

Oggum Records, Glynllifon, Pentre 

Isaf, Tregaron, SY25 6ND. 

Rev.99 

Turn A Deaf 

Ear 

Pax Recordings, San 
Francisco (which 
kind of figures) - 
USA. 

PR9025 1,2001. 

utter drivel. 

free improv. 
bores and a 
"poet" patting 
each other's 

backs. 

backs.ppreciation. 

following in the 
footsteps of 
Ginsberg and 
McLuhan, 

not even Bernard 

the poet. 

sorry... this is utter rubbish, and painfully 
smug rubbish at that. 

people who think post- 
modern crap is important. 

don't even think 

it. 

Camel Zekri 

Le Festival De 

L'Eau 

Vand'Oeuvre, 

France. 

Vand'Oeuvre 

99 1 7, can't find a 
date on it. Oooh - 
enigmatic! 

Sorry. This is no laughing matter. This disc contains beautifully evocative traditional music by Nigerian (1 think) musicians, played on various marimba-type 
instruments, drums, and guitar which, although superbly recorded, is completely fucking ruined by pointless parping free-improvisation SCUM continuously shitting 
out their turd-like cacophony in the mistaken belief that their tedious wankery is in some way a cultural equal to the music they're ruining. Which it most certainly 

fucking isn't. Wankers. 

Zorn 

The City's 
Collapsing (But 
Not Tonight) 

Lux Nigra, 
Germany (1 think). 

LNPI4, sent back 

in time from the 
year 3,689. 

unremarkable 

instrumental techno 
bore-nucopia. 

somebody's got 

too much time on 

their hands. 

Chris & Cosey, 

Ant & Dec. 

that technically 
speaking, it's 
...yawn., very well 
done, 

it still sounds like 
pointless poop to me. 

anyone who has run out of 
paint that they want to watch 
drying. 

Iuxnigra.de 

Big Block 454 

That's A Nice 

Hat 

Big Block 454, UK. 

BB3F54, 2000. 

self-consciously 

insane, but likeable 
version of prog-rock. 

God! ...erm... 

King Crimson? 
Grand Poobah 

Crimson? 

Jeez. 1 dunno. With titles like '1 Name 
This Child Acker Bilk', this should be 
complete rubbish, but it's actually 
pretty good. 

that they get a lot 
of mileage out of 
their cranky 
worldview. 

1 suspect a full length CD 
of this would drive you 
mad. 

people who are probably a 
danger to themselves. 

http://www.bigblock454.co.uk 

4tRECk 

No. 1 

4tRECk, UK. 

4trk00 1 , 2001 (?). 

proggy acoustic 

Caravan doing 

the Tales from 

the River Bank 

theme music. 

Damn. All this sarcasm ready to go and once again 1 am 
defeated. I'd probably find it hard to write at length about 
4tRECk, but this is wonderfully played, composed, and 
recorded. Pretty impressive, 

could probably do with 
being a bit more varied. 

folks who dig music with an 

eccentric time signature. 

www.4trackco.uk 

or 

s.callow@virgin.net 

No.4 

4trk004, 2001 (?). 

instrumental folk music. 

Woom 

For Pricilia 

Pricilia Records, 

France. 


minimalist synth 

bollocks. 

the muse was not 

with them that 
day. 

Sorry. No. It's just rubbish. 

let me know if you find out. 1 
have square wheels at good 
prices. 

www.zone5 1 .com/pricilia 

Morphine 

Boutique 

Don't Dolby The 
Bedroom 
Composers 

Tete-A-Tete, 

Germany. 

TAT02, 2000. 

schizophrenic 
assemblage of the fine 
and the awful. 

Coil doing 
Vangelis, or 
maybe the other 
way round. 

breaking a few 

moulds, 

merely preferable 

to Finnish techno. 

the tuneful sub- 

Vangelis bits are 
pretty good, 

the rest of it - the 

laptop sound loops is 
unremarkable. 

anyone with a very expensive 
hi-fi. 

www.tete-a-tete-click.de 

Daniel 

Lowenbruck 

Intermission 001 

(Luxury Discreet 
Surroundings) 

Entr'acte, UK. 

001, 1999. 

exercise in being 

amazingly dull. 

someone 

rummaging around 
for screws in a 
filing cabinet. 

akin to one of 
those musique 
concret big 
knobs, 

just some talentless 
bore with too 

much time and 

money. 

this disc is 
preferable to 
having your teeth 
pulled out, 

it still sucks like nothing 
has ever sucked before, 
dude. 

the sort of people 1 hope 

that 1 never have to meet. 

entracte@mayfair2.demon.co.uk 

Arkkon 

Rotunda 

Soleilmoon, USA. 

SOL95CD, 2000. 

semi-ambient solo 

outing by a Shock 
Headed Peter. 

maybe Coil, a bit. 

probably more 

original than it 
actually is, 

kind of similar to a 

lot of things. 

it ain't a bad CD 

by any means, 

it just doesn't really 
stand out from the 

hordes of others. 

ye who doth dig Coil and 
allademguys. 

usual Soleilmoon address / BM 

Arkkon, London, WC 1 N 3 XX. 
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